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XXVL ALFIERT AND METASTASIO.i 

Mtlastmh. Tlic* Contessa di Albani has conferred on me the 
long-desired hono|' of presentation to your Excellency. 

Aljiert. I rejoice in lier goodness thus anticipating my wishes. 
As you lire journeying toward Rome, Signor Abbatc, I fear I 
may enjoy but too tew opportunities of conversing with so justly 
celebrated a personage. Already the company begins to assemble 
round about us, especially the English ; eager, no doubt, to derive 
a little pure Italian from so high u source: such, in the estima¬ 
tion of all, is that of the Abbate Metastasio, Pocta Cesario. 

Metaslasio* I bow, not indeed, as too frequently is the 
case, in acknowledgment and accc})tancc, but in humility and 
confusion. Proud, however, am I that our own Italy— 

Alfieri. Oars ? ours ? No, sir! but, by Heaven! it shall 

“ During my stay at Vienna, I could easily have known intimately the 
ebrated poet Metastasio, in whose house our minister, the Count Di 
Canate, passed many hours of the evening, in the chosen company of a 
few other literary men. . . . That gentleman, who was fond of me and 
pitied my i\fioccupied condition, often offered to introduce me. But my 
natural shyness restrained me, and,, moreover, I was still plunged in the 
'French errors and despised every Italian author and every Italian book. 
Besides, 1 had seen Metastasio in the gardens at Schoenbrun, making to 
Maria Theresa the usual reverences with an expression so servilely 
pleased and flattering, that I, with Plutarch in my head, could not think 
of knowing a man hired and sold to a despotic authority so hotly 
abhorred by me.” At that time “ I was a being at once original and 
ridiculous,” Allieri’s Autobiography. The two men never came nearer 
meeting; at the time of the Conversation Metastasio was dead, as Landor 
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be! Let us descend into the library. France, perhaps after the 
imminent war witli Austria, may barter one piece of rol^ry for 
another. Already she has seduced tlie affections of Savoy, and 
is reminding the Venetians that, flcAirishing and happy as they 
have continued for a thousand years, it is shameful to owe any 
happiness or ]irosperity to nobles. Either by fraud or force, on 
the humiliation of Austria Venice may be thrown to her, like a 
stranded w'ced with empty shells upon it. 

Metastasio , Austria ever have Venice! Are there bo 
powers to prevent it ? If no virtues, al^* there no jealousies ? 
God help us! we have calamities enough already, 

jijfieri . No, Abbatc, we have not enough: we must have 
more, many more, much greater, 'rhen, and then only, will 
nations spring up from apathy to despair, and smash the bloody 
idol. We shall be free before the French will. 

MetasUuion Since your Excellency hath . resolved to leave 
your native Piedmont, 1 know not where you could have settled 
more comfortably than here in Tuscany. 

Alfieru It is something to be unmolested. The prince, I 
hear, is tolerant; the people, I find, arc civil; a few are intel¬ 
lectual ; most of them acute. If the Jews lost ten tribes, they 
may recover nine in this country. 

Metastasio. By what indication ? 

yllfieri. Such as the cut of tlie eye, the sallowness of com¬ 
plexion, the low stiiture, the love of gain, tlie importunity of 
selling, and the sfiibboleth. 

Metastasw. - In what instances ? 

seem» to have been awaiv. j'Mfieri’s hatred of the French was, in part, 
due to the fact that, alter the outbreak of the Revolution, a bookseller in 
Paris published a pirated edition of liis works from sheets destined for an 
edition stopped by the Revolution. For tlie Countess of Albany, the 
wife of the young Pretender, and her life with Alfieri, see Hayward’s 
essay. The literary order mentioned m the Conversation seems to be a 
misunderstanding of Landor's. At tlie age of forty-six, Alfieri deter¬ 
mined to learn Greek, am! having mastered the language, to reward his 
industr), he devised a decoration for himself. This was a collar engraved 
with the names of twenty-three poets. A cameo portrait of Homer was 
fixed to it. Alfieri styled himself Chevalier of the order of ii[omer. 
The collar is in the Museum at Montpellier. (Fraser, April/18*;6. 
Works, V., 1876.) ] 

[* From “ Metastafib ” to ‘‘ Alfieri ” (3 lines) added in znd ed,] 
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Alfieri and Metastasio. 

Alfieri. In the pronunciation of Cicero and Casar ,—words 
among the Romans neither sibilant nor dental; nor do I believe 
they had any such guttural as you hear in cocomero. 

Metastasio, I would rather institute a comparison b<;tween 
their respective merits. The Jews alone, of all Eastern nations, 
were great in poetry and music. I would not compare, as many 
scholars have done, the Psalms of David with the Odes of 
Pmdar; nor do I readily believe that, musician as he was, his 
symphonies were equal to Handel^s. Then* are various men 
who think it a duty to uphold it; and scholars, too, catch the 
enthusiasm. 

Alfieri Weak minds, like weak liquors, soon effervesce ; and 
sound scholars hav(* not always strong heads. 

Metastasio. Permit me to remark one signal difference be¬ 
tween the Jews and Tuscans: the Jews were always more morose 
than any other people; the Tuscans less. 

Afieri Dante may be called morose by the inconsiderate. 
To be morose is one thing ; to be indignant is another. Pie saw 
crimes in high places which tlic vulgar thought inaccessible; but 
he sealed the eminence, and dragged out Cacus from his fastness. 
The Italians are tied to the stake at home; the Jews are scat¬ 
tered abroad. Which fate is the worse of the two ? Both evils 
will pass away: men will be men again. They v/ill abstain from 
roasting one anotlicr: royal feasts will employ less numerous and 
less expensive cooks, and be served up in lighter dishes. Human 
fat will be no longer the approved medicament for deafness and 
debility. The lover of lleatriee,—he who shed tears over 
Francesca, he whose stout heart so failed liim that he fainted at 
the recital of her sorrows,—could never have been morose. 
Glory to him, everlasting glory ! 1 envy his tears; I sliarc his 

indignation. 

Metastapo. There is somewhat of the Englishman in his 
austerity and sternness; and he is not over delicate in expressing 
what he feels. 

Alfieri The English are innately vulgar, with some few 
exceptions. Noblemen, suspicious and invidious of untitled 
gentlemen, whose families are more ancient and more honorable 
than theirs, and who perhaps lost their fortunes and their station 
by the wars of the Plantagenets, have no reluctance or dislike to 
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walk and converse v/itli jockeys and boxers. From these tiiey 
gather the, flowers of their pliraseology. A new word springs tip 
monthly, and is usually what they call slang. I will give' you an 
example: a few days before I left England, there had been a 
duel; on this occasion the younger, a man of rank and modesty, 
was declared by my informant to have shown pluck.^ You will 
suppose that by this expression he meant courage: he did so. 
We Italians would have said spirit, or heart, which comes 
nearest. But the meaning of pluck, until this year, had always 
been the entrails of animals, torn out of them, and the vilest part of 
them. The Romans were content with cor and pectus i we, with 
their contents. Ammo and coraggio suffice us: what is ejected 
from a beast is to an Englishman tiie coronal of glory. 

Melastasio. We shall owe, in great measure, the consum¬ 
mation of ours to the departed whose remains are around us. 

Alfieru In greater measure, to those who are not departed, 
if we follow the right leaders. But what are leaders without 
soldiers, or soldiers without arms ? 

Metastasio. Ah ! ah ! how grateful to the senses is the odor 
of these volumes in hulgaro /* Signor Conte, the most splendid 
of them best deserves its splendor. 

Alfieri. Rarely the case in any thing. 

Metastasio, Vittorio Alfieri, Tragedie, Opere di Vittorio 
Alfieru Pardon me, is this richly embroidered ribbon, with a 
crown pendant from it, the pattern for that Order of Merit which 
it is repoited your Excellency is about to institute ? 

Alfieri, No, indeed: the ribbon is none of mine. 

Metastasio. May not possibly the investiture be displeasing to 
potentates ? 

Alfieri, Are any of those people, then, potentates in liter¬ 
ature ? Shall the most ignorant of mortals presume to decide 
on the merits of literary men ? Shall ministers of State be 

p *• That utterance of Landor did my heart good. Indeed the first of 
those two imaginary ronversations is really as good as anything 1 ever 
saw from Landor. Do you think the grand old Pagan wrote that piece 
just, now ? "Phe sound of it is like the ring of Roman swords on the 
helmets of barbarians. An unsii 1 >c)uable old Roman! Make my Joyjd ' 
respects to him the first time you write.” Letter of Carlyle’s to Fo'ster j 
Life, 256-] 

* Bulgaro. Russia leather. 
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appointed as presidents, or even admitted as members, of societies 
formed for the promotion of arts and sciences? Keep these 
men to their places, while they have any ; but never let them get 
into ours. 

Metastasio, Will your Order include others besides Italians ? 

Aljier'u As many as are worthy of it and will receive it. 
Some, pcrliaps the most part, will be kept away from the accept¬ 
ance by timidity and baseness, 

Metastasio, In some measure, it might be an impediment 
to tlieir advancement. The glory of the decoration, in the 
generality of cases, would be posthumous: the whole number 
would occupy but a small bench in a narrow chamber. There 
are forty in France! Were there ever ten at one period in the 
world ? Should you beat the drum for recruits, how many 
would enlist who mu,st be rejected as below the standard 
height? Poets and philosophers and critics, I am told, there 
are more in Germany, and better too, than in the rest of Europe. 

Alfieri. I know nothing of their language ; what I have read 
translated from it pleases me ; the best, as being the most classi¬ 
cal, is Stolberg’s Theseus. Heroes, in my eyes, look more 
advantageously with brazen helmets on their heads than with 
black triangular fcltry. 1 would rather sec Helen in sandal or 
slipper, than supported by high-heeled, red morocco shoes with 
diamond buckles on them. Being timorous, whenever I pass the 
porter’s lodge of surly Graff Pyrrhus,'1 whistle my dog away, 
first saluting the gamekeeper in green jacket. Eteocles and 
^Polinices are in the field above, models of gentlemen, quite 
correct in lifting up their beavers to each other before they make 
their passes witli the rapier. 

Metastasio. It must, indeed, be confessed that whatever is far 
removed from fashionable life and changeable manners is best 
adapted to^the higher poetry. Wc are glad and righteously proud 
to possess two worlds,—the one at present under our feet, pro¬ 
ducing beef and niutton ; the other, on which have passed before 
us gods, demigods, heroes, the Fates, the Furies, and all the 
;iumerous progeny of never-dying, never-aging, eternally-par¬ 
turient Imagination. Great is the privilege of crossing at will 
the rivers of bitterness, of tears, of fire, and to wander and con¬ 
verse among the sliades. 
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Aljieru Great, indeed: and few incommode us in the ferry¬ 
boat ; but we must pay for it. 

Mefasiash, You ridicule French tragedy; yet thei'e may be 
noble sentiments under ostrich feathers, and the tepder heart may 
beat as truly under blonde lace as under woollen, spun by Pen- 
dope herself. 

Alfieri. It may be ; only let them try the woollen on ; I will 
allow them a narrow .ornamental fringe. At present, I believe 
there is no poet in France. 

Meliutash, In England you left a few deserving your 
notice. 

Ajfieru Cowper is worthy of his succession to Goldsmith; 
more animated, more energetic, more diversified. Sometimes he 
is playful, oftener serious; and you go with him in cither path 
with equal satisfaction. Sometimes he turns short round, and 
reproves with dignified and autlioritative austerity. This is not 
his nature, but his office, his duty, his calif as he would term it. 
There is a gentleness, a suavity about him, more Italian than 
English. The milk of Eve was not blander to her firstborn. 

Metastasw. I had always thought that the English were 
more remarkable for the breed of their satirists and tlieir bull¬ 
dogs. 

AlfUrt. So they are; but they have silk-eared spaniels also, ^ 
and of pure blood. Whoever wants to see a worshipper of 
wealth and title, let him visit England. 

Metastasio. The celebrated Dr Johnson was dead, I think, 
before you arrived in that country: he was not very silken. 

Aljieru That heavy paw, however, if sometimes a crusher, 
was oftener a protector. Johnson was coarse in manners, and 
was arrogant and captious by the indulgence of his dry-nurses in 
the club-room. His sight was distorted by the refraction of 
politics; his temper was irritable, his sensibility was morbid, but 
his heait was sound. 1 see much to pity, and no little to admire 
and Jove, in him. 

Metastasio. Then, Signor Conte, he must be a man of rare 
merit indeed. 

Alfieri. Bow again, my good Abbate; you do it gracefully. 

Metastasio, Pardon) pardon! if 1 am under the calamity 
of offendinff. 
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Alfieri, Do I look or speak like one oflfended ? Destitute 
as all friends agrce I am in wit and humor, 1 enjoy them 

occasionally in another. You speak naturally and justly; you 
know me well already, 

Metastasio* Signor Conte, my very good padrone! I feel 
at "ease again. Now your Excellency has given me an insight 
into the charactei of the late poets and moralists of England, 
• might I presume so far as to push my inquiries into their cele¬ 
brated historians ? 

Alfieri, I would speak more confidently of them were I more 
a master of the language. But, although an author’s style may 
lose somewhat by transmission, it loses little in prose if it is good 
for any thing : not so in poetry. Cicero and Machiavelli will 
always be masters of their own domain. 

^etastasio. How different! 

Alfieri, No translator can make them alike; the dress may 
be soiled a little, yet we recognize the wearer. I venture to 
‘ assert that no work in prose, since the time of Titus Livius, is 
equal to Gibbon’s History. There is somewhat of palatial mag¬ 
nitude and of Oriental splendor in it: nothing disorderly, nothing 
overcharged. Hume and the others arc hardly to be noticed for 
discrimination of character, for reflection, or for research. Hume, 
among many trifling essays, has written one upon Miracles^ worth 
reading. Critic,—1 doubt whether at tliis time in Italy there is 
a worse than he ? 

Metastasio. He was thought a free-thinker: was he one ? 

Alfieri. Quite the contrary. A narrow ribbon tied him, 
neck and. heels, to the liinder-quaitcrs of a broken throne. If 
you mean religion, I believe he was addicted to no formulary. 
Hk life was indolently and innocently Epicurean. 

Metastasio.^ Doubtless he called it equanimity. 

Alfieri. ^Equanimity is a virtue in philosophers : it is denounced 
as a crime in theologians. They, in their peculiar phraseology, 
call it lukewarmness ; and lukewarmness in divinity they hold to 
be almost as insuflerablc as in venison. 

Metastasio. Sects, we understand, are springing up daily in 
th^ British isles, which ebullitions may serve ultimately as a 
counter-poison to the venom now polluting the atmosphere. 
Strange stories are reported of one Wesley, who is permitted by 
the authorities to preach in the open fields. 



16 Imaginary Conversations. 

Aljien. Were not those whom you most venerate permitted 
by the Pagan authorities to preach both in the fields and in 
the cities? Wcslcy gave out no new commandments: he 
opened before the eyes of assembled tliousands the small volume 
which contains them, and cried aloud, “ Read 4 read J ” I know 
an Italian who wouUl have spoken to them words of far diifferent 
import in tJieir own vernacular, and have said, you dare to 
read, go and be damned” I am not higlily fanatical; but I do 
bear veneration toward this saintly man, commanding by meekness 
and humility. He found the members of the Anglican Church 
putrescent, as J^uther found the Papal: he used no knife or 
cautery. 

Metastasio, Every wall of that church is cracked in twenty 
places. 

Alfiert, Sound foundations are better than ornamental but¬ 
tresses. We sec all things in pejus mere et retro suhlapsa referr 'u 
Our efforts are thus rendered the more necessary to climb up and 
surmount the cliffs that eternally crumble under us. We shall 
presently have more than shadows to contend against. The 
monkey-tiger is about to spring over the Alps. 

Metastasio. Revolutionists invite it. 

Alfieri. Rapid revolutions turn men giddy and blind. Did 
ever good come from that quarter ? You will be cheated, robbed, 
plundered, torn piecemeal, and devoured. Mark my words: a 
century of misfortunes will confirm them. Wherever there are 
priests subordinate solely to a priest leader, there are snares and 
chains for all beyond tlic circle. If Piedmont falls, Italy falls; 
Venice will be what Naples is ; and Rome will call Attila him¬ 
self a beatific vision. Unhappy land of breathless hope! of 
enchanted heroism ! of consecrated lies ! 

Metastasio, Attilas and worse barbarians—if worse be any 
— may invade us; but I never will fear their violence: The gates 
of Hell, we are assured, shall not prevail against the chair of 
Saint Peter, 

Aeperi, The gates of Hell will never try, if they know 
their own interest. They will stand wide-open as the gates on 
which the Roman artificer, in his jewelled slippers and tliree* ' 
storied bonnet, so cleverly modelled them. 

Metastasio, Excuse me, Signor Conte ! but is your Excel- 
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tency quite so happy in the indulging of these asperities as you 
would be in the smoothing of them ? 

J^lfieru 1 doubt it. And now it Is my turn to ask a question: 
dught 1 to'be satisfied if a rdad-maker fills the road with mud, 
then mends it up with thorns and brushwood, and ultimately sets up 
a turnpike at the end of it, and swings the gate in my face unless 
I pay him to let me pass through ? Wc must not always think 
of what will make us most hapjfy : wc must excite the best 
energies of men, and control the worst. I have no pleasure in 
spurring or whipping my horse ; yet my horse must occasionally 
be whipped and spurred, 

Metastasio. les, Signor Conte; but men are our fellow- 
creatures. 

Alfieri. Not mine yet: I will do my best to make them so. 

Metastasio. Religion alone can effect it; and I am afraid 
that the Anglican, although much sterner than the Roman 
Catholic, and consequently nioic congenial with your nature, has 
failed in its few attractions. Well, Signor Conte, wc all have our 
opinions; some shut up in the closet, and some lying on the 
dressing-table. Mine I keep to myself, as I received them in 
baptism; and I am informed by my superiors ^hat no discussion 
of them is profitable or pardonable. 

A fieri. There are no better judges of pardons and profits. If 
men do not know their own children, who upon earth shall point 
them out ? 

Metastasio. When a boon is bestowed on me, 1 ask no 
questions. 

Alfieri, Before I accept one, 1 inquire whether it came fairly 
and honestly into the donor’s hands ; and it is not of the donor I 
ask the question. 

Metastasio, The turbulence of France, now chingcrous to the 
world, arise^from irreligion. 

Afieri, And irreligion from false religion. Men arc patient 
in the process of a cheat, impatient in the discovery ; fools are 
refractory when they find themfjelves befooled ; tliey shy at the 
first sparkle on the roadside, and swerve abruptly, and throw the 
rider out of the saddle. 

g Metastasio, Infallibility alone can show us distinctly what 
is false religion. 


V. 


o 
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Aljieri, I think I myst'lf have enough of infallibility for this 
demonstration. A harlot goes parading the streets at nightfall; 
invites you blandly to her embraces; shows you her house, in 
which every chamber has lighted lamps: if you enter, she makes 
you drunk and picks your pocket; if you refuse, she has a brawny 
bully in readiness, who knocks you down and drags you through 
the gutter. 

Meiasiash. Ah, Signor Conte ! you have surely brought back 
with you from England some few prejudices. Nobody could ever 
have thought that your Excellency wouM become so strenuous a 
stickler for those vulg.ir men who call themselves Methodists. 

Aljivru I care little about them personally, and would have 
willingly dropped the convi:rsation lelating to them. Surely, if any 
man is impartial in regard to creeds, I am. I have no son to be 
educated for the Church. But 1 should gladly have taken a walk 
with you in those fields where thousands were assembled around 
the Methodist preacher. His enthusiasm warmed my heart; his 
eye lighted mine, from afar. 

Mdastasio, It rejoict's me to hear that the stray sheep are 
entering the fold again. 

Alfieri, May it be so ! The aj)o.stles were pure and upright 
men ; but they were more quarreisome and less discreet than 

Metastasio. Oh, fie! 

Aljieru I did not venture to say so, although I have their 
own words in confirmation of the fact. However, they who 
were ready to laydown theii Jives for their consciences are worthy 
of veneration : not so the iiTi})ostors who assume their name and 
countei'feit their signature; who, instead of obeying the constituted 
laws, seize them into their own hands, and threaten with degrada¬ 
tion the rulers of the j»eo])le. Until thevse audacious upstarts, 
these revellers and riotejs, arc collared, stripped of thbir mask and 
domino, and compelled to gain their bread honestly, revolutions 
will never cease. 

Metastasio, Turbulence, if not revolution, must surely be the 
result of multitudinous and excited meetings. 

Alfieri, Bees are the most turbulent while they are bringing 
honey to tlieir cells. England seethes pcrj)etiialJy, but never boils, 
over. In the neighborhood of Bristol, and throughout the county 
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o( Cornwall, thousand^ and hundreds of thousands have been 
brought into sobriety from habitual drunkenness by the persuasion 
of one unbeneficed clergyman. 

Metastaiio, Unless he preached tlie orthodox, he preached in 
vain. 

Alfieri, Seeing he did not jMc.ich in vain, but to a good pur¬ 
pose, I presume he did preach the orthodox. 

Metastasio. His hearers, Conte Alfici-i, will soon grow weary 
and want support. 

Alfieri. Probably enough. Knowing the convexity as well 
as the concavity of the world, I cannot be ignorant lli.il men are 
liable to slijj down it. Be comforted : the old shepherd will 
come back to t hem before a century is over. He has vigilant dogs, 
and powerful ones, sonw* broken in for leading a sheep by the car, 
and others for di'agging it by-the throat. Men are gradually tired 
of being good ; every one hates to bt* told how much better was 
his father. Tiie fragments of rhe cross will be venerated ; but 
the most saintly would be horrified at the miracle which should 
recompose it and set it up again. 

Metastasio. Alas ! we are weak mortals. 

Alfieri. And knaves and liars, too. If we have no oppor¬ 
tunity of lying to another, we lie to ourselves; for lie wc must. 
Detection is easy, but unsafe. 

Metastasio. Trust in God. 

Alfieri. In wliich ? One says, The kingdom of God is not of 
this tvorld; another says, It is, and the cro'tvn is mine. Let us 
hope that the afterpiece will be'better than the serio-comic drama. 
The performers have been hissed off the stage, deservedly. The 
boards are loose, the scenery faded ; but the manager will engage 
his company for next season, and the leader of the orchestra will 
wave his fiddlestick as authoritatively as ever. Be of good cheer, 
Abbate! * 

Metastasio. I am somewhat slow in the apprehension of allu¬ 
sions ; but as your Excellency now refers to that branch of litera¬ 
ture on whicli I have Jong been exercising my poor abilities, let 
me profit by your judgment, and, as far as you may"'deem me 
worthy, bi» made cognizant of your projects ; I mean in regard to 
the Order of Idler ary Merit you are about to institute. 1 am 
afraid our Italian band of poets is neither so brilliant nor so 
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numerous as you could wish. Casti is at the head of them. 
Philosophers and jurists are to be found both in the Neapolitan, 
territory and in the Milanese ; nor are wo so deficient in historians. 

jlljieri. I would admit the artists in sculpture and paint¬ 
ing, for these are literary men in a universal language. 

Metastasio. Have we any now living ? 

AIJieri. Painter, none; but you who know Rome must 
know Caiiova. I have been favored by liim with a sight of his 
designs. I know his Hebe, a graceful Itolian girl ; his Venus is 
F*cnch, an inmate of the Palnce Royal its vicinity. From the 
same quarter is a well-grown dancing woman, with her knuckles 
stuck against her hips, and her elbows at equal distances on each 
side, protruding shaqjly, in the form of a knotting-needle. But 
there is a design for a lion so grand as would nuike antiquity 
envious, — such a lion as it is well for Hercules that he did not 
nic*et with at Nemica : there would have been no Nemaean Games 
if he had. 

Metastasio. Ah, Signor Conte ! you praise as earnestly as 
you condemn. 

Alfieri. 1 wish I could as often. Flowever, I have not 
done yet. Beside my friend Canova, theie are two foreigners of 
great promise, — one a Dane, the oiIut an J',ngliphman.‘* If they 
should ever work in marble as ably as they design, they will get 
poisoned. I have seen no drawings, not even RaphaeFs, more 
pure and intellectual than theirs. 1 suspect tlieir native countries 
will never be competent to form a just estimate' of their merit. 
We may say of each, utiriam nosier esses. 

Metastasio. The gentleman who acts as usher to the Coun¬ 
tess wa.s pointed out to me as tlie eminent ])ortraitist who seems 
to have been ambitious and successful in regai'd to Iioth. He has 
done justice to your lixcellency. 

Aljleri. And my lixcellency will do justice tfJ him. No 
buck-goat, no gang of bucU-goats, driven through ^Calabria in the 
month of August, ever exhaled to such a distiince so virulent an 
odor. We ,know that painters use Egyptian mummies in their 
colors: he seems to have fallen on some in the condiment of 
which there is but little of myrrh and spikenard. I-detest the 
French. 


L* Thoj-waldsen and Gibson.] 
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Metastasio. Nothing more evident. The aminble Countess 
seems to harbor no such hostility: too gentle and generous for 
antipathies— 

Alfieri. I recommended to her this Fabre. 

Metastasio. Evidently, she feels the value of the recom¬ 
mendation. My visit, I fear, is too prolonged and grows tedious. 

Alfieri. My dear Signor Abbate, what can possibly induce 
you to think it ? Absence, as we call it, is among my failings. 
When I am alone I often speak aloud, —• a habit which perhaps 
I contracted in framing the parts of my tragedies. Tell me 
honestly if any words escaped me ; for I am quite unobnscious of 
having uttered a single one. Now tell me; do, pray. 

Metastasio. None was uttered; a few broke through the 
closed barriers of the teeth. l.)oubtlcss, they will find their 
proper place in the drama you are medifciting. The thought is 
delicate. 

Alfieri. Do not let me lose it then. 

Metastasio. It was this, with a sigh and a sneer. Her heart is 
too large for one occupant. 

Alfieri. Diavolo! 

Metastasio. The character showed at one iHash the indignant 
and the derisory. 

Alfieri. We are all, more or less, somnambulists. Let us 
come upon our own ground again while our eyes are open and 
awake. 

Metastasio. The Literary Order? 

Alfieri. What think you of its practicability and success ? 

Metastasio. There is danger that the bench will be overturned 
by the scramble to reach the first scat. Every nation will rush 
forward with its own pretences. Latterly, the Germans liave 
liigh claims^iipon us. 

Alfieri. In Germany the clouds of mysticism and of meta¬ 
physics are conflicting. The fire of poetry will never issue from 
the collision ; fume, vapor, and rattle may. Abbate, you and 1 
must not leave on the roadside tlie heroes of antiquity. T..et 
mafkeunen in shaggy waistcoats and shining buttons, with potatoes 
and turnips in their cai ts, pass them by xrreverendy: we remember 
them in their better days, and never will disdain to stop before 
them and to converse with them. 
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Metastam, The great English dramatist has brought together 
ail ages and all nations. 

jflfieri. He used the fragments of an old world in a new 
creation, and placed his own sun and stars above it. 

Metastasio, Descending a little, do wc not find Theseus a 
knight-errant, and Othello a negro ? 

Jllfieru Theseus was a knight-cmint in fact. If Shakspeare 
repH'sented Othello as black, he was led into his error by the 
compound English word hlackam'oor. He thouglit that the 
Moors, being Afi icans, must be black; whereas the MoorisJi 
gentleman (and gentlemen the Moors were, su])er!ativcly) is of 
the same complexion as the Andalusian and VaJencian. In like 
manner, Queen Cleopatra is turned into a gypsy, because she 
reigned in Egypt; yet probribly there arc few ladies in the room 
over our heads fairer than the lady of Macedonian descent and 
jiurc blood. Macedonians were highlanders } none dark, even of 
jJic men. Cleopatra, be sure, took care that her face should not 
be tanned. I doubt whether it ever was more exposed to the 
open air than when it was under the awning that Nymphs and 
Cupids held over her, casting a purple light on the Cydnus, 

Metastasio. Shakspeare seems to have tak<‘n the character of 
Cleopatra in part from that boisterous termagant who resided at 
Windsor CuvStle, and in part from the vagrants in its forest. I 
doubt whether in any he was so wide of the mark. There is no 
truth, imaginary or real or conventional, no discrimination, no 
interest, in any personage of that tlrama. Elizabeth herself 
would never have kicked Iut lords in wait'm^y or have dragged 
them by the hair about the room. Even (*eorg(’ the Hanoverian 
would have but thrown his wig at them. Acknowledge that 
the French have at least the merit of avoiding such irregularities. 

jllfitri. The Fj-ench again ! I thought we had thrown them 
overboard. I hate them for many things, and above*the rest for 
making me a hater. 

Metastasio. Thv' malady is a grievous one ; yet it is not quite 
incurable. Naturalists have tiuglit us that the soil and climate 
in which are the worst poisons, animal and vegetable, bear also 
the plants that neutralize or assuage them. If I hated the F*^nbh 
nation (God forbid that I should hate any!) I would run to 
Montaigne, to La Fontaine, to Molit^re; might not Montesquieu 
ransom the rest of his countiymen from you r' 
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Aljieru He thought as profoundly as Miichinvclli,—more 
generously, more grandly,—and wrote perhaps as well. To 
sit in the quiet study of these men, is there any who would not 
willingly escape from the boys and adults playing at hide-and-seeL 
in the grove of Academos, and pelting one another with handfuls 
of leaves and litter ? 

Metastasio, The style of both, as well as T can judge, is 
different from yours, although Machiavelli’s comes nearest. 

Alfieti, Wc do not want for common use what the ancients 
called eloquence : non from pcrcussa^ non femur. To constitute 
a great writer, the qualities are adequate ex})ression of just senti¬ 
ments, plainness without viilgarity, elevation without pomp, sedate¬ 
ness without austerity, alertness without impetuosity; thoughts 
oliVred not abruptly, nor ungraciously, nor forced into us, nor 
stamped upon us: they must leave room for others to bring 
forward theirs, and help in suggesting them. Vigoious that 
appears to ordinary minds which attracts the vulgar by its cuit- 
ness and violence ; but coarse textures are not always the strongest, 
nor is the loudest voice always the most commanding. 

Metastasio, Novels arc the chief literature ot the present 
age. ' 

yllfieri. 1 do not regiet it: they are the least tiresome kind 
of epic. They make us acquainted with many families which 
interest us ; they bring neighbors to us who do not require us to 
return the visit, and who go away usually at a stated hour. 

Miiastasio, The English have lost many great novelists 
within a few years: Smollet, rich in broad humor; Sterne, ex¬ 
celling in purity of style, geniality, and pathos; Fielding, an easy 
gentleman in all society, requiring no affectation, and never as¬ 
serting his .sujreriority. Looking at such prominent anti pliant 
muscles, the foremost, most self-confident, and most popular would 
decline a contest. 

Alfieri. 1 would rather have lived a lifetime with him tlian 
have spent an evening with either of the others. You liavc 
not mentioned Richardson, author of Grandison and Clarissa, 
But I fear 1 have to apologize for interrupting you in your 
enumeration. Grandison might teach even Englishmen fine 
manners, and Clarissa might draw tears from them. But they 
think it manly to be rude, and womanly to be sensitive. 
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Metastasio. Italy will iiave her two great poets in her 
Roman afterbirth; England has had her two. The delightful are 
not always the great, else Ariosto and I’asso would be in the 
number. 

Aljieru True : neither of them is grand. Reduce the Iliad 
and Odyssea into prose, and they yet retain their indomitable vigor ; 
but cut away the rhyme from Tasso and Ariosto, and the succu¬ 
lent plant bleeds and shrivelti. The volatile salt evaporates from 
the porcelain vase; and the roses, ch'8j»ite of the drugs kneaded 
into them, collapse. 

Metastasio. The chalky cliffs of Albion contain but little 
moisture, and show none. 

Aljieri. It is easier to get twenty oaths and curses from an 
Englishman than one tear ; but there are hoi sju-ings at the centre 
of his heart which bring forth perpetual fertility. He puts un- 
hapjjiness down despotically, and will labor at doing good if you 
absttiin from looking at him while he does it. Another English 
writer of novel or romance you might liuve mentioned ; but I 
think you sjjoke only of those who are deceased. Hoi ace Walpole, 
son of a prime minister in the last reign, has written a romance, 
The Castle oj Otrauta^ dXiA a disquisition on Richard tlie Third, 
entitled Historical Doubts. 1 knew him slightly. He was called 
finical by the English, which means over-delicate. Whatever 
were his manners and pursuits, and Itowever much he had lived in 
French society, he studiously avoidetl tht* lean larding of their 
language. The reddle, which no Italian lady uses, but with 
which both the English and French besmear their faces, tliey both 
alike call rou^e. Walpole, 1 observe, calls it red. Generally to 
what is indelicate, and what it is desirable to conceal, the English, 
without any maliciousness in this particular, give the French name. 

Metastasio. False delicacy is real indelicacy. Half-educated 
men employ the most frequently circumlocutions and ffaibiguities. 
The plain vulgar are noi the most vulgar. If there are any words 
which ouglit to be out of use, what they designate ougljt to be 
out of sight. A French duchess would not hesitate about an 
expression which the daughter of a convict in America might re- 
preiiend. Talking of French duchesses, a story now recurs to 
me of a very beautiful and virtuous one, and it related also to a 
personage of a still liigher rank, celebrated for courtly manners. 
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Alfieri, Let me hear it; for truly I know little of that higher 
rank. 

Metastasio, I heard it whispered at court (and every court is 
a whispering gallery) that His Royal Jiighness, the Prince of 
Wales, ventured on such discourse with the Duchess de Pienne, 
that she replied, “ Sir ! it is princes like you nvho make demoerats.^^ 

Alfieri. The story is true ; I myself heard it from her inti¬ 
mate and inseparable friend, the Duchess de Saux. He could act 
the polite man, but never without exaggeration : all was puffy and 
bloated in him, mind and body. For a time he was under the 
tuition of an actor; 1 do not mean a clerical, but a scenic one. 

Metastasio. Your r^xccllemy must have known him per¬ 
sonally. 

Alfieri. Not at all; I neithei drink nor game. Sometimes 
I have met him in iiyde Park. My horses on ^such occa.sions 
always pranced ancl reared unmanageably, and galloped off-. Once 
I was invited to Carlton House ; but quinsy, at my prayer, came 
to my aid, and held me in my bed until the air of Bath relieved 
m(‘. He was gross no less to ladies than to niim, jimong whom 
there was none of sufficient spint to* inflict due chastisement. A 
true gentlemen would r.jther shed iiis last blood tlian bring any, 
hot with j)ainful bJuiiJjcs, into the cheek of a virtuous woman. 
Well, we liaveoccupied too much ol our time about this elder- 
down bandaged bolster. Lei us revert to men who will be holden 
in honour when he (if he is fortuniiie) will be forgotten. 1 doubt 
whcthei you quite approve of forming the Society I suggest. 

Metastasio. Indeed, on the contrary, 1 should be liappy to sec 
it formed : 1 fear the dilTiculties. 

Alfieri. What arc they i 

Metastasio. Flame attracts flame; but not always in love, 
nor often in literature. The Society will not be so numerous 
as that of tlfb Forty in France, although the whole of liurope 
is open to It, and altliougb the arts and sciences take their 
appointed seats. The band, however small, will contain its 
mutineers. Nation will not fight against nation with so much 
rancor and pertinacity as a part against another part of the 
same. Jealousies are not created at a distance: the h'rcnch 
self-sufficient; they will hold together contentedly; st) 
nuiy the Italians: but the Germans will rush into our literary 
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domain as they have into our territorial; the Englisii will join 
them against us. More of these arc familiar witli German than 
with Italian, and value that literature highcj-; for their estimation 
of authors is usually in proportion to the difficulty they Itave 
experienced in acquiring the langiu ige. 

Alfieri. True : we arc aj)t to value many things for what they 
have cost us, before wc take the trouble of calculating their 
intrinsic worth. I have seen a young lady in England, and she 
was not very young either, who preferred the •S’orrowj of Werther 
to the Vicar of IVohefiehl, 

MciasUuio, Pcrha])S your projected Society might produce 
the good effect of diverting men’s minds in Italy from the arena 
of politics now siitnrated with Mood in France. If they con¬ 
tinue to cut off heads by tht' sackful, their forests will be 
insuJiicient for the su])])ly of sawdust to absorb all that is 
streaming from the scaffold. 

AlfierL Abbate, 1 enter into your feelings, and walk in 

gloom among tliem. 

Metastasio. Unjustly have your enemies called you ferocious 
and sanguinary. 

Alfieri, No man is less so. Were I dictator or tribune, 1 
would only give orders to lift up certain robts stiff'with gold, and 
to inliict a few lashes, teh or a' dozen, on wluil is too adipose for 
bloodshed. I know the value of able-bodied men, and the 
service I might render to their health by apportioning to them 
moderate work on ilie high-road. My native country, Pied- 
njonc, feeds more of such idlers than any other of the same 
dimensions: I would be the dancing-mavStcr of thevse dervishes. 
If we should over have a prince of vigorous mind, he will be 
conscious of his power, and learn the cliaracter of his people. 
They are as liardy as tltc Switzers, and more active. No 
modern nation, not even Sweden, has sent into tile field more 
scientific generals or braver soldiers. She has produced a 
Eugene: she may produce a Cromwell, or even a Washington. 
God grant it ,! I’hc very idea at a distitnee makes me pray. 

Melnstasio. I Iio[)e you often do, Signor Conte. 

Alfieri. Thanksgiving is more devotional. How cxnltingly 
will I spring up for those matins! 

Melastaiw, Methinks 1 hear the company descending 
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stairs, and carriages rolling by. It is time I should make my 
bow to the Countess, and take leave. Gladly would I have 
spent a few more diiys in Florence. To-morrow is scarcely left 
for my visit to Santa Croce, 

Alfieri. Do not stand too long before the monument of 
Galileo : remember, The earth moves. 

Metastasio. I may venture to express to you my belief in 
this fact. 

Alfieru What! in defiance of Infallibility ? 

Metastasio. Infallibility sometimes winks, although she never 
slumbers. After Galili;o, in due oriler, stand Buonai-otti and 
Machiavelli.. The next generation (may it be the oldest of it!) 
will contemplate in the same cliurch the noble filatures of Vittorio 
Alfieri. 

Alfieri. Ratlicr would T rest among my ancestors at Asti; 
but only when Piedmont is free. Neither in your time nor in 
mine can this liappiness be expected. The French will render 
the name of freedom a mockery, evoking a phantom to frighten 
the prostrate earth. But the eartfi is heaving, and will not cease 
to heave. Italy, the most civilized, the most humane, the most 
inventive and cntlmsiastic, is not destined by Providence to be 
much longer subservient to Gaul or German. The bloom is 
upon the fruit while grubs are in the kernel, grubs generated and 
matured within tlic tree. Surely an end will lx“ put to this befom 
long. Have the laborious lived for the-idle ? Were valiant 
hearts intended for notliing but the pavement of processions ? 
Some there are left unfallcn. 

Metastasio. I hope and trust you may sec days more 
cheerful. 

Alfieri. No, I shall never s<?e the consummation of my soul’s 
desire- My life is closing. Private griefs (Oh, shame ! shamir!) 
press upon aiTd overlay public with me. When you come again 
to Florence, ask the verger on which side of Santa Croce lie the' 
remains of Vittorio Alfieri.* 

* Metastasio died a few years butore the FrencJi Revolution. 
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XXVII. MACHIAVELLI AND GUICCIAilDINI.i 

Guicciardini. It gru‘vcs me, Ser Niccolo, to learn by your 
letter that Fortune has been ungrateful and unjust to you. Hard 
is it that a statesman who hath served his country conscientiously 
and ably should be reduced so nearly to poverty. 

Marhiavelli. The hardship, my compassionate friend, lies 
chiefly in the necessity of entreating as a favor what I believe to 
be my due. Having served our Florence faithfully, I claim only 
a small remuneration from the Medici. 

Guicciardini. Gratitude is not in the vocabulary of prince?, 
and republics insist on every man’s services, deeming him suffi¬ 
ciently paid for them by a place, however subordinate, in the 
government. You are become out of favour by writing what 
appears to be satirical in your Principe. Can you deny to me, 
who am your tnisty and hearty fiiend, that, in this wise and pro¬ 
found work, you m.'ikc it appear how such high functionaries, 
in order to acquire and retain their power, must act occasionally 
with violence and dishonesty. 

MachiaveUi. Is it not true ? 

Guicciardini, And, by being true, is it not the more dan¬ 
gerous to him who utters and promulgates it, ? 

MarhiawUi. I desired to show my countrymen what they 
must expect if they prefer an absolute prince to a free rejmblic. 

Guicciardini. All desires out of the domestic circle lead 
to disappointment; most of them, to grief. Are we less tranquil 
than under the late regimen ? 

[* 'Fho opinions attrilnited to the two characters in this dialogue can¬ 
not for the most part be traced in their writings, 'riie conversation must 
he supposed to liavi* taken place- alter the rctnrn of the Modici to 
Florence in 1513, which event excluded Machiavelli for a tfhne from public 
employment, and shortly before ijZ$, in which year the invasion of Italy 
by the Germans brought him again into public life in the service of 
the Medici. It would appear that it was the publication of “The Art 
of War” which first atli acted towards him the favorable notice of Pope 
Clement. Guicciardini was at the time high in favour, and MachiaveUi 
and he bore the chiei jjart in the attempt to organise a res^lstimce to 
the invasion of the Germans. The allusions to the Spanish Armada and 
the wars in the Netherlands are anachronisms. See Villari’s Machiavellif 
Vols. iii.. iv. (Athenaeum. Oct. 12, i86i. Works, v., 1876.)] 
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Maehiavelli. The sleepei’ is more tranquil than the widc- 
axV'ake, and the dead even than he. 

Guicciardini. It is somewhat for the generous, patriotic, 
and energetic to have escaped persecution. After your comment¬ 
ary on Livy, I feared you might, notwithstanding .ilj youi caution 
and prudence,’take up Tacitus. '^J''hcn might you, peradventure, 
have been accused of personalities : licmiock and hclleboi-e and 
other simples, sedatives prescribed for the unruly, ai‘c to be 
gathered in Tuscany. 

MachiavelH. Dante Alighieri, the glory of our country, 
dared openly to avow himself an innovator and reformer. He 
would have called in the Em])cror of Germany to rule the whole 
of Italy. 

Guicciardini. Were it practicable, it might have been well 
for us. The vilest and most ineradicable of vermin is that which 
generates in the skin : we can sweep away the outlying. 

Machictvelli. No people can flourish where any man sets 
at defiance the magistrates and the laws. An appeal out of them 
is treason, and punivshment should be summary and prompt. 
Beside a conclave of [)rinces set over us by a priest, we, at 
present, lie ground between an upper and a nether millstone. 
Germany and Fiance crush us into powder, and leave nothing 
but the husks. Better is it to be subject to the Em})eror of Ger¬ 
many than to the King of France. For the Cierman powers 
would encourage our connneice, through interest; the Fretu'h, 
through jealousy, would repress it. 

Guicciardini. It was impossible for the Emperor of Ger¬ 
many to become sovereign of Italy, as Alighieri wished and 
ventured to jjropose, unless by abolishing the temporal power of 
the Pope. 

MachiavelH. Republican as I am, I would willingly sec al! 
Italy under ofie constitutional hereditary prince. At prestmt, we 
have no choice between the bear and the wolf. The bear hugs 
to suffocation, breaks a few ribs, then, tearing out a mouthful, lies 
down ; the wolf springs at the throat, strangles the animal, tears 
the heart out, and laps up the last drop of blood. Neitlier you 
nor I can speculate far into the future. Yet we both of us can 
clearly what is about us and nigh. The French arc incapable 
of freedom, and will never let otliers enjoy it. The Germans 
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have as much liberty as they want or know what to do with. 
They arc a moral people, and sigh after tlie purity of religion. 
It appears to be an axiom with princes, that the more corruptions • 
there are in it, the more easily are nien governed. But, under a 
good government, a religion will gradually become good, and 
revolutions will be unnecessary. I do not believe that, during our 
lifetime, there will he any in this country. Yet who could have 
foreseen the prodigious one wliicli has been lately almost accom¬ 
plished in the Netherlands ? There are now living many men, 
and not extremely old, who remember Spain the most j>owerful 
and the most prosperous of kingdoms. What is she now become ? 
England emshed her armada, and left her scarcely enough of its 
timbers for an aulu-da-fL Nearer to ourselves than the scene 
where Spain sank, never to rise again, the Hollanders arc cooking 
tlicir fish to-day over tlic splinters they have broken off from the 
old fishcTinan’s chair, while the banners of Castile and Leon 
dioop in ignominy over the Knights of the Garter. 

Now to the matter of union and consolidation. 

England could unite to !ier discordant kingdoms and divers 
races, speaking different languages. Is it, indeed, going too far 
in speculation that the provinces of Italy, both on the Peninsula 
and on tlic Adriatic, living in harmony and speaking in the same 
mother tongue, may become united ? 

Gniniardinu On such a consummation you, a republican, 
hardly can dream. 

MtichiavcUi. I do dream of it, and when 1 am most 
awake. My republicanism is for my country, not for my city, 
Florence was my ctadle, Florence taught me my letters; but 
there were masters who made me hold u}) my head, and walk with 
them beyond the gates. 

Guicciardini. The nurse had well nigh shaken thee out of 
the cradle, and the masters have Ijrought thee among thorns. We 
all have our projects, and generally on things farthest from our 
reach. The most .iccredited of philosopheis often tread upon 
unsound ground. Never was a scheme less practicable' than 
Plato’s Republic, redundant with whims and pureilitics. Did no 
obstruction lie in your path on your load to the consolidation of 
Italy ? Did never the two rival cities, Genoa and Venice, ri^ 
up before you ? Both of them arc opulent and powerful: both 
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would be more opulent and more powerful by going hand in 
liand. 

But Veaicc, whose nobility is higlicr than any other in liurope, 
would never take the ring off her linger. She is queen of the 
Adriatic, and arbitress of the I^evant. Remembering that she 
hath often set at defiance both Emperor and Pope, she would not 
receive any sovereign, and most unwillingly one from across the 
Alps. 

Machiave/IL Never was any government so politic rus hers 
hath continued to be from century to century ; never any people 
80 long contented. In other countries, the nobles are the worst 
of slaves, because they adulate the worst of masters. Flattery in 
Venice is no less exuberant; but the victorious admiral or the 
cherished maiden are the flattered. Ariosto breathes his s])irit 
into the gondolier, by day and by night, and music swells above 
the ripple of the lagoon. 

Guicciardini. Scr Niccolo, you are growing quite poetical. 

Machiavillu Venice herself is poetry, and creates a poet 
out of the dullest clay. Woe betide the wrctcJi who desecrates 
and humiliates her! She may fall; but she vshal! rise again. 

Guiccardini. Our hopes at the jiresent time must rest 
contentedly. It was impossible for the Emperor of Germany to 
become sole sovereign of Italy, as Alighieri wished, abolishing 
the temporal power of the Pope. France and Spain irc interested 
in mainUuning it; tliat is, they arc playing jis partners, sitting on 
opposite sides of the table. If Italy is ever to be under one 
potentate, the only one eligible is the Duke of Savoy, he being 
already her guardian. Care, however, must be taken that his 
&mily never intermarry with the stranger. Wc have families in 
our own country more illustrious by exploits and wisdom tlianthe 
Bourbons or the Hapsburgs; :ind if antiquity, as it seems to be, 
is considored'^a title to reverence, we have fifty more ancient. 
With other nations, if ours were united, we should require no 
alliances. They would only involve us in difficulties and wars. 

Freedom of traffic is advantageous to all. When the seas are 
open, man’s eyes will open. We want little from abroad, and we 
' shall want less. Our. wines are richer than those of Spain, which 
usually taste of the pigskin or goatskin ; and the best of the rench 
We their odor and flavor to the root of that lily which grows 
profusely in the crevices and on the summits of our city-walls. 
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These roots we never use btft for perfumery, and export them in 
quantities from I-ivorno. The wool of Taranto, celebrated by 
Virgil in his Geor^ksy is less deteriorated than every Thing else in 
the Neapolitan territory- We might clothe our wealthier neigh¬ 
bors witli it, as we do with our silks and velvets. Manuficturers 
of linen and lace would easily be temjvted from the Netherlands. 
Sicily and Sardinia could produce not only a profusion of flax, 
but also of cotton. The island of Sardinia is scarcely a quaiter 
peopled. Horace celebrates it segates feraccs.” There is in it 
a more extensive and a more iertile plain than perluips in any 
other island. 

MachiaveUi. Nothing can Ik: hoped for where priests and 
monks swarm in all seasons. Other grubs and insects die down ; 
these never do. Even locusts, after they have consumed the grain 
and herbage, take flight or are swept away, and leave no living 
progeny on the ground behind them. The vermin between skin 
and flesh are ineradicable. 

Gukctardltii. What can we do witli the religious ? 

Meuhuiwlli. Teach them religion. Teach them to earn by 
labor the bread they eat. Some confraternities work already ; 
make all to. 

Gukeiardini, Remember, there are aged and inlirm in monas¬ 
teries: to depii\e them of a decent and comfortable subsistence, 
as wa.s done in England, would be inhumane, not to them only, 
but also to the poor wretches who lived by them. 

MachhivcUi. It would be j but such a case might be obviated, 
by stationing tliem in their native towns and villages where friends 
are living. The less afflicted may visit the sick and instruct the 
children : few of them can do more, or are willing to do so 
much. The bishops, out of their vast revenues, ought to supply 
whatever may yet be needful. 

Gukeiardini. Perhaps you would curtail their revenues and 
their number. 

McebiameUi. Jesus Christ ordained twelve to preach His gospel 
to all nations. Surely twice the number is sufficient for Italy. I 
would allow a spacious house and garden to each, and 2000 
crowns * annually from the public treasury. Sardinia and wild 
Corsica might also have each of them four prelates. 

* 2000 crowns at that time were equal to 5000 now. The French 
bishops have about £700, with houses in their cities, nut palaces. 
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Guicciardini. Sardinia in another century could be what she 
was under the old Romans. 

Macchia'oelli. Religion in their time was no cinderer of labor, 
no encourager of idleness, no mendicant in purple and fine linen 
and a jewelled bonnet three stories high. 

Another generation will sec better things ; another, but not the 
next. 

' Guicciardini. After the Purgatorio^ we arrive at the Paradiso / 
Vision ! vision ! 

MacchiavelU. Holy visions arc at last accomplished. 


XXVIII. MILTQN AND MARVEL.i 

Marvel. Years have passed over our heads, friemd Milton, 
since the first conversation we held together on the subject of 
poetry. It was mainly, 1 think, if not entirely on the dramatic. 
We will now exchange a few words, and more than a few if you 
are willing, on the other kinds of it. The desire was excited in 
me by your present of Paradise Regained, which 1 thanked you 
for by letter as soon as I had read it through; and I now, in 
person, thank you for it again. 

Milton. Parents are usually the most fond of their last off¬ 
spring, especially if the fruit of their declining years: I was of 
mine; I now hesitate. 

Marvel. Be contented : you have fairly got the better of the 
Devil. There is little in either of your poems that the reader 
would wish out. This cannot be said of the great Italian. 

I 

Milton’s tfcape at the Restoration if» certainly a mystery. Andrew 
Marvel had a considerable share in saving his friend- I have not been 
able to find any authority for the story told by Landor, and it is n<it a 
likely one. Theie is a story that Milton had saved Davenant’s life during 
the protectorate, and that Marvel succeeded by Davenant’s help in kt;ep- 
ing Milton’s name out of the presciibcd list. Clarendon cannot have 
been unfriendly; a word from him would have sealed Milton’s fate. See 
Masson Life of Milton,” vi., 184. There is a curious passage in which 
Landor speaks of Milton as reading Chaucer, despite his blindness. 
(Atheneum, May 18, i86z. Works, v.-, 1876.)] 


V. 
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Nearly all the characters in the Inferno and Purgatorio are wretches 
who excite no sympathy, and forward no action. Marking, page 
after page, the good, bad, and indifferent, I find scarcely a fifth 
part noted for reading a second time. This is not the case in the 
Ihadj the JEnetd, the Paradise Lost. 

Milton. The great poet of Italy—for great he was by inten¬ 
sity of thought and comjjrehension—constructed a h^l and a 
purgatory for the accommodation of popes, prelates, and other 
dignitaries. Daiing as he was, he was afraid of nearer fires than 
those below; hence a compendious .satire he entitled a divine 
comedy. Never was there so spacious a theatre with so many 
actors. 

Marvel. Faith ! it is a comedy in which the actors find no 
joke. 

Milton. Alighieri wanted llexihility of muscle, and wore 
an iron mask; yet how warm are the tears wltich the lover of 
Beatrice shed over Francesca da Rimini, and over the children of 
Ugolino! 1 would rather have written two such scenes than 
twenty such poems as the Faerie Queen. 

Marvel. Allegory grows tire.sonie: nevertheless, you have 
found, as I have heard you .say, much to jilease you in Spenser. 
The heart, 1 confcs.s it, is never touched by him; and he does 
not excite even a light emotion. 

Milton. He leads us into no walks of Nature. A poet must, 
do that, or forfeit his right to a seat in the upper-house. 

Marvel. Grave as you are, and ever were, you have ex¬ 
pressed to me your delight in the Canterbury TaleSf and in 
him— 


“ Who left untold 
The .story of Cambuscan bold ” 

Milton. Frequently do I read the Canterbury ^'ales^ and with 
pleasure undiminished.* They are full of character and of life^ 
You would hardly expect in so early a stage of our language 

* A Barhelor of Art.'s, a Mr Pycioft, without any authority, classes 
W. S. I.andor with Byron and Wordsworth, as holding Chaucer cheap. 
Let this CuHvenuiten indicate the contrary. There is one art—^namely, 
the ars ftoaita —in which the Bachelor Is unlikely to take his Master's 
degree. 
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Such harmony as comes occasionally on the ear: it ceases with 
the verse; but we are grateful for it, shortly as it stays with us. 

MarveL Ha])pily, you are now at leisure for a ramble in the 
open field of poetry, and to catch die Muses— 

“ Dancing in the checker’d sbaJt*.’' 

Think what a pleasure it is to have landed at last, after all the 
perils of a tempestuous sea. 

Milton. I would rather be on a tempestuous ocean than on 
a pestilential marsh, knowing that the one will grow calm, and 
that the other will not grow salubrious. 

Andrew! we are sold like shec]), and we must not even bleat. 

Marvel. Wh.it you have done, both in poetry and prose, was 
enough to startle the salesmen. Into your piose an irruption was 
often made by your poetry. 

Milton. This is wrong. We should keep them distinct, 
howevei- impetuous may he the loftier and the stronger. 

Marvel. If you could have done it, we should have lost the 
grandest piece of harmony that ever was uttered from the heart 
of man. 

Milton. Where is that ? 

Marvel. In your dissertation on Prelaty ; it is this ;— 

“ When God commands to take the tiumpet 
And blow a louder and a shrillci blast, 

It rests not in Man’s will what he •ihall do 
Or what he shall forbear." 

Isaiah seems to be 8|)eaking. 

Milton. The only resemblance is that Isaiah spoke also in 
vain. 

The deafest man can hear jjraise, and is slow to think any an 
excess. Friendship may sometimes step a few paces in advance 
. of truth; and Vho would check her ? I had neither will nor 
power to break tlie iniptnious words that you cite, over-ruling my 
prose., 

Marvel. Certainly they arc not like the blcatings you have 
just now complained of. Your voice was never lowered to that 
■ key, my brave Milton. 

Milton, 1 might not have retained what is left to me of it, 
were it not for your intercession. 
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MarwL You ovcr-ratc my services. True, I did go to^^ 
the Lord Chancellor, who knew me by name only, and who,/, 
courteously said, “ Mr Marvel, 1 ‘will see about You kno^ 
what that phrase means, spoken by high ofllcials. He' went 
immediately, with feathci- in hat above his embioidered robes, 
to “see about” the house he is building, which is to over¬ 
top the Somersets and Nmiiiumberlands. Lucky dog, lawyer 
Hyde! 

Neither much disappointed nor at all discomfited, but well- 
knowing that no time was to be lost, I went forthwith to my 
Lord Rochester, who noticed me when he was a stripling. He 
never looked so grave as when he heard me mention the cause 
of my visit. He turned his peruke iialf-round, and said, “ My' 
good Marvel, it is a ttcUish thing,^* Without a moment’s pa|p^» 

I replied, “ i)o you niean the halter, my Lord ? ” The’*i>i^ute 
was again in the first position, with a pleasant smile on each side 
of its exuberant curls. Patting me on the shoulder, he said, 

“ Well, well, Marvel! I do like a hearty friend, even in a 
quondam stickler to the old rebt'i Nol. Hangmanship is not 
a craft I would patronize. But Master John Milton was bitter 
dgainst us. He would even have set fire to the lawn sleeves, 
which I anj in duty bound to reverence. ‘ But when the 
wicked man turncth away,’—you can go on with it; I may 
peradventure be at a fault. 1 hope our giacious King has 
forgotten the sad catastrophe of his father. If he has not, 
he may haply be reminded that Jolin Milton had a hand in' 
it; and then filial affection may, and indeed necessarily musi^ 
lead His Majesty toward the rope-walk. He hath so man|r^'' 
cares of State, and is occupied in them so constantly 
incessantly, that the occurrence in front of Whitehall shall 
have dropj)cd out of his memory. Let us ho])c for the best.” 
My reply was, “ I will hope it, my Lord, frSm your known 
humanity and good temper. If my old friend receives, no 
pardon froni his most gracious sovereign, he will be the only 
blind man that a gracious sovereign ever helped to mount 
gallows.” 

Whereat his lordship broke into a peal of laughter, which 
stopped suddenly, and he said, “Faith and troth! blind! stone 
blind! It would be too bad. Charley must keep the long 
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cap folded up, in readiness for some fellow whose eyes require 
it. You saw ray coach at the door. 1 was j»oing for a private 
audience. I will mention the matter the first thing T do.” He 


did, and you know the result. 

Milton* The Presbyterians are now more unfiiendly to me 
than the Episcopalians arc. 

Marvel* Their tempers are sourer, and they are more exas- 




perated by the ixTsccutions they are suffering. You have become 
and milder. The best apples, rough when they are first 
gathered, grow richer in flavor late. There are zealots who 
complain tliat you are lukewarm. 

Milton, It is belter to be lukewarm than to boil over. My 


opinions in theology iiave undergone a change. What they 
are will be known hereafter; I have written them in Latin, 


and I shall leave them behind me. For I would not anger any 
on this side of the grave. Resentment and controversy cool in 


the churchyard. 

Marvel* There arc temperate men in Italy, and perhaps 
elsewhere, so scandalized at the contests and cruelties of sects. 


that they almost doubt whether the, death of the Emperor Julian 
was not a calamity to the world, and whether wlvit we call 
“paganism” was ever so uncliarit^ible—in other words, so un¬ 
christian —as some exclusive ca*cds. 


Milton, Physicians propose to cure the effect of one poison 
by administering another. Presbyterianism twi^sted back the 
neck of Prelaty, and poured a strong drastic down her throat. 
She kick(xl and screamed, and, when she got on her legs again, 
swore bitterly, and called her servants to kick the intruders down 
stairs. 


Marvel* The old religions, on several {recounts, are better 
than the Later. They are less profuse of foul language, they 
domineer less, •find they cost less; they withdraw none from 
agiiculture or home. Tiie priests exposed no wares for sale, 
and they kept to their own temples and their own houses. I 
am no customer of those cluijuuen whose glass and crockery 
are so brittle as to draw blood if you break it. I side neither 
witii the cropped nor the periwigged. I will never dejil with 
.the dealers in damnation, while I can hear cursing and swearing 
gratis in the st{tblc-yard. 
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Milton. Men’s curses are stored up for them in heaven. 

Marvel, Lucky fellows if tJiey can ijet up there and find any 
thing bett€‘r. May they not catcli their own, tossed back to them, 
waiting below ? 

Milton. Andrew ! in sooth thou art a merry-andrew. Me- 
thinks thou knowest more about the poets than about the 
divines. Curious name! as if the study and profession of 
what relates to divinity nuule the man himself divine, as the 
study and profession of j)liysic entitles one, and justly, to be 
called a physician. 

Marvel. Now then, having had enough of both, 1 am ready 
to be as disputatious as the worst of them. I am about to find 
fault with you on the score t»l jjoetry. 

“ Surgit amari alicjuid quod in ipsis Horibus angit.” 

Milton. After the sweet, I am prepared for the bitter, which 
often happens in life; and it is only children who take the bitter 
first. 

Marvel. Now for it. You were not a very young man 
when you wrote how— 

‘‘ Sweetest S]iaksj>t‘are, Fancy's child, 

Warbled his native wood-notes wild.” 

After acknowledging the prottiness of the verses, I deny the 
propriety of the Jipplicatioii. No poet was ever less a warbler of 
“wood-notes wild.” In bis earliest poems he was elaborate, 
and not exempt from stiif conceits,—the fault of the age, as 
exemjilified by Spenser. 

Milton. In his later, he Uikes wing over the world, beyond 
human sight, but beard above the clouds. 

Marvel. His Muse, to be in the fashion of tJft day, wore a 
starched ruff about her neck. 

You have fringed Jonson’s “learned sock.” I never had 
patience to go through, or, to speak more properly, to undergo^ 
bis tragedies. In coarse comedy he succeeds better^ but' 
comedy ought never to be coarse. Indelicate as was Aris¬ 
tophanes, there was an easy motion and an unaffected grace in 
every step he took. Plautus comes far behind, and Terence 
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not quite up to Plautus. Be not angry with me, if Moli^re is 
iqy delight. 

Milton, He has written since I was a reader; and there 
is nobody in the house who can pronounce French intelligibiy. 
My nephew reads Latin to me; and he reminded me one day 
that Sir Philip Sidney tried his hand at turning our English into 
Latin hexameters. Some of the Germans have done likewise. 

' English and German hexameters sound as a heavy cart sounds 
bouncing over boulders. 

Marvel, We often find in them a foot composed of two 
^ort syllables, instead of a spondee; and a trochee as often, 
which reminds us ol a cripple, one of whose* legs is shorter than 
the other, so that he cannot put it to the ground. 1 doubt 
whether in a hundretl linglish hexameters there are three com¬ 
posed of dactyl and spondee.* 

Milton, 1 know not whether it has ever been observed that 
the final foot of the hexamctei is a trochee. So it is, with only 
two or three exceptions, in Virgil where mans, and another 
monosyllable in another place, end the verse. 

Marvel, Why cannot we be contented with our own measures, 
as established by law and custom ? None in Latin or Greek are 
more harmonious than sever;J of them. 

Milton. Fond as 1 am of Latin, and many ns are the verses 
I have written in it, never was I so rash and inconsiderate as to 
force its metres into our own language,^which is infinitely more 
capable of stops and variations. 

Marvel, Not even the verses of Homer himself have that 
diversity of cadence which enchants us in Paradise Lost, Who 
was the blockhead who invented the word blank for its verse ? 
Never was any one less appropriate. 'I’hc Latin hexameter, 
closing witli a dissyllable or trisyllable, wants the variety of tlie 
Greek, and te^’minates too frequently with consonants ,—anty unt, 

* Ovid was the first wlio subjected a strange language to Latin 
measures; and he acknowledges that he was ashamed of doing it. 

“ Ah puJet ! et Getico scripsi sermone lihellum 
Aptaque siint nostris barbara verba modis.” 

Yet how would the philologist rejoice at the recovery of this little book! 
For a book there was of it, and not only one composition, 'i'he Jesuits, 
clever at Latin versification, have not yet introduced it into China. 
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am, um, or s. To remove this obstruction from the sensitive ear^ 
we have recourse to Homer and Milton. ^ 

Milton. Courtier! courtier! prytlice hold thy tongue. 
Venerate one blind man, and continue to love the other. 


SECOND CONVERSATION.! 

Milton. Happy am 1 to sec you here again, after a travel of 
bO many weeks, and through a countiy where the roads in many 
parts are deep and difficult. 

Marvel. I'ruly, since our late unhappy war they have been 
but little mended, and less before. The armies required a few of 
them to be rendered commodious for c.innon and trains. How 
these were brought so far as to Kineton, and over Edge Hill, is 
wonderful. 

Milton. Yet you went beyond, even to the Upper Severn. 
How was this feat performed ? 

Marvtl. Pondering the difficulties on one side and the 
conveniences on the oilier, I bought a palfrey at Highgate. 
Wink as the dealer might at him and me, I really found him 
fairly worth the eight guineas he cost me. He carried me to 
Oxford by the next nightfall, or soon after. Both of us rose 
and rested early, and neither had to complain of our pro- 
vender. At Oxford, we rested a whole day, it being the 
Sabbath. 

Milton. Virtuously and religiously done! Whetlier men git 
idle and morose foi lack of amusement, or wiiethcr they enjoy 
the day in innocent pleasure among their cliildren and friends, I 
do no longer censure them, as 1 did formerly, ^ 

Marvel. Some Jose their sourness by time, others become 
austere and crabbed. You once appeared too sedate, but never 
uncongenial. 

Milton. I have seen reason to change some of my old habits 
and some of my old opinions. 1 fear I am morose by nature: 
certain 1 am that the waters of Castalia are sweeter than the 

E Atheneum, Aug. i6, i86z. Works, v., 1876.] 
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waters of Styx, and that the study, not of philosophy alone, but 
equally of poetry, corrects our evil humors. Any interestino 
book overlays and blunts asperity. Music, in which I always 
have delighted, both dilms and elevates. 

What are you waiting for so seriously ? 

Marvel, To hear more truths from you. 

Milton, You vshail not, until you have reported to me some¬ 
what more of your journey. As far as Edge Hill you have 
brought me and no farther. Had the battle there been lost to us, 
the castle at Warwick would have suffered like its neighbor of 
Kenilworth; for the valiant Earl was the fast friend of Cromwell. 
Lord Brooke, as you remember, was killed by a shot from 
Lichfield minster, i)y Dick Dyot, at the hall-door of Walter 
Noble in the close. His entrance had been watched, and this 
fatal missive intercepted his return from the representative of the 
city. 

Maroel, Wc could have better spared another brave man. 
Brooke would never have bctrjiyed us. Now, enough for politics, 
usually ending hopelessly, often dishonorably, where the sharper 
keeps the winning card under his ruffle. 

You have endured my company as far us Oxford. Few 
walled cities are less capable of resisting a siege. It is com¬ 
manded by Shotover Hill, and the Chcrweli at a short distance 
.is so narrow, and there arc so nuiny trees on its banks, that it 
might be biidged within sunset and sunrise, unperceived. I am 
certain that orders were given to abstain from bombarding the 
town, lest the colleges might suffer. 

Milton, Cathedrals were also spared, at the urgent instance of 
the Protector, hateful as was their service to tlic people at large. 
Westminster Abbey was under his guardian eye ; and the towers 
of Windsor were left, for their beauty and their innocence in evil 
• days. * 

Mamel, I wish you could have seen with me those of 
Warwick, and the more graceful, though less august, of Kenil¬ 
worth. Their roofs are indeed battered down, and the chambers 
of the whole edifice arc now tenanted by owls and daws. How¬ 
ever, the windows are intact. None are so beautiful as they. 
Had they been inserted in the castle at Warwick, it would be 
unequalled in beauty, as its towers are in magnificence. 
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Milton. Rous and Camden, and lately DugdaJe, have rendered 
that country highly interesting. Yet rather would I see tiie 
chancel at Stratford then even the tower of Babel, had it been 
standing, or even the window of the Ark. Wretches so worth¬ 
less as Dudley could erect the towers of Kenilworth. Who 
cares about him ? Whal human heart hath he ever warmed or 
moved ? Thousands will throb, age after age, at the very sound 
of onr poet*s name. 

I might be glad to see these two castles, if sight were vouchsafed 
me ; but neither of them, or any other, so gladly as Ludlow, 
now (like the more gorgeous of the two) dilapidated. 

Marvel. I can easily believe it of you. It is an inheritance 
which you will bequeath to your country. The stones have 
fallen: but Conius stands above them, a warder wJio will never 
lose his office. 

Milton. We look com])lacently on our earlier handiwork. 
The best sculjjtor might haply be glad to find in a corner some 
fragment of a clay model on which his fingers were employed 
before the knuckles were well knitten. 

1 am not dissatisfied, on the whole, with my Mask of Comus , 
yet there the scholar in his gown stood in the ])oet*s way. 1 repi*e- 
sented a boy talking like a philosophej, when he never could 
have heard even the name. I have often been too scholastic ; 
yet I never brought Adam and Eve into the trim grove of 
Academus. It is almost as difficult to avoid faults in poetry as 
to reach beauties; faults being multitudinous and lying under our 
feet in that qiairtcr, attainable beauties few and overhead. 

Your palfrey did n(A carry you to Ludlow ? 

Marvel. No, t stopped short; yet I saw Sabrina, before 
she had jnit hei yellow cloak on for the fair at Bristow ; 1 saw 
her where she met her brighter spouse Avon, fresh from watering 
the flowers under the chancel at Stratford, l^ighcjided knaves 
have defaced the sacred image it contains. Who knows but in 
another age they may violate the tomb, feark:ss of the recorded 
curse denouncing such a sacrilege. 

Milton. It grieved me to see places of worship harmed in 
any sort, In the lavSt century abbeys and convents were de¬ 
molished, as castles have been in ours. Never shall we or our 
children see such edifices as the abbeys of Evesham and Malms- 
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buiy, and some others. More is remaining of the rites tliere 
•cel^rated, than of the walls under which bows and courtesies 
were made in bedizened frocks to dolls and candles. Puffy lawn 
is substituted for gold lace; but palaces and manors stand where 
they stood. Tiie Church “ niutavit dominos, ct cedit in altera 
jura; ” but milords are milords yet, and lawgivers and offerers 
up of prayers for the murderers of nations. Glorious Refor¬ 
mation ! 

Will there never be a sanctuary in every private house? 
Will there never be a time when every mother will be the 
priestess of her children and family? Our duties arc simple and 
learned easily. No suniise but awakens one or other of them 
into activity and growth. Roys are educated, girls are not; yet 
girls should be educated first, and taught the most impressively. 
These slender and graceful columns are not only the ornament, 
but also the support, of society. Men arc the braver for the 
reverence they bear toward tliem, and in them do they find their 
reward. 1 would tliat our cathedrals were turned into school¬ 
rooms for the more advanced among the youtlis in age and study ; 
and I would never grudge the bishops, then masters and ushers, 
a stipend of three or four hundred pounds a-year, with a com¬ 
modious house and garden for each. I live comfortably within 
one hundred, and, after my decease, my children will not be 
reduced to starvation. 

Marvel. God forbid! but tliey must not work for their 
bread ? 

Mihon. Verily and indeed must they; and this, O Andrew, 
is among his other blessings. He taught me the rudiments of 
my craft; they have learned theirs. Those are happier who 
work for a family than those who work for a State. The poor 
have always their Commonwealth: we have lost even the name. 

Marvel.^ Our most gracious King will take especial care that 
the people at large do not run riotous in wealth and Ixr sub¬ 
merged in luxury. Perhaps, in the midst of his necessities, he 
may transfer the lawn sleeves to wearers on whom they would be 
aiore becoming, and of whom the most modest is a street-walking 
orangc-giil. 

Mikm. Charles may properly be called a sapper and miner. 
He thinks our earlier Constitution is just as deserving of over- 
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throw as our later* I know not whether he has sold ins regalia; 
I only know that he has sold his county. What must we 
think of a King wJio baiters his patrimony for protection, or who 
recurs to any but his own peojile for protection ? Wherever the 
weak make an alliance with the strong, they are the 8trong*s 
dependents. A prudent nation will not permit its ruler to form 
a marriage with a foieign potentate. I'here arc daughters in 
England still worthy to wear a crown. A time there was, but 
it was a distant one, when feuds among the nobility would have 
exasperated the jealousy of most among them by the King's 
choice of a wife out of one baronial fmiily. Such danger is 
now over. Tlie heir to the throne is united to the daughter of 
a subject,—a subject of mean family and powerless connections. 

Sucli a peerage as is now patched iij> will never stand 
between king and peojde as the old barons did,—mainly, it 
is true, for their own ends. It grie\es me that so many of 
their castles have been demolished. The ivy hath scarcely ’ 
yet reached the basement of Ludlow, and its longest eventide 
shadows fall short of the Severn below them. Cromwell has 
l)een called the destroyer of the most magnificent edifices, 
unjustly: the Puritans were the carriers of this liarbarous 
deeve. The same ferocious men would have battered down 
the cathedrals. Our troopers did, indeed, stible their horses 
in some of them, ejecting idler and less serviceable cattle; 
and in several of them monuments wore defaced. This was 
somewhat like tearing our a page from history,—-not indeed an 
important one, yet the deed was wanton mischief. Yet what 
is this in the sight of wisdom and of our Creator, if we com¬ 
pare it with the bloodshed of thousands, in one place, in one 
hour ? Men march into the field of battle in sLUely trim and 
after joyous music, and slay thousands to gratify one,— tlie only 
one whom it would be innocent to slay. He who^'comraands 
them to break God’s image should experience God’s vengeance 
where he has committed the offence. War will never cease, or 
long subside, while such cicatums arc permitted to exist. If 
two men quarrel and fight in the highway, there are many who, 
come up and inteipose; can none be found to act likewise in a 
wnder field ? Are there to be no restrictions on sturdier disturbers 
of the peace ? 
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Marvel. Here I am quite in accord witJi you. Every parish 
.shotiid unite and surround and hunt down the niaraudt j s, most 
Christian, Catholic, and Aposto/ic ; ca^'je them, and exhibit them 
in the market-place. 

Italy has been parcelled out, bartered, and exchanged. I 
would treat them as they have treated the Italians, and as we 
do to other thieves and murderers; I would not draw and 
quarter them, but rather leave them whole in their deformity. 
Iron should hold what oaths could not. Italy, formed to be 
the Eden of the earth, is now torn to pieces by the bear and 
the monkey. In another age, the beautiful Venice, which has 
flourished for tlie greater part of a thousand years (which is 
longer than any city ever did before), may peradventurc be the 
prey of one baibarian, and be sold to another. Her people, 
the best governed and the happiest, may be made discontentctl 
by some crowned Jack Cade, and then handcuffed by their 
deliverer. 

Milton. No Demostliencs is living now. 

Marvel. While England was England Uicre existed one,— 
one only ; let me grasp his hand. 

Milton. Prythee, sit down; Jet me be proud, but never 
vmn. Demosthenes was superlatively (Ltyn, yLuhag 
Cicero was weaker in a weaker cause. lie arraigned one 
powerful plunderer; but he left in liis audience no few nearly 
as criminal. However, let not our. .idmiration of so great a 
man fall off from him. He lived among and consorted with 
those, equally well educated as himself, who received a high 
gratification from the sight of their fellow-creatures torn piece¬ 
meal by wild beasts in the amphitlieatre. The Romans were 
never quite civilized or quite humanized. Even at this day, .the 
worship of a mother with an innocent babe, in her arms or at h^’r 
breast, awJk.es no tenderness in them: they stiib one another on 
' the church-steps as they leave her. The wolf nurtured more 
than one couple. 

Marvel. It is remarkable tktt the Nortliem nations are 
leas cruel and sanguinaiy than the Southern. Where the air is 
keenest, it seems, tlic religion is purest. 

Milton. Idleness looks toward easy gods and pardoncre for 
pence. Popery will never flourish in Sweden and Norway, or 
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the gospel be preached openly, or even tolerated, in Rome. The 
followers of Christ must take refuge in the catacombs, among ■ 
their elder brethren. 

MarveL Fashions change perpetually. I should nor wonder 
if, in the next reign, a slip from the r{)be of the scarlet lady 
becomes the genend wear, instead of the magpie plumage now 
fluttering in churches. 

M'tlion. There may also be candles on what is called tlie 
Communion 1/ible by Protestints and AUar by Papists, to com¬ 
memorate the last supper ol our Lord. Candles are unnecessary 
by daylight; and it was by daylight that our blessed Lord broke 
his last bread with his disciples. The principal meal, which the 
Romans called rana, was taken befoj'c nightfall,—as we may 
learn from Catullus, Horace, Petronius, and many others. The 
Hall of Apolloy in the house of LuculJus, was not lighted up when 
Cicero was invited to his table; and no lamp shone down on the 
guests of Nasidienus. 

Mar*oeL Recurring to the Romans, it appears to me that the 
earlier cooked a dinner as badly as the later a religion. Some 
of their receipts have been preserved. I would never have' taken 
Apicius into my service at live fardiings a day. 

Milton* Culinary may be called the lowest of the arts; yet 
men are slow and long in acquiring it. Wild men paint and 
carve the images of animals long before they have learned to fry 
an omelet. 

I know not what has brought us down into the kitchen. 

Marvel. The fault must have been mine. Wc were talking 
of castles and abbeys and cathedrals, and tlie lords of Uiem in 
their several degrees. Wc began with what is higli and have 
descended to what is low. It is difficult to find “from this 
lowest depth a lower depth. 

Milton. “ Raccendc il gusto il mutar csca,'* safs Ariosto; 
and the words are very applicable. An imaginary line may 
be drawn between conversation and dialogue. In conversation, 
as in the country, variety is pleasant and expected. We look 
fjom the ground before us into the remoter, .md much of more 
than one quality lies between. In conversation we ought not to 
be didactic, in dialogue we may be: Galileo has done it. There 
are other authorities; but none so great. 
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I must now come back homeward from Italy. 

If in the next or any remoter age our country should produce 
a sound historian, who holds up his head above his party and 
sees clearly and widely, will he be believed when he records 
what we have witnessed within the last few years ? It will be 
called a traveller’s story^ Already a story is become a synonym 
for a Re. Herodotus, the most instructive of historians, when he 
relates a marvellous tale of some occurrence in a far countiy, 
gives it us as a report: how will our forthcoming writers manage 
what shall have fallen into their hands from their father’s, the 
eyewitness ? Will they believe that u drop of Saxon blood is in 
their veins ? 

Marvel. Now you are speaking of history, let me ex])rcss 
a wish that you had leisure or inclination to continue that which 
you began. Our own times do, indeed, seem as fabulous as the 
earlier. Did it never occur to you that many of us partake of the 
Roman ? That, although the legions had left Britain, many of 
the inhabitants, and especially the settlers on the coast, descended 
from the invader ? 

Milton. Doubtless in three centuries there must have been 
a large intermixture of the races. London was somewhat of a 
mercantile city, and indeed an emporium, long before its occupa¬ 
tion by the Romans. Tyre sent her merchanUi to the south 
of Ireland, and probably to the south of Britain,—certainly to 
the west. An oyster was a bait to a Roman ; the rocks about 
our island weie covered with them, while those on the 
Italian were scarce and wortlilcrs. Certainly, few merchants 
would abandon their habitations when the legionaries left the 
land. Their ships were manned by the hardy sailors of the 
North; and the capital (as we call it) invested in them belonged 
in great measure to settlers from abroad, principally Roman, 
where it wa# safer than in their own city, where imperial purple 
was the merchandise, soldiers the salesmen and auctioneers. 

We are a miscellaneous volume, the leaves well sewed together, 
—Roman, Norwegian, Dane, Saxon, chapter after chapter. 

Marvel, It seems to me likely that, when the Roman 
military were recalled, they wei*e prohibited from their usual 
rapine, and the wealthier townsmen took refuge in their-.ships. 
Many, if not most of these, were of half-breed. In Warwick- 
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shire, I snw a lock of black hair which had been taken from a 
tomb containing tlie bones of a Norman, buried in it within 
half a century of the invasion. There could scarcely have been 
time for an intermixture of Neustrian and Saxon, The Jut¬ 
landers and other Northerns were chiefly the crews of the 
wealthy Neustrian merchants, and soon were joined by their 
landsmen, who made several descents and occui)ied at last the 
whole country. 

Milton. Here is likelihood without record; for the bowmen 
and swordsmen were no penmen. At the Conquest there were 
flocks of them. Ravens find food after battles. It is worthy of 
a thouglit and a reflection that a lock of hair, such as what you 
mention, should remain unchanged in color and substance when 
body, bones, and brains had become earth. Thus it often 
happens that the vile outlasts the valuable ; and what is shorn off 
and thrown away is gatliercd up and tieasured. Gentlemen are 
usually proud of Norman origin : none can prove unbroken in 
three generations ; Dane and baxon are interlopers. The absunl 
pretenders would go up higher if they knew how, and would 
thank you if you told and persiuided them that they quite as 
certainly had some particle of the Roman in them after so many 
crosses. The Northmen were as valiant as the Romans, and 
greatly more capable of tme civilization. They never sent intc 
the arena the bravest men to be devoured by wild beasts or tc 
slaughter one another, as the most civilized of the Romans did. 
age after age. They worshipped false gods: what people hat 
not ? And how few are there who do not even now ? But 
their piiests were not hucksters of souls, nor covered sins with 
wafers. They never called their hearers shtep^ and fleeced them 
as if they were. They never taught their fellowmen that it was a 
duty or a privilege to kiss their toes, or that the seat was holy 
which they had squatted on. As they could not write, they 
could not foj’ge wills had they been so minded. 

Marvel. 1 dare not follow where chemists are so expert in 
pharmiicy. Even our own country bears hemlock and hensbane. 
We may walk more safely among the sticklers for antiquity of line¬ 
age, who probably have never learned by heart the verse of that 
poet who, with all his levity, has more unobtrusively sage verses 
than any, be he Roman or Athenian :— 



49 


Martin and Jack. 

‘‘ Genus et proavos et quae non fccimus ipsi 
Vix ca nostra voco.” 

Ulysses is here represented as tlic speaker, characteristically and 
worthily. 

Milton* Wc arc all of the earth, earthy. ^I’hey who are 
proud of family antiquity ought to be ash:imc‘d of beating :i dog, 
who, we arc certified, is of older creation. Probably the worms 
are of older still. Happily they arc deaf and dumb; if they had 
ears and tongues, tluy would never so misapply them as wc often 
do. We shall soon lie in the midst of them as quiet and mute 
as they are. We cause the bloodhhcd one of another, and often 
go far afield to chase the unoffending. The greediest worms 
are guiltless of the like • they only exact what is their inheri¬ 
tance ; we must pay them the debt we owe them \ let it be 
unreluctantly! 


XXIX. MARTIN ANP JACK.i 

Lord Peter, Martin, and Jack brought the people much about them in 
a difitinjiance long ago. Lord Peter, the proudest, most iufolerant, most 
exclusive, of his order, suddenly grew condescending and bland. Martin 
had little contidence in this demon'll ration; so little, indeed, that he 
ordered the locksmith to alter the locks of hi* cellar and latder, well 
knowing that, Jiowever different in stature and features, there was a 
’ marvellous family-likeness in appetite a ml quickness of digestion. Jack, 
whose house was smaUer, was contented with a cellar of proportionate 
dimeusJon.s; and, if you only sent him a simple call’s head toward the 
dose of Januai7, cared little lor any other delicacy of the larder. When 
Peter spoke to him, which was seldom, he pretended that he was igno¬ 
rant of his language, and avowed that neither father nor mother had 
taught it to any^ol their children. Martin had caught a few words of it 
Irom Petet, and was somewhat fond of displaying his acquisition. Jack, 
who kept aloof from l)oih brothers, was more scandalized at Ma-tin. At 
last, taciturn as was his nature, he zealously burst forth in this brotheily 
expostulation. 

,, Swift’s “ Tale of a Tub ” hirnislies the characters of this Conversation. 
The outcry concerning Popish ceremonies in the Church of England was 
the occasion. It may have been written soon after Cardinal Newman’s 
secession in 1846. (La.st Fruit, 1853. Works, v., 1876.)] 
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Jack. Brother Martin, friends we have met, whatever were 
our feuds formerly; and friends, in God*s name, let us part. 
We have been somewhat too much given to the holding forth of 
long discourses; and perliaps 1, in this particular, have been the 
more censurable of the two. Let me now come to the point 
and have done with it. I always knew that Peter was an im¬ 
postor and a bastard : I always knew he was neither our father*s 
son nor our raotlicr’s son. Had he been, would he ever have 
attcnijjted to strangle us in our cradles ? Would he not rather 
have helped u.s in our sickness and infirmity? Would he not 
rather have fed us with pure fresh milk and unfermented bread 
in it ? Would he not rather have taken us by the hand, alnd 
guided cur tottering steps, p.'iticntly and cautiously ? Instead of 
which, he blew out the rush-light, because it was only a rush- 
light ; he set fire to our cribs, and burned us cruelly. 

Martin. I have heard all this story from our nurse; but, 
Jack! Jack! thou wert always a froward child. 

Jack. Too true, brother ! but age hath sobered and soft¬ 
ened me: I trust it continues to render me, day by day, a little 
more like our father. If this aspiration be too high, if this ex¬ 
pression be too presumptuous, permit me to correct it, and only 
to say that, as I advance in life, I do heartily hope, I do 
anxiously desire, that my steps be more prone and more direct 
toward him. 

Martin. Give me thy hand, Brother Jack ! This is manly ; 
this is true-hearted. 

Jack. Can you then bear questioning and reproof, brother ? 

Martin. Not very well, as you know, my old boy. But 
come, let me try ; out with it, out at once! 

Jack. Martin! Martin! the hottest air taints and corrupts 
our viands no more certainly, nor more intimately, nor more 
perniciously, than the lukewarm. So is it, my br» thcr, with tlje 
susUmance of the spirit. I have lived where the flocks are scat- 
teied and healthy, and where the life of tlie shepherd is innocent 
and laborious. You have been spending your days where there 
is no true shepherd at all, and where tlie crowded fold is a sad 
congestion of ordure, scab, and foot-rot. You are grown angry, 
I hear, at certain new impertinences of the proud bastard whom 
you never have ventured to disclaim as brother. Shall *1 reveal 
to you the secret of this anger ? 
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^Martin [yawning). With fill my heart. 

Jack, Indifferent as usual! WelJ, then, continue this indif¬ 
ference until the close of our conversation. Tlie audacious bas¬ 
tard, who dared to spit in our fijther’s face when he forbade any 
to call him lordj secs many of his spawn grown recently from 
wriggling, black, little fcidpoles into party-colored, puffy, croaking 
■frogs; and he claims the whole fat marsh for his own property. 
The neighboring lords assumed the livery of our Lord Ptlcr, 
and imitated his voice and bearing. But no sooner had he laid 
claim to the whole fat marsh, and had driven into it their cattle 
for his own use, than they raised an outcry throughout the land. 

Martin. Methinks it was time, Brother Jack. 

Jack. Brother Martin, it was time long before. The dis¬ 
solute old bastard collected those spies and assassins who had, 
even when nations were thought to be less civilized, 'been driven 
forth from every kingdom. He now stocks every kingdom with 
them again, and mounts every throne with them, vicariously. 
Well do I remember the time, my brother, when I leprovcxl you 
for a tendency to what is called philosophy. It is true, you 
laughed in my face : certainly, you will never laugh in it tigain for 
any similar reprooi'. If priests there must be, let them keep their 
proper station : let the king have his palace, not the priest. When 
you have assigned to the endowment of schools the many millions 
which pamper your hierarchs,—those burly bellies, swaying some 
one way, some another,—then, Martin, we shall meet in brotherly 
love, and shall s.iy (what-1 wish we could siiy sooner, instead of 
the contrary), “ This is verily God\s work, and it is marvellous in 
our eyes.’’ 

Martin. There is only one set of men in Europe who arc 
avowedly adverse to the ])ropagation of knowledge, aware that 
the propagation of knowledge is adverse to their dominion. My 
friends, I am^sorry to say it, arc almost as much given to lying as 
tliese are. Both parties ciill themselves Cathohe, which neither is. 
Nor indeed, my dear Jack, between ourselves, is it desirable that 
either should l>e. Every sect is a moral check on its neighbor. 
Gompetition is as wholesome in religion as in commei'ce. We 
must bid high for lieavcn: we must surrender much ; we must 
strive much, we must sultfer much ; we must make way for others, 
,.in order that in our turn wc may succeed, Theie is but one 
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Guide: we know him by the gentleness of his voice, by the 
serenity of his countenance, by the wounded in spirit who are' 
clinging to his knees, by the children whom he hath called to 
him, and by the disci])les in whose poverty he hath shared. 


XXX. TIZTANO VECELLI AND LUIGI 

CORNARO.i 


Cormiro. Many are the years, Tiziano, since we were youths 
together here in Venice ; and I believe that at the present hour 
we arc nearly the oldi'st of its inhabitants. You, indeed, are 
somewhat the younger of the two,—not much ; although the pre- 
wnt autumn is about the fiftieth since the truest judges gave you 
the preference over Giovanni IJellini, and after that lime you sur¬ 
passed even greater competitors. Your age hath far outstripped 
your youth. , 

'Iizitwo, Ah, Don Ijiiigi ! even on the verge of four-score 
the ear grows not deaf to flattery. I am charmed by your re¬ 
membrance and your praises. 

Cornaro. WJiat! after those of kings and emperors? 

Tiziano. I am far, veiy far, from indifft^rent to those com¬ 
mendations which have been bestowed on rue by the masters of 
mankind, who happen in our times to be endowed with better 
judgment, regarding the higher arts, than the noblest of their 
subjects. Yet a name which adorns the annals of our republic— 
a Cornaro—may, without ingratitude towaid them, be quite as 
dear to me. 

Cornaro. The Emperor Cliailcs is more generous to artists 
than to sovereigns, although he had the magnanimit^ to admire in 
a rival as great a man as himself. But pre-eminently shone hip 

p Luigi Cornaro is the well-kntjwn writer on the art of longevity. 
At the age oi forty years he w^as hroken down in liealth, and peevish and 
violent in temper. Hy following a regime devised by himself, he repaired 
his oonstitution so thoroughly that -he lived to the age of ninety-nine,, 
dying in the year 1566. He reformed the faults of his temper, and be¬ 
came a student of painting, (Last Fruit, 1853. Works, v., 1876.)] 
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magnanimity, when he loaded with jewelry and chains and crosses 
of gold the artist who had depicted the prostration of Austria, in 
tlie memorable field of Cadore. This I firmly believe to be the 
greatest work that Italian art ever achieved. 

7'izimo. Of mine it certainly is the greatest. 

Cornaro, Yet how wonderful is the Saint Peter Martyr! 
In both pictures you have proved yourself the best adapter of 
external nature to human and supei human action, l^he majestic 
trees, at the stroke of your pencil, rise up woithy to shade the 
angels in their walks on earth. Many of your subjects were the 
productions of your hand after the meridian of life. 

'Ilziano. Long after. My fancy flies often from our sea-girth 
city to my native hills of Cadore, and over the intermediate 
plains and vineyards and olive-plots and chestnut-groves and 
forests, and inhales the sfiarjj sunniness of the Alpine air: it 
invigorates me afresh. 

Comaro, Yes, Tiziano! Age luwcr droops into dccrejfitude 
wliile Fancy stands at his ^side. To how many have you given 
an existence for centuries! For centuries, did I say ? 1 should 

have said for ever. Successions of engravers will fix upon 
imperishable metal the lineaments you have deemed worthy of 
preservation. Canvas may decay, colors may fiuie; but these 
artists, animated by your genius, will follow one another through 
the darkest ages. These arc the officers of your household. 

Cursores, vital lampada tradunt.” 

The time will come, perhaps witliin a few centuries, when the 
chief glory of a Venetian noble will be the possession of an 
ancestor by the hand of Tiziano. 

Tiziano, You greatly overvalue me. There are many in our 
city who dcjprve to partake in these eulogies; :md many others 
who followed my steps, and have preceded me to the tomb. 

Cornaro, It belongs to a generous mind to be well pleased 
with its likeness in its inferiors: you can bear it even in a rival; 

' you waft away your own praises, and often point toward Urbino. 

( Tiv^ano, Urbino is richer than Tyre and Sidon ever were; 
Urfjino is more glorified than Troy and Rome. There is only 
oije to whom the Virgin hath confided her Infant; one only to 
whom the Infant hath manifested his mother: he leans on her 
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bosom; but she hath not alJ his love. Nearer to as, white we 
are conversing on this favorite of heaven, on this purifier of 
the human heart, on this inspirei of tiie most tender and most' 
true religion, is Antonio Allegri of Correggio. Angels play" 
with his pencil; and he catches them by the wing, and will not 
let them go. What a canopy hath he raised to himself in the 
Dome at Parma! The highest of the departed and of the' 
immortal are guardians of his sejjulchre: he deserved it. 

Comoro. And deserves he little, desei'ves he less, who raiseth 
his fellow-men lower by nature to almost the same elevation ? 
Can the Venetian Senate ever be extinct while it beholds the 
effigies of those brave, intelligent, and virtuous men whom you 
have placed in their ancestral pal.ices ? There they are seated, 
or there tliey stand, according to your disposal and ordinance,— 
the only sovereign, the only instmeted, the only true, nobility in 
Europe. Wlien J have been contemplating the gravity and'* 
grandeur of their countcnanci's, and meet afterward a German 
or Frenchman, I acknowledge the genius, but doubt the species: 

I perceive that 1 have left the master, and recogni^ie the groom 
or lackey. 

l'i%iano. Glorious is indeed our Italy; and worthy is 
especially our Venice of her wide dominion, her long exist¬ 
ence, her !mperi.shable renown. 

Comoro. The wivsdom and the valor which have raised 
her to tins eminence, above all the nations of the world, are 
lH?6t commemorated by you. We have industrious and faithful 
historians; but history is not always a sfifeguard against ingrati¬ 
tude and neglect. Now let the most negligent, let the most 
ungrateful, walk in our galleries, and his eyes will open a passage 
to his heart. Thank.s to Tiziano 1 

IHiano. Peace ! peace! too generous Don Li^igi! 1 have 

scarcely done justice to severa.l of our senators. 

Comoro. You have added fresh nobility to the noblest of 
them, fresh beauty to the* most beautiful of their wives and 
daughters. 

rivdano. Let me confess it fiankly : I myself do experience 
no slight pleasure in looking at them. You smile, Don Lu^ 
Do you fancy I am liable to be led back into temptation ? 

Comoro. Temptation.s, whether of insane ambition, or any 
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lighter, if lighter there be any, are unlikely to draw us two 
astray, so near the grave as we are. Monumental brass will 
shine for ages over yours; mine will be just as appropriate under 
the hos{)ltab]e turf of Padua. 1 do not wonder that at tins 
season of life you retrace your first steps toward tlie images you 
have animated. Our Creator, when he visited for the last time 
the Paradise lie had planted, went not thither at mid-day, but in 
the cool of evening. Manifest once more to the beautiful pair 
-formed by him .iftcr his own image, moved he, the Uncreated, 
casting no shadow. 
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I. QUEEN ELIZABETH AND CECIL.i 

Eli%alieth. I iidvisc thee again, churlish Cecil, how that our 
Edmund Spenser, whom thou callest most uncourteously a 
whining wh^*lp, liath good and vsolid reason for hivS complaint. 
God’s blood ! shall the lady that tieth my garter and shuffles the 
^ock over my head, or tlie lord that steadieth my cluiir’s back 
while I eat, or the other that looketh to my buck-hounds lest 
they be mangy, be holden by me in higher esteem and estate than 
he who hath placed me among the bravest of past times, and will 
as safely and surely set me down among the loveliest in the 
future ? 

P “After thi'5 Mr Sj)ynser so far gained upon [Sir Philip Sidney] 
that he beeame not only his patron but his friend too ; entered him at 
court, and obtained of the Queen a grant of a pension to him as poet 
laureate. But in this Jiis fate was unkind, the payment aftei a very 
short time being stopped by a great councillor who studied more the 
Queen's profit than her diversion, and told her it was beyond example 
to give so gieat a pension to a ballad-maker Of this the grieved poet 
complains in his ‘ Tear.s of the Muses.’ ” (See “ Life of Spen.ser " prefixed 
to the 1678 ed. of his works.) See also Mother Hubbard's Tale. 'I'his 
appears to be the foundation of the anecdote that once Elizabcdi ordered 
a gratuity of a liundred pounds to be given to the poet. Laird Burgldey 
objected to th'rit, saying, “What! so much for a single song!” The 
Queen replied, “ 'I’hen give what is reason.'* Which the Lord Ticasuror 
interpreted to mean nothing at all. Sj^enser thereupon presented a 
petition to the Queer, worded as follows: — 

’ “ 1 was promised on a time 

To have reason for my thyme. 

From that time to this season 

1 received nor rhyme nor reason.” 

Lord Bnrghley was rebuked and Spenser received his due. (hnag. 
Convert., i., 1824. i., 1826. Works, i., 1846- Works, v., 1876.)] 
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CedL Your fTig/iness must rcmpinbcr he carouseth fully fot' 
such deserts; fifty pounds a year of undipped moneys, and a butt i 
of canary wine ; not 2 to mention three thousand acres ir. Ireland} 
worth fairly another fifty and another butt, in seasonable 
quiet years. 

Elizaheih, The moneys are not enough to sustain a pair df), 
grooms and a pair of palfreys, and more wine hath been drunk^ ^ 
in my presence at a feast. The moneys arc given to such meD} 
that they may not incline nor be obligated to any vile or lowly 
occupation j and the canary, that tliey may entertain such promis¬ 
ing wits as court their company and converse; and that in such 
manner tht're may be alway in our land a succession of these 
heirs unto fame. He liath written, not indeed with his wonted 
fancifulness, nor in learned and majestical language, but in homely' 
and rustic wise, some verses which have moved me, and haply 
the more inasmuch as they demonstrate to me that his genius 
hath been dampened by his adversities. Read them. 

Cecil. 

“ How much IS lost when neither heart nor eye 
Rosewinged Desire or fahling Hope deceives; 

When boyhood with quick throb hath ceased to spy 
The dubious apple in the yellow leaves; 

“ When, rising from the turf where youth reposed. 

We find but deserts in the far-scnight shore; 

When tJu: huge book of Faery-land lies closed, 

And those strong brazen clasps will yield no more.” 

Etfx.ahelh. The said Edmund hath also furnished unto the 
weaver at Arras, Jolm Blanquiercs, on my account, a description 
for some of his cuuningest w'cnches to work at, supplied by mine 
own self, indeed, as far a.s the .subject-matter goes, but set forth 
by him with figures and fancies, and daintily cnqpgh bedecked. 

I could have wished he Jiad thereunto joined a fiiir comparison *■ 
between Dian—no m.itter—^lic might perhaps have fared thfe 
better for it; but poet’s wits,—God help them 1—when did they 

p From “ not ” to “ years (z lines) added in 3rd ed. Note in ist and 
and cds. reads: “Calculating the price of provisions and the increaw oi, 
taxes, the poet-laureate in the time of Elizabeth had about four times 
as much as at present (iHifi); so that Cecil spoke reasonably, Elizabeth- 
royally."] 
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ever ,sit dose about them ^ Read the poesy, not over-rich, and 
;^.|SOj[ic/uding very awkwardly and nicjn/y. 

Ceci/. 

“ Where lorms the lotus, with its level leaves 
And solid blossoms, many floating isles, 

- s What heavenly radiance ^swi^’t descending cleaves 

, , The darksome wave! Unwonted beauty smiles 

“On its pure bosom, on each bright>6yed flower, 

On every nymph, and twenty sate around. 

Lo! 'twas Diana—fmm the sultry hour 

Hither she fled, nor lear’d she sight or sound. 

“ Unhappy youth, wliom thirst and quiver-reeds 
Drew to these haunts, whom awe forbade to fly I 
Thra* faithful dogs hefore him rais’d their heads, 

And watched and wortder’d at that iixed eye. 

“Forth sprang his fa\'orite—with her arrow-hand, 

Too late tne goddes*. hid what hand may hide, 

Of every nymph and every leed complain’d, 

And dashed upon the bank the waters wide. 

“ On tlie prone head and sandal'd feet they flew— 
r.o ! slender lioofs and branching Jiorns appear! 

I'he last marr'd voice not e’en the favorite knew. 

But bay'd and fasten’d on the upbraiding deer. 

“ Far he, chaste goddess, far from me arvl mine 

The Hta-am that tempts thee in the summer noon I 
Alas that vengeance dwells with charms divine—” 


" ETi^ahth, Pshaw 1 give rnc the paper: I forewarned thee how 
it ended,—-pitifully, pitifully. 

Cecil. I cannot think otherwise than that the undertaker of 
the aforecited poesy h:ith chosen your Highness; for I have seen 
pabted—I knftw not where, but I think no farther off than 
Putney—the identically same Dian, with full as many nymj)h.s, 
as he calls them, and more dogs. So small a matter as a page of 
poe^ shall never stir my choler nor twitch niy purse-string. 

^ 'Eli%abeth. I have read in Plinius and Mela of a runlet near 
Dodona, which kindled by approximation an unlightcd torch, and 
extinguished a lighted one. Now, Cecil, I de.siie no such a jetty 
to be celebrated as the decoration of my court; in simpler words, 
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V 

which your gravity may more easily understand, I would not From 
the fountain of Iionor give lustre to the dull and ignorant, deaden* 
ing and leaving in its tomb the lamp of literature and genius. I 
ardently wisli my reign to be renienibcrcd: if my actions were ' 
different from what they are, I should as ardently wish it to be ' 
forgotten. Those are the worst of suicides, who voluntarily {in4' 
propensely stab or suffocate their fame, when God hath com¬ 
manded them to stand on high for an example. We call him 
parricide who destroys the author of his existence: tell me, what 
shall wc call him who casts forth to the dogs and birds of prey its 
most faithful propagator and most firm support? Mark^ me, ! 
do not speak of that existence which the proudest must close in a 
ditch,—the narrowest, too, of ditches and the soonest filled and 
fouled, and whercunto a pinch of ratsbane or a poppyhead may 
bend him; but of that which reposes on our own good deeds, 
carefully picked uj), skilfully put together, and decorously laid out 
for us by another’s kind understanding: I speak of an existence, 
such as no father is author of, or provides for. The parent gives 
us few days and sorrowful ; the poet, many and glorious : the one 
(supposing him discreet and kindly) best reproves our faults; the 
other best remunerates our virtues. 

A page of poesy is a little matter : be it so ; but of a truth I 
do tell thee, Cecil, it shall master full many a bold heart that the 
Spaniard cannot trouble ; it slial! win to it full many a ])roud and 
flighty one that even chivalry and manly comeliness cannot touch. 

1 may shake titles and dignities by the dozen from my breakfast- 
board ; but I may not save those upon whose heads 1 shake them 
from rottenness and oblivion. This year they and their sovereigir* 
dwell togetlier; next year, they and their beagle. Both havp 
names, but names perishable. The keeper of my privy-seal is an 
earl: what then ? the keeper of my poultry-yard is a Csesar. In 
honest tnith, a name given to a man is no better tlfisn a skin given 
to him : wliat is not natively his own falls olT and comes to nothing. 

I desire in future to hear no contempt of penmen, unless a 
depraved use of the pen shall have so cramped them as to inca¬ 
pacitate tht-m for the sword and for the council-chamber.' If* 
Alexander was the Great, what was Arisioteles who made him 

p'* First fd. n-ads: in cold obstruction the, &c.”] 

From Mark to for” (8 lines) added in 2nd ed.j 
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80, and taught him every art and science he knew, except three*, 
—those of drinking, of blasplieming, and of murdering his bosom 
friends ? Come along : I will bring thee back again nearer home. 
Thou mightest toss and tumble in thy bed many nights, and never 
eke out the substance of a stanza ; but Edmund, if perchance I 
should call upon him for his counsel, would give me as wholesome 
; and prudent as any of you. We should indemnify such men for 
the injustice we do unto them in not calling them about us, and 
for the mortification they must suffer at seeing their inferiors set 
before them, lidmund is grave and gentle: he complains of 
fortune, not of Elizabeth ; of courts, not of Cecil. I am re¬ 
solved,—so help me, God !—he shall have no furtlier cause for 
his repining. Go, convey unto him those twelve silver spoons, 
'with the apostles on them, gloriously gilded; and deliver into 
his hand these twelve large golden pieces, sufficing for the yearly 
maintenance of another horse and groom. Beside which, set 
open before him with due reverence this Bible, wherein he may 
read the mercies of God toward those who waited in 2 >atience for 
his blessing ; and this pair of crimson silk hose, which thou know- 
est I have worn only thirteen months, taking heed that the heel¬ 
piece be put into good and sufiicient restoration, at my sole charges, 
by the Italian woman nigh the pollard elm at Charing-cross. 


II. ROGER ASCHAM AND LADY JANE GREY.i 

Ascham. Thou art going, my dear young lady, into a most 
awful state; thou art passing into matrimony and great wealth. 
God hath willed it; submit in tliankl'ulness. 

Thy affections are rightly placed and well distributed. Love 
is a secondary passion in those who love most; a primai'y in 
those who love least. He who is inspired by it in a high degree 
is inspired by honour in a higher: it never reaches its plenitude 

P From “ nigh ” to ‘‘ elm adcied in 3rd ed.] 

P Imag. Convers., li., 1824 '*■» *8*6. Works, 1846. Works, 

V., 1876 .] 
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of growth and perfection but in the most exalted minds. Alas !' 
alas! 

Jane. What iiilcth my virtuous Ascham ? What is amiss ? 
Why do I tremble ? 

Auham. I remember a sort of prophecy, made three years 
ago : it is a prophecy of my condition and of my feelings on. it, 
Recollcctest thou who wrote, sitting u})on the sea-beach the evening 
after an excursion to the Isle of Wight, these verses ?— 

“ InviHiMy bright water I so like air. 

On looking down ( feared thou couldst not bear 
My little bark, of all light barks most light, 

And look’d again, and drew me from the sight, 

And, hanging back, breath'd each fresli gale aghast. 

And held the bench, to go on so fast.” 

Jane. I was very childish when I composed them ; and, if I 
held thought any more about the matter, 1 should have hoped you 
h.id been too generous to keep them in your memory as witnesses 
against me. 

Ascham. Nay, they are not much amiss for so young a girl; 
and, thcr(' being so few of them, I did not reprove thee. Half 
an hour, I thought, might have been sjicnt more unprofilably ; 
and T now sliall believe it firmly, if thou wilt but be led by them 
to medit'ite a little on the similarity of situation in which thou 
then wert to what thou art now in. 

Jane. I will do it, and whatever else you command; for 
I am weak by nature and very timorous, unless wliere a strong 
sense of duty lioldeth and supporteth me. There God acteth, 
and not his creature. 

Those were witli me at sea who would have been attentive 
to me if I Jiad seemed to be afraid, even though worshipful men 
and women were in the comjiany; so that something more 
powerful threw my fear overboard. Yet I never*,will go again 
upon the water. 

Ascham. Excrci.-c that beauteous couple, that mind and body, 
much and variously: but at home, at home, .fane ! indoors, and 
about things indoors; for God is there too. We have rocks 
and quicksands on the banks of our Thames, O lady ! such as 
ocean never heard of; and many (who knows how soon ?) may 
be engulfed in the current under their garden-walls. 

[2 From “ ? ” to “given *' (37 lines) added in ind ed.] 
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Jane, Thoroughly do I now understind you. Yes, indeed, 
I have read evil things of courts; but I think nobody can go out 
bad who entcreth good, if timely and true warning shall have 
been given. 

Ascharn. I see ])erils on perils which thou dost not sec, albeit 
thou art wiser than thy poor old m.tster. And it is not because 
IjOvc hath blinded thee, for tJiat siirpasseth his sujjposed omni¬ 
potence ; but it is because thy tender heart, having always leaned 
affectionately upon good, iiath felt and known nothing of evil. ■ 

I once persuaded thee to icllect much : let me now persuade 
thee to avoid the habitude of reflection, to lay aside books, and to 
gaze carefully and steadfastly on what is under and before thee. 

* Jmc. I have well bethought me of my duties. Oh how 
, extensive they are! wliat a goodly and fair inheritance ! But, 
tell me, wouhi you command mo never moie to read Cicero and 
Epictetus and Plutarch and Polybius ? The others I do resign ; 
they ‘ii'c good for the arbor and for the gravel-walk: yet leave 
unto me, I bcseecli you, rny fritmd and hither,—leave unto me 
for my fireside and for my pillow,—truth, eloquence, courage, 
constancy. 

Ascharn. Read them on thy marriage-bed, on thy child-bed, 
on thy death-bed. I’hou spotless, undroo])ing lily, they have fenced 
thee right well. These are the men for men; these arc to 
fashion the bright and blessed creatures whom God one day shall 
smile upon in thy chaste bosom. Mind tHou thy husband, 

Jane. I sincerely love the youth who hath espoused me; 
1 love him with the fondest, the most solicitous affection ; I 
pray to the Almighty for his goodness and happiness, and do 
forget at times, — unworthy supplicant!—the prayers I should have 
offtyed for myself. Never fear thiit I will disparage my kind 
religious teacher, by disobedience to my husband in the most 
trying duties. * 

Ascharn. Gentle is he, gentle and virtuous; but time will 
harden him; time must jjarden even thee, sweet Jane! Do 
thou, complacently and indirectly, lead him from ambition. 

Jane. He is contented with me and with home. 

Ascharn. Ah Jane ! Jane ! men of high estate grow tired of 
Contented ness. 

Jane. He told me he never liked books unless I read them to 
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him: I will read them to him eveiy evening; I v/ill open new 
worlds to him, richt*r than those discovered by the tSpaniard'; I 
will conduct him to treasures,—Oh what treasures !—on wliich 
he may sleep in innocence and peace. 

Ascham. Rather do thou walk witli him, ride with him, play 
with him, he his fairy, his }>age, his everything that love and 
poetry have invented: Ivut watch liim well; sport with his fancies; 
turn tlieni about like the linglets round his check; and, if ever 
he meditate on power, go toss up thy baiby to his brow, and bring, 
back his thoughts into his lieait by the music of thy discourse. 

I’each him to live unto God and unto thee; and he will dis¬ 
cover that women, like the plants in woods, deiivc their softness 
and tenderness from the shatle. « 


III. HENRY VJH. AND ANNE BOLEYN.i 

Henry. Dost thou know me, Nanny, in thi.s yeoman's dress ? 
'S blood ! does it requiie so long and vacant a stare to recollect 
a husband after a week or two ? No tragedy-iricks with me! 
a scream, a sob, or thy kerchief a trifle the wetter, were enough. 
Why, verily the little fool f.iints in earnest. Tliesc whey faces, 
like their kinsfolk the ghosOi, give us no warning. {^prinhTing 
•water wer her.'j Hast had water enough upon thee? 'fake 
tliat, then : art thyself again r 

Anne. I^itlier of mercies! do I meet <igain my husband, as 
was my last iprayer on earth ? Do 1 behold my beloved lord— 
in peace -- and j)ai‘doncd, my jiiirtner in eternal bliss ? It was his 
voice. 1 cannot see him : why cannot I ? Oh why do these 
pangs interru]>t the transports of the blessed ? 

Henry. 'J'hou ojicnest thy arms: faith ! !•* came for that. 

Nanny, thou art a sweet slut.* Thou groancst, wench : art in 

P Imag. Convers,. ii., 1824. ii., 1826. Work.s, i., 184^. Works, v., 
*876.] 

* Henry was not nifloarncd, nor indifferent to the costlier externals of a', 
gentleman ; but in manners and Kingiuige he was hardly on a level with 
our hostlers of the present day. He W'a.s fond of bear-baiting.s and other 
such amusements in the midst of the rabble, and would wrestle with 
Francis I, Hi.s reign is one continued proof, flaring and wcariiome as a . 



Henry VIII. and Anne Boleyn. 67 

labor ? Faith ! among tlie mistakes of the night, I am ready to 
‘ think almost that thou hast been drinking, and that 1 have not. 

jinne, God i)rescrve your Highness: grant me your for¬ 
giveness for one slight offence. My eyes were heavy ; I fell 
asleep while I was reading. I did not know of your piesence at 
first; and, when I did, I could not speak. I strove for utterance: 
I wanted no respect for my liege and husband. 

Henry, My pretty warm nestling, thou wilt then lie! Thou 
wert reading, and aloud too, with thy saintly cup of water by thee, 
and—what! thou art still girlishly fond of those dried cherries! 

Anm, I had no other fruit to offer your Highness the first 
time I saw you, and you were then pleased to invent for me 
some H'ason why they should he acceptable. I did not dry 
these: may J jiresent them, such as they are ? We shall have 
fresh next month. 

Henry, Thou art always driving away from the discourse. 
One moment it suits thee to know me, ;inother not. 

Anne. Remember, it is hardly three months since I mis¬ 
carried ;* I am weak, and liable to swoons. 

Lapland summer day, that even the English iorm of government, under a 
sensual king with money at his disposal, may serve only to legitimatize in¬ 
justice. ' 1 ‘he Cdiistitulioii was still iuiisted on, in all its ouginalstterigth 
and purity, liy those who had abolished many of its fundamental laws, 
and had placed the remainder at the discretion of the Kiijg. It never 
has had a more zealous advocate than Empsoii. I'his true patriot of 
legitimacy requested on his trial, that, “if he and Dudley were punished, 
it might not he divulged to other nations, lest they should infer that the 
final dissolution of the English government was approaching.” 

The government was whatever the King ordered ; and he a ferocious 
ami terrific thing, swinging on high between two windy superstitions, 
.aud caught and piopelled alternately by fanaticism and lust. In Anne 
'Boleyn, the frank and unsufijneious gayety ol her temper, the restless play¬ 
fulness of higii spirits, which we often saw formerly in the familie-) of 
country gentlemen, first cax>tivated the affections and afterwards raised 
the jealousy ol Henry. Lightness of spirit, which had made all about 
her happy the whole course of her life, made her so the last day of it. 
She was beheaded on the 19th of May, and Henry on the morrow married 
Jane Seymour. 

* She miscarried of a son, January the zgth, 1536 : tlie King concluded 
from this event tliat his marriage was disagreeable to God. He had 
abundance of conclusions for believing tliat his last marriage was dis¬ 
agreeable to God, whenever he wanted a fresh one, and was ready in due 
.time to give up this too with the same resignation; but he never had auy 
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Henry, Thou hast, however, thy brida! checks, with lustre- 
upon them when there is none elsewhere, and obstinate lips re¬ 
sisting ail impression; but, now thou ulkest about miscarrying, 
who is the fa^er of the boy ? 

Anne. The Father is yours and mine; he who hath taken 
him to his own liomc, before (like me) he could struggle or cry 
for it. 

Henry. Pagan, or worse, to tfilk so ! He did not come into 
the world alive : there was no baptism. 

Anne, 1 thought only of our loss: my senses arc confounded. 
1 did not give him my milk, and yet I loved him tenderly; for I 
often fancied, had he lived, how contented and joyful he would 
have made you and England. 

Henry. No subterfuges and escapes. I warrant, rhou 
canst not say whether at my entrance thou wert waking or 
wandering. 

Anne. Faintness and drowsiness came upon me suddenly. 

Henry, Well, since thou.really and truly slecpodst, what didst 
dream of ? 

Anne. I begin to doubt whether I did indeed slee]>. 

Henry. Ha ! false one—never two sentences of truth to¬ 
gether ! But come, what didst think about, asleep or awake ? 

Anne. 1 thought that God had jrardoned me my offences, and 
had received me unto him. 

Henry. And nothing more ? 

Anne. I’hat my prayers had been heard and my wishes were 
accomplishing: the angels alone can enjoy more beatitude than 
this. 

Henry. Vexatious little devil! she s.iys nothing now about 
me, merely from perverseness. Hast thou never tliought about 
me, nor about thy falsehood and adultery ? 

Anne. If I had committed any kind of falsehood, in regard 
to you or not, I should never have rested until I had thrown my¬ 
self at your feet and obtained your pardon ; but, if -ever I had 
been guilty of that other crime, I know not whether I should > 
have dared to implore it, even of God’s mercy. 

Henry. Thou hast heretofore cast some soft glances upon 
Smeaton ; hast thou not ? 

conilusians of doing a thing disagreeable to God when a divorce or decstpi-' 
tation was in question. 
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' /fnne. He taught me to play on tlie virginals, as you know, 
when I was little, and tlierchy to please your Highness. 

Henry. And Bi creton and Noriis, what have they taught thee ? 

yhnt. They are your servants, and trusty ones. 

Henry. Has not Weston told thee plainly that he loved 
tiice ? 

j^nne. Yes; and— 

Henry. What didst thou ? 

Anne. I defied him. 

Henry. Is that .ill ? 

Amu . I could have done no more if he had told me that he 
hated me. 'rhen, intiecd, 1 should have incurred more justly the 
reproaches of your Highness : 1 should have smiled. 

Henry. We liave proofs abund.ant: the fellows shall one and 
all confront thee.—Ay, claj' thy hands and kiss thy sleeve, 
birlot! 

Anne. Oh, that so great a favor is vouchsafed me! My 
honor is secure ; my husband will be ha])py again ; he will see my 
innocence. 

Henry. Give me now .an account of the moneys thou hast 
received from me wltliin these nine months. I want them not 
back: tlicy are letters of gold in lecord of thy guilt. Thou hast 
had no fewej than fifteen lhi)usand ]n)und 3 in that pciiod, without 
even thy asking; what hast done with it,^ wanton ? 

Anne. 1 have regularly placed it out to interest. 

Henry. Wlicre ? 1 demand of thee. 

Anne. Among the needy and ailing. My Lord Archbishoj) 
has the account of it, scaled by him weekly.* I also had a copy 
myself: those who took away my papers may easily find it; for 
there are few others, and they lie open. 

Henry. Tjjink on my munificence to thee ; recollect who 
made thee. Dost sigh for what thou hast lost ? 

* The Diiku uf Nfnfolk ul)taine(l an order that the Archbishop of C^an- 
terbuiy should retire to his palace oi Lambeth on the Queen’s trial. 
Burnet, very .shaj'p-.sighted on irregularities in ladies, says that .she had 
.distributed in the last nine months of her life, between fourteen and 
fifteen thousand pounds among the poor,—a sum equal in value to nearly 
five times the amount at present. It tends to prove how little she could 
have reserved fur vanities or favorites. 
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jinne. I do, indeed. 

* \ 

Henry, [ never thought thee ambitious; but thy vices creep 

out one by one. 

Anne, I do not regret that 1 have been a queen and am no 
longer one ; nor that my innocence is called in question by those 
who never knew me: but 1 lament that the good people who 
loved me so cordially, hare and curse me ; that those who pointed 
me out to their daughters for imitation, check them when they, 
speak about me ; and that he whom next to God I have served > 
with most devotion is my accuser. 

Henry:- Wasl thou conning over something in that dingy 
book for thy defence ? Come, tell me, wliat wast thou reading ? 

Anne, Tliis ancient chronicle. I was looking for some one 
in my own condition, and must have missed the page. Surely in 
so many hundred years there shall have been other young maidens, 
first too hap])y for exaltation, and aftci too exalted for happiness, 
—not, perchance, doomed to die upon a scaffold, by those they 
ever honored and served flithfully: that, indeed, 1 did not look 
for nor think of: but my heart was bounding for .iny one I could 
love and pity. She would be unto me as a sister dead and gone ; 
but hearing me, seeing me, consoling me, and being consoled. O 
my husband ! it is so heavenly a thing— 

Henry. To whine and wliimper, no doubt, is vastly heavenly. 

Anne. I said not so; but those, if there be any vsuch, who 
never weep, have nothing in tiiem of lieavenly or of earthly. The 
plants, the trees, the very rocks and unsunned clouds, show us at 
least the sc'nil>Iances of weeping ; and there is not an aspect of 
the globe we live on, nor of the waters and skies around it, with¬ 
out a reference :md a similitude to our joys or sonows. 

Henry. I do not lemember that notion any where. Take care 
no enemy rake out of it something of materiaJisnj. Guard well 
thy empty hot brain : it may hutch more evil. As for those odd 
woids, I myself would fain see no great harm in tlicm, knowing 
that grief and frenzy strike out many things which would else lie' 
still, and neither spirt nor sparkle. I also know that thou hiist 
never read any thing but Bible and history,—the two worst hooka 
in the world for young ])eople, and the most certain to lead astray 
both prince and subject. For which reason I have interdicted 
[2 Fjom “ Henry *’ to *■ thcmAelvos. *’ ( 4 <j Inn.-.} added in and ed.] 
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and entirely put down the one, and will (by the blessing of the 
Virgin and of holy Paul) commit the other to a rigid censor. If 
it behooves us kings to enact what our people shall eat and drink, 

'—of which the most unruly and rebellious spirit can entertain no 
doubt,-—^greatly more dotli it behoove us to examine what they 
read and think. I'he body is moved according to the mind and 
will: we must take care that the movement be a right one, on 
^ain of God^s anger m this life and the next. 

Anne. O my dear husband! •* it must be a naughty thing, 
indeed, that makes him angry beyond remission. Did you ever 
try how p)eas;int it is lo forgi\c any one ? ^Phere is nothing else 
wherein we can resemble God perfectly and easily. 

Henry. Resemble God perfectly and easily! I^o \ile 
creatures talk thus of the Creator? 

Anm. No, Henry, when his creatures talk thus of him, they 
are no longer vile creatures! When they know that he is good, 
they love liim ; and, when they love him, they are good them¬ 
selves. O Henry ! my husbanil and King ! the judgments of 
our Heavenly Father are righteous: on this, surely, wc must 
think alike. 

Henry. And what, then ? Speak out: again I command 
thee, speak ])iain]y! thy tongue was not so torpid but this 
moment. An leady ? Must 1 wait ? 

Anne. If any doubt lemains u])on your roval mind of your 
equity in this business; .should it liaply .‘Jeem possible to you that 
passion oi prejudice, in your.sclf or anothei', may have waiped so 
strdng an understanding, -do but supplicate the Almighty to 
strengthen and enlighten it, and he will hear you. 

Henry. What! thou wouldst f.iin change thy quarters, ay ? 

Anne. My spirit is detached and ready, and I shall change 
them .shortly, whatever your Flighness may determine. Ah ! 
my native liickling is a pleasant jjl.ice. May 1 go back to it ? 
Does that kind .smile say, T'es ? Do the hounds ever run that 
way now ? The fruit-trees must be all in full blossom, and the 
gorse on the hill above quite dazzling. How good it was in 
you to plant your park at Givenwicli after niy childl.sh notion, 

p Second od. reads “ Iiushand, God is very good tiatured, if you will 
■ let liim he so: it must," &c.] 

P From Art ’’ to wait ’* added in 3rd eil.j 
*' p From “ Ah ! ” to “ thing ” (10 lines) added in 3VJ ed. 1 
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tree for tree, the very same ns at Bickling ? Has the hard 
winter killed tlieni, or the winds loosened the stakes ali'out them ? 

Henry. Silly child ! as if thou shouldst sec them any more. 

Anne. Alas, what strange things haj)pen ! But they and I 
arc nearly of th.e same age; young alike, and without hold upon 
any tiling. 

Henry. Yet thou :i])])earf\st hale and resolute, and (they tell 
me) smirkest and smilest to everybody. 

Anne. U’he witheied leaf catches the sun sometimes, little as 
it can profit by it; Jind I have heard stories of the breeze in other 
climates that sets in wlicn daylight is about to close, and how 
const<mt it is, and how refreshing. My hcait, indeeil, is now 
sustained strangely; it became the more sensibly so from tliat 
time forward, when power and grandeur and all things terrestrial 
wei’e sunk from sight. L'hery act of kindness in those about me 
gives me satisfaction and pleasure, such as I did not feel formerly. 

[ was worse before God chastened me; yet I was never an in- 
grate. What pains have I t^iken to fiml out the village-girls who 
placed their posies in my chamber ere I arose in the morning! 
How gladly would X have recoinjicnsed the forester who lit 
up a brake on my birthnight, which else had warmed him half 
the winter I But these are times past: 1 was not Queen of 
England. 

Henry. Nor adulterous, nor heretical. 

Anne. God be ])rai.scd I 

Henry, Learned saint! thou knov/est nothing of the lighter, 
but jjerhaps canst inform me about the gravel, of them. 

Anne. Which may it be, my liege? 

Henry. Wliich may it be ? Pestilence ! I marvel tliat the 
walls of this tower do not crack around thee at such impiety. 

Anne. I would be instructed by the wisest of theologians: 
3 uch is your Highness. 

Hmry^ Are the sins of the body, foul as they arc, comparable 
to those of th(? soul ? 

Anne. When they arc united, they must be worse. 

Henry. Go on, go on; thou pushest thy own breast against 
the sword. God hath deprived thee of thy reason for thy punish--’ 
ment. I must hear more: proceed, I charge thee. 

Anne. An aptitude to believe one thing rather than another, 
from ignorance or weakness, or from the more pej'suaaive manner 
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of the teacher, or from his purity of life, or from the strong im- 
. pression of a particular text at a- particular rime, and various 
things beside, may influence and decide our opinion ; and the 
hand of the Almighty, let us hope, will fall gently on human 
fallibility. 

Henry. Opinion in m.attcr.s of faith! rare wisdom! rare 
religion ! Troth, Anne! thou hast well sobered me. I came 
rather warmly and lovingly ; but those light ringlets, by the holy 
rood, shall not shade this shoulder much longer. Nay, do not 
Stan; I Ui]) it for the last time, my sweetest. If the Church 
permitted it, thou sh.ouldst set forth on thy long journey with the 
eucharist betu'oon tliy teetli, however loath. 

yinne. Love your l^lizabeth, my honoured lord, and God 
bless you ! She will soon forget to call me. Do not cliidc her: 
think how young she is.* 

Could I, could I kiss her, but once again I it would comfort 
my heart,—or break it. 

* ElizabL'th was not quite diiv( j'ears old at her m<>fher\ death, being 
born the 7th of SeptenibL'r. 1533. 

It dlH‘^ not appear that tin- Detender of the Faith brought his wife to 
the ficariold for the j^ood of )ier soul, nor tiiat .site was pregnant at the 
time, which w'ould have added much to the merit of the action, as there 
is the probahility that the child would have been liv'cetical. Casper 
Scioppins, wIk* ilouri'-hed in rhe same century, says in hif. CLsuei/m BdU 
Sticri that tin children of heretics should not l)e pardoned, lest, if they 
grow up, they be implicated in the wickedness of their parents, and perish 
eternally. 

Literature and religion seem to haxe been contending two hundred 
' years, iinintermittingly, which of them should he most efficient in banish¬ 
ing humanity and civility fioni the world,—the very things which it was 
their business to propagate and preserve, and without which they not 
only are useless but pernicious. Scioppiiis stood as bottle-holder to both, 
in their most desperate attacks. He. who was so munificent to children, 
in little fagots, little sw'ord.s, and little lialters, gave also a Christmas-box 
to James T. '•^^lixlpharmaium r/ii/aw JetU ifraionum et wneno aspidtim^ sub 
Philippi dMiOnui-'i Je Plmis nvpndpupatui lu\torui ibdito, tipposHum. ct sereui^simo 
Phmino, JaLitbo liritanniie strena; Januaria: lo.o, munet i misn/m,^' 

From the inexhaustible stores of his geneiosity he made another such 
’ present. “ Qollyrium Repium Bniannite rep^i, frraviier ex otulis lahorattii. mureri 
Sir Henry Wotton, who found him in Madiid, to requite him 
foi' his Christmas-box and box of eye-salve, ordered him t<» be whipped 
without a metaphor: on which Lavamia says, “Quid Hispane calleat 
Bcioppius hand scio; si quid tamen istiiis lingux in ipso fuit, tunc opinor 
exseruit maxime quando in Hispania Anglice vapulavit.” 'I’he remedies 
of Henry were less fallible, and his gifts more royal. 
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IV. BENIOWSKI AND APHANASIA.i 

jlphanasia. Voii .'ur /cvivin^ us ! you are leaving us! O 
Maurice! in these vast wildernesses are you, then, the only 
thins; cruel ? 

ihniowsii Apiianasia ! who, in the n.uiie of Heaven, couJd 
have told you this ? 

ylphanastfi. Your sighs when we met at lesson. 

Benio’vosh. And may not an exile sigh ? Docs the* merci¬ 
less Catharine, the murderer of her husband, — docs even ' she 
forbid it ? Loss of rank, of estate, of libeity, of country !— 

ylphanasia. You lu'id lust them, and still were happy. Did 
not you tell me that our studies were your consolation, ;ind that 
Ajihanasia was your heart’s content ? 

Benmnvshi. Innocence and youth should ever be unsuspicious. 

Aphanasia. 1 am, then, wicked in your eyes ! Hear me ! 
hear me ! It was no sus])icion in me. h'ly, Maurice! fly, my 
beloved Maurice ! my father knows your intention,—fly, fly ! 

1 have to tiiank Mr W. R. Morfil. Reailer in Sclavonic at the Uni¬ 
versity of Oxford, for the following infoimution about Beniowski. He 
has formed the subject of a ]ilay l>y the dramatist Kot/.ibiie and a long 
poem in Polish by Skowarki. Beiiiowski was Ixjni in Hungary in 11741. 
He entered the army of tlie Polisl^ Confederates, and was taken prisoner 
by the Russians and banished to Siberia. Kiri Khilov, tlie Governor of 
Kamscatka, treated him very kindly, and employid him in teaching his 
children languages. Beniowski was already married, but this did not 
prevent him from falling in lotT with Iiis pupil. Aphanasia. He induced 
her to escape with liim. taking witli them several other prisoners. After 
many hardships, they reached Formo.sa. and tltence got to Macao, near 
Hong Kong, and lliere Apiianasia died. Beniowski afterwards lived a 
wandering life, first fighting lor the Fteiich in Madagas.-ar, where they 
were trying to found a colony ; then fighting foi the Knglish in the same 
island against the French In this last .service lie was killed in a skirmish 
in the year 17X3. (Imag. Convers.. iii., 1828. Work's, i,, 1846, 
W ''oi kfi, V., 187G.) In Landor's own copy of his Imaginary Conversations, 
to be seen in the Forster Libiary at Soutli Kensington Museum, there 
occurs a small printed fragment of this Conversation, forming an addition 
ol several line.s. (See Note 2.) Every elfiart lias been made to trace this, 
fragment to tlie book or magazine from which it has been torn out, 
but without succes.s.]] 



Beniowski and Aphanasia. 

. > BeniomtskL Impossible ! how know it ? how suspect it ? Speak, 
my sweet girl! be calm. 

Aphanasia. Only do not go while there is nothing under 
■ heaven but the snows and sea. Where will you find food? 
Who will chafe your hands ? Wjio will warn you not to sleep 
Jest you should die ? And wJjosc voice, can you tell me, will 
help your smiles to waken you i* Maurice, dear Maurice, only 
stay until the summej-: my father will then have ceased to suspect 
.you, and I may learn horn you how to hear it. March, Ajjril, 
May—three months are little— you have been hero throe months 
—one fagot’s lilazc ! Do jjromise me. 1 will throw myself on 
the floor, and ask my good, kind father to let you leave us. 

Beniowski. A])lianasia! are you wild ! My dearest girl, 
abandon llie idea ! you ruin me; you cause my imprisonment, 
my deprivation of you, nry death. Listen to me ; 1 swear to do 
nothing without you. 

Aphanasia. Oh, yes ! you go without me. 

Beniowski. Painfuliesi of my thoughts ! No; here let rnc 
live,—here, lost, dcgnided, useless; and Aphrina.sia be the witness 
of nothing but my ignominy. O God! was I born foi this : is 
mine a light to set in this horizon ? 

Aphanasia, I do not under.sland you : did you j)ray ? May 
the saints of he.iven direct you ! but not to leave me ! 

Beniowski. O Aphanasia ! 1 thought you were too reason¬ 

able and too courageous tc* slied tears: you did not weep before; 
why do you now : 

Aphanasia.^ Ah ! why did you read to me, once, of tliosc 
two lovers who were buried in the same grave ? 

Beniowski. What two? there have been several. 

Aphanasia. Dearest, dearest Maurice ! are lovers, then, ofttai 
so happy to tl^e last ? God will be as good to us as to any ; for 
. surely we trust in him as much. Come, come along: let us run to 
the sea the whole way. There is fondness in your sweet, com¬ 
passionate face; and yet, I pray you, do not look,—oh do not 
’ look, at me ! I am so ashamed. Take me, take me with you ; 
Jet us away this instant! Loose me from your arms, dear 
Maurice; Jet me go; I will return again directly. Forgive me! 

From Aphanasia ” to “ much “ (6 lines) added in and ed.J 
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hut forgive me ! Do not think me viJc ! You do not: I know 
you do not, now you kiss me. 

Benwiushu Never will 1 consent to loose you, light of my 
deliverance ! Let this unite us eternally, my sweet espoused 
Aphynasia! 

Aphanasta, Espoused! O blessed day! O light from 
heaven! 1 could no longer be silent; 1 could not speak 
otherwise, 'I'he seas are very wide, they tell me, and covered 
with rocks of ice and mountains of snow for many versts, upon 
which there is not an aspen oi birch or alder to catch at, if the 
wind should blow hard, '^flieje is no rye, nor berries, nor little 
birds tamed '' by tlie frost, nor beasts asleep ; and many days, and 
many long, stormy nights must be endured upon the waves 
without food. Could you bear this quite alone ? 

Betmnvslti, Could you beai it, Aplianasia : 

Aphanasta. Alone, 1 could not. 

Bcrilowshi. Could you with me? Think again: wo both 
must suffer. 

Aphanasia. How can we, Maurice ? Shall not we die to¬ 
gether? Why do you clasp me so hard ? 

Benionvski. Could you endure to see, hour after Iiour, the 
deaths and the agonies of the brave ?—how many deaths! what 
dreadful agonies ! The fury of thirst, the desperation of hunger ? 
To hear their bodies plunged nightly into the unhallowed deep ; 
but first, Aphanasia, to hear them curse me as the author of their 
sufferings, the deluder of an inno< ent and inexperienced girl, 
dragging her with me to a watery grave, famislu'd and ghastly, 
so lovely and so joyous but the othi r day ? O my Aphanasia! 
there arc things whicli you have never heard, never should have 
heard, and must hear. You have read about the works of God 
in the creation ? 

Aphanasia. My father could teach me thus far: it is in the 
Bible. 

Benio^Mshi. You have rend, “In his image created he man,” 

Aphanasia, I thought it strange, until 1 saw you, Maurice! 

Bmiowski. Strange, then, will you think it that man himself 
breaks this image in his brother. 

['■* From E.'piiusfd ’’ to ‘‘ heaven added in 2nd ed.] 

From ‘‘ tamed ” to “ frost ” added in 2nd ed.] 
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jiphanasta. Cain did, and was accursed for it. 

Beniowski. We do, and are honored ; dislionored, if we do 
not. This is yet distant from the scope of my discourse. You 
have heard the wolves and bears howl about our sheds ? 

Aphanasia, Oh, yes ! and T have been told tliat they come 
upon the ice into the sea. But I am not afraid of them : 1 will 
give you a signal when they are near us. 

Beniowski. Hunger is sometimes so intolerable, it compels 
them to kill and devour one another. 

Aphanasia. "^riiey are violent and luirtful creatures; but that 
shocks me. 

Beniowski. What, if men did it ? 

Aphanasia. M<*i-cifui Redeemer! You do not mean, de¬ 
vour each otlier ? 

Beniowksi. Hunger lias driven men to this extremity. You 
doubt my words : astonisliment*’ turiivS you pale,—paler than ever 

Aphanasia. I do believe you.—Was I then so pale ? I 
know they kill one another wlu'n they are not famished ; can I 
wondci' that they eat one another when they are i I’he cruelty 
would be less, even without tire compulsion; but tlie killing did 
not seem so strange to me, because I had heard of it befiire. 

Beniowski. Tliink! our mariners may draw lots for the 
victim, or may seize the weakest. 

Aphanasia. T am the weakest; *' what can you say now ? O 
Ibolish girl to have spoken it! You liave hurt, you have hint 
your forehead I Do not stride away from rnc thus wildly! Do 
not throw back on me those reproaching, those terrifying glances ! 
Have the sailoi s no better hoj'es of living, strong as they are, and 
accustomed to the hardships and dangers of the ocean ? 

Beniowski. Hopes there are alw.iys, 

Aphanasia.^ Why, then, do you try to frighten me with what 
.is not and may not ever be ? Why look as if it pained you to be 
kind to me \ Do you retract the promise yet warm upon your 
lips \ Would you render the sea itself more horrible than it is? 
Am I ignorant that it has whirlpools and monsters in its bosom; 
and storms and tempests that will never let it rest; and revcngc- 

^ From “ astonishment ” to “ ever ” added in and ed.] 

First ed. reads : “ weakest. Are there no bjdter hopes ior them of 
living,” &c., five lines below.] 
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ful and remorseless men, that mix each other’s blood in its salt 
waters, when cities and solitudes :ne not vast enough to receive 
it ? The sea is indeed a very frightful thing': I will look away 
from it. I protest to you I never will be sad or frightened at it, 
if you will but let me go with you. If you will not, O Maurice, 
I shall die with fear; I shall never sec you again, though you 
return,— and yo\i will so wisli to see me ! For you will grow 
kinder when you are away. 

Benio‘Ufski. O Aphanasia ! little know you me or yourself. 

Aphanasta. While you are with rne, I know how dearly I 
love you ; when you are absent, I cannot think it hrdf, so ^ 
many sighs and sorrows interrupt me! And you will love 
me very much when you are gone ! Even this might pain 
you: do not let it ! No ! you have promised ; ’twas I who 
had forgotten it, not you. 

How your heart beats ! These are youi* tears upon my hair 
and shoulders. 

Benionvshi, May they be the last we shall mingle ! 

Aptmnasia, Let me run, tJien, and embrace my father: if he 
does not bless me, you ought not. 

Beniofivxii. Aphanasia, I will not refuse you even what 
would disunite us. J.et me, too, stay and perish ! 

Aphanasia, Ah, my most tender, most confiding father! 
must you then wt‘e]) for me, or must you hate me ? 

Benio'wski. We shall meet again ; and soon, perhaps. J 
promise it. The scaS will spare us. He who ins})irps the heart 
of Aphanasia will prest'rvc her days. 

E From “ fio " to me *' added in ind ed.J 
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V. BOSSUET AND THE DUCHESS DE FON- 

TANGES.i * 

Bossuet. Mademoiselle, it is the King’s desire t]\;U I com 
plimcnt you on tlie elevation you Jiave attained. 

Fonfan^is, O monseignour, I know very well what you 
mean. His Majesty is kind and polite to everybody. The last 
thing he said to me was, ‘‘Angcliquc! do not forget to,compli¬ 
ment Monseigneur the Bishop on the dignity I have conferri'd 
upon him, of almoner to the Dauphiness. I desired the appoint¬ 
ment for him, only that he might be of rank sufficient to confess 
you ,2 now you aie Duchess. Let him be your confessor, my 
little girl. He lias fine inannei*s.'’ 

Bossuet. 1 dai'i* not presume to ask you, mademoiselle, what 
was your gracious rejily to the condescension of our royal 
master. 

Fontanges. Oh, yes! you may. I told him T was almost 
sure I should be ashamed of confessing such naughty things to a 
person of high rank, who wiites like an angel. 

Bossuet. The obscr\ation was inspired, mademoiselle, by 
your goodness and moilesty. 

[i I am gf’ing to tell y u a ]>it'ce of news, whicli is no serref, and 
you will h.ivo the luppines of being ont* ol the first women to hear it. 
Madame de Fojitangrs is a ducht-'M with ajicnsion of twenty thoii'>aiul 
crowns. She received to-d.i her congratulations in lied. The King wa"! 
there publicly ; to-morrow she take-, her foot-stool at court, and goes for 
Easter lo an abbey which tlie King has given to one of her sisters. 
There is a separation for you, whicJi will reflect much gloiy on her con- 
fes.sor’.s .severity, home folk .say all this looks like a dismi.s.sal; for my 
part I do not think .so. but time wmII show.” Mme. de S6vignd, 6 April. 
i68o. Mine, de Fontanges has given a word to the French language. 
One day, while walking,-she noticed that her hair was coming down; and 
with her gart^V tied it uji with a bow over her forehead. A knot of 
ribbon was afterwards used for that purpo.st, and called by iier name. 
See note to the 1821 edition of Boileau i., p, 296. {Vol. iii., 1828. 
Works, i., 1846. Works, v., 1S76.)] 

■"The Abbe de Choisy says that she was belle lanme un mnu sotie 
comme un panier" 

P Note in 1st ed. reads; “ To confess ijov. 1 should be ashamed of using 
so ungiammatical an expie.ssion, if it were not the one in u.se on such 
occasions.** One line below, from "He” to ‘■manners” added in 
2nd ed.] 
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Fontanges. You are so agreeable a man,' monseigneur, I will 
confess to you, directly, if you like. 

Hossuet. Have you brought yourself to a pro|'>er frame of 
mind, young lady ? 

Fontangcs. What is tliat ? 

Bossuet. Do you hate sin ? 

Fontanges. Very mucli. 

Bossuet. Are you resolved to leave it off? 

Fontanges. 1 have left it off entirely since the King began 
to love me. I have never said a spiteful word of anybody 
since. 

Bossuet. In your opinion, mademoiselle, are there no other 
sins thi'in malice ? 

Fontanges. I never stole any thing; I never committed 
adultery ; 1 never coveted my neighbour’s wife ; I never killed 
any person, though several have told me they should die 
for me. 

Bossuet. Vain, idle talk 1 Did you listen to it ? 

Fontanges. Indeed I did, with both cars ; it seemed so 
funny. 

Bossuet. You have something to answer for, then. 

Fontanges. No, indeed, I have not, monseigneur. I have 
asked many times after them, and found they were all alive; 
which mortified me. 

Bossuet. So, then ! you would really liave them die foi' you ? 

Fontanges. Oh, no, no ! but 1 wanted to see whether they 
were in earnest, or told me fibs; for, if they told me fibs, J 
would never trust tiicm again. 1'^ do not care about lliem ; for 
the King told me I was only to mind him. 

Bossuet. Lowest and highest, we all owe to his Majesty our 
duty and submission. 

Fontanges. I am sure he has mine : so you need not blame 
me or question me on that. At first, indeed, when he entered 
the folding-doors, 1 was in such a flurry 1 could hear my heart 
beat across the cluimbcr ; by degrees I cared little about the 
matter; and at last, when I grew used to it, I liked it rather 
than not. Now, if this is not confession, what is ? 

Bossuet. W c must abstract the soul from every low mundane 
thought. Do you hate the world, mademoiselle ? 

From ‘‘ I '* to “ thought ” (iz lines) added in and ed.] 
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Font'an^es, A good deal of it: all Picardy, for exam)ili‘, and 
all Solognc; nothing is uglier,—and, oh my life! what fjightful 
men and women ? 

Bossuet. T would say, in plain language, do you hate th<‘ flesh 
and the Devil ? 

Fontanges. Who does not hate the Devi! ? Tf you will holil 
my hand the while, 1 will tell him so.—I hate you, beast I 
There now. As for flesli, I never could bear a fat man. 
Such peo])lo can nelthei’ dance nor hunt, nor d(» anything that 1 
know of. 


Bossuet. Mademoiselle Maiie - Angelique de Scoraille de 
Rousille, Duchess Je Pontanges! do you hate titles ^nd dignities 
and yourhclf ? 

Fontanges. Myself! does any one hate me? Why should J 
be the first? Ilatied is the worst thing in the world: it makes 
one so very ugly. 

Bossuet. 'Fo love God, we must hate ourselves. We must 
detest our bodies, if wo would save our souls. 


Fontanges. That is hard: how can 1 do it ? T see nothing 
so detestable in mine. Do you ? To love ivS easier. I love 
Ood whenever I think of him, he has been so very good to me ; 
but I cannot hale myself, if 1 would. As God hath not hated 
me, why sliould 1 ? IJeside, it was he who made the King to 
love me ; foi' 1 heart! you say in a vsermon tliat the hearts of kings 
are in his rule and governance. As for "titles and tlignities, I do 
not care much about them while his Majesty loves me, and calls 
me his Angelique. They make people more civil about us; and 
therefore it must be a slm))leton who hates or disregards them, 
‘and a hyjiocrlte who pretends it. I am glad to be a duchess. 
Manon ami Lisetlc have nevi'r tied my garter so as to hurt me 
since, nor has the mischievous old La Grange said anything cross 
or bold : on tlie contrary, she told me what a fine color and what 
a plumpness it gave me. Would not you rather be a duchess 
than a wailing-maid or a nun, if tlie King gave you your clioice ? 

Bossuet. l^irdon me, mademoiselle, I am confounded at the 


levity of your question. 

Fontanges. I am in earnest, as you see. 

Bossuet. Flattery wfill come before you in other and more 
dangerous forms: you will be commended for excelU nces which 


V. 
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do not belong to you ; and this you will find as injurious to your 
repose as to your virtue. An ingenuous mind ft'els in unmerited 
praise the bitterest reproof. If you reject it, you are unhappy; 
if you accept it, you are undone. The compliments of a king' 
are of themselves sufficient to jiervcrt your intellect. 

Fontanges. Tlierc you are mistaken twice over. It is not 
niy person that pleases him so greatly; it is my spirit, my wit, 
my talents, my genius, and that very thing which you have men¬ 
tioned—what was it ? my intellect. He never complimented me 
the least upon my beauty. Otheis have said tliat I am the most 
beautiful young cjcature under heaven j a blossom of Paradise, 
a nymph, an angel; woifh (let me whisper it in your ear—do 
I lean too hard ?) a thousand Montespans. But his Majesty 
never said more on the occasion tlian that 1 was imparagonable ! 
(what is that?) and that he adored me; liolding my hand and 
sitting quite still, when he might have romped with me and 
kissed me. 


BossueU I would aspire to the glory of converting you. 
Foniiwgcs. You may do anything with me but convert me: 
you must not do th.it ; 1 am a Catholic born. M. de Turenne 
and Mademoiselle de Dums were heretics; you did right there. 


The King told tlio chancellor that he prepareil them, that the 
business was arranged f(>r you, and iliat you had nothing to do 
but to get ready the arguments and responses, which you did' 


gallantly,—did not you? And yet Mademoiselle de Duras Was 
very awkward for a long wln'le afterward in crossing herself, and 
was once remarked to beat lier breast in tlie litany with the 


points of two fingers at a time, when every one is tauglit to use 
only the second, wlieihcr it lias a ring upon it or not. I am 
sorry she did so; for people might think her insincere in her 
conversion, and pretend that she kept a finger for yach religion. 
liossueL It would be as uncharitable to doubt the conviction 


of Mademoiselle de Duras as that of M. le Marechal. 


Fontan^es, i have heard .some fine verses, I can assure you, 
monseigneur, in wliich you arc called the conqueror of Turenne.. 
I should like to have been his conqueror myselti he was so great 
a man. I understand that you liave lately done a much more 
difficult thing. 

Bossuet, To what do you refer, mademoiselle ? 
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Fonlan^^fs. That you have overcome quietism. Now, in the 
name of wonder, how could you manage that ? 

Bossuet. By the grace of God. 

Fontanges. Yes, indeed; but never until now did God give 
any preacher so much of his grace as to subdue tliis pest. 

Bossuet. It has appeared among us but lately, 

Fontanges. Oh, dear me! I have always been subject to it 
dreadfully, from a child. 

Bossuet. Really ! I n(“\ei‘ heard so. 

Fontanges. I checked myself :is well as I could, although 
they constantly told me I looked well in it. 

Bossuet. In what, mademoiselle ? 

Fontanges. In quietism; that is, when I fell asleep at serm on- 
time, 1 am ashamed that such a learned and pious man as 
M. de Fenelon should incline to it,* as they say he does. 

Bossmt. Mademoiselle, you quite mistake the matter. 

Fontanges. Is not then M. de Fenelon thought a very pious 
and learned })erson ? 

Bossuet. And justly. 

Fontanges. 1 liaA'e read a great way in a romance he has 
begun, about, a knight-errant in search of a father. The King 
says there are many such about his court ; but T ntwer saw them 
nor heard ot them before, d'ho Mareluoness de la Motto, his 
relative, brought it to me, written out m a charming hand, as 
much avS the co]>y-b()ok would hold; and I got through, I know 
not how lar. If he liad gone on with the nymphs in the grotto, 
,I never should lia\e been tned of him; hut he quite forgot his 
■ own stoiy, and left them at once; in a Imrry (I supjiose) to set 
out upon his mission to Saintonge in the pays tV Aunts^ where 
the King has promised him a famous herciie-hunt. He is, I do 
' assure you, a wonderful creature: he understands so much Italia 
and Greek, and knows all the tricks of the sorceresses. Yct‘^ you 
„keep him under, 

■ * The ophilnns of Molinof. ou Mysticism and Quieti-sm li.icl began to 
Spread abroad; but Kuielon, wbo bad acquired already a veiy liigli cele- 
'brity for eloquence, had iu>t yet written on the suhiect. We may well 
’-'Suppose that JJo^.'.uet wa.s among the earliest assailants of a system which 
• he afterward atcacked so vehemently. The stormier superstition swept 
away the more vapory. 

From “ Yet ” to ** tinder ” added in and ed.] 



84 Imaginary Conversations. 

Bossuet. Mademoiselle, if you really have any thing to con¬ 
fess, and if you desire that I should have the honor of absolving 
you, it would be better to proceed in it, than to oppress me with 
unmerited eulogies on my humble labors, 

Fontanges^ You must first direct me, monseigneur: I have 
nothing paiticulai. The King assures me there is no harm 
whatever in his lovt- toward me. 

Bossuet* That depends on your thoughts at the moment. 
If you abstract the mind from the body, and turn your heart 
toward heaven— 

F(mtaw;^rs. O monseigneur, I always did so—every time but 
once—you quite make me blush. Let us converse about some¬ 
thing else, or 1 shall grow too serious, just as you made me the 
other day at the funeral sermon. And now let me tell you, my 
Lord, you compose such pretty funeral sermons, I hojie 1 sliall 
have the pleasure of hearing you preach mine. 

Bossuet. Rather let us hope, niademoisi’lle, tliat the hour is 
yet far distant when so melancholy it service will l>e ^icrformed 
for you. May he wlio is unborn be the sad announcer of your 
depaiture hence ! * May he indicate to those around him many 
virtues not pcihaps yet fiill-blown in you, and point triumphantly 
to many faults and foibles checked hy you in their early growth, 
and lying dead on the open road you. sliall have left behind you! 
To me the painful duty will, I trust, be spared; 1 am advanced 
in age ; you are a child. 

Fcmtarigcs. Oh, no ! I am seventeen. 

Bossuet. I sheulvl have supjiosed you younger by two years at 
least. Ihit ilo you collect nothing Ifoni your own reflection, 
which raises so many in my breastYou think it ])osbible that ], 
aged as 1 am, may preach a sermon on your funeral. Alas, it is 
so! such things have been. Thereis, however no funeral So 
sad to follow as tlie funeral of our own youth, which we have 
been pamjiering with fond desires, ambitious hopes, and all the 
bnght berries that hang in poisonous clusters over the path of life. 

Fontanges. I never minded them : 1 like peaches better; and 
one a day is quite enough for me. 

* Bossuet was in his fifty-fourth year; Mademoiselle de Fontangejl 
died in childbed the year lollowjng: he .survived her twenty-three. 

P From “ 'I'here” to ^'■Bossuet ” (7 Hne.s) added in znd ed.] 
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Bossuef. We say that our days are few; and, saying it, we 
‘say too much. Maiie-Angelique, we have but one; the past 
are not ours, and who can promise us the future? This in 
which we live is ours only while we live in it; the next moment 
may strike it off from us ; the next sentence I would utter may 
be broken and fall between us.* Tlie beauty that has made a 
thousand hearts to beat at one instant, at the succeeding has been 
without pulse and color, without admirer, friend, companion, 
follower. She by whose eyes the march of victory shall 'have 
been directed, whose name shall have animated armies at the 
extremities of the earth, drops into one of its crevices and mingles 
with its dust. Duchess dc Fontanges! think on this! Lady I 
so live as to think on it undisturbed I 

Fontanges. O God I I am quite alarmed. Do not talk thus 
gravely. It is in vain tliat you speak to me in so sweet a voice. 
I am frightened even at the rattle of the beads about my neck: 
take them off, ;;iul let us talk on other things. What was it that 
dropped on thi* floor as you were sj)eaking ? It 8eemc*d to shake 
the room, though it sounded like a pin or button. 

Bossuet. Never mind it; leave it tliere; I pray you, I 
im))Iorc you, niadame! 

FonUitiges^ Why do you rise ? Why do you run ? Why 
not let me ? I am nimbler. So, your jing fell from your hand, 
my Lord Bishop I How quick you are ! Could not you have 
trusted me to pick ii up ? 

Bossuet. Madame is too condescending: had tliia happened, 
I should have been overwhelmed with confusion. My hand is 
shrivelled: the ring has ceased to fit it. A mere accident may 
draw us into perdition ; a mere accident may bestow on us the 
' means of grace. A pebble has moved yoii more than my words. 


. * Though Btrtsuet was capuMe of uttering and even of feeling such 
a sentiment, his conduct U)wards Fcn<?lon. the fairest apparition tliat 
Christianity ever presented, was ungenerous and unju'tt. 

While the diocese of Cambray was ravaged by Louis, it was .spared by 
Marlborough ; who said to tJie Archbishop that, if he was .sorry he had 
not taken Cambray, it was chiefly becau.se he lo.st for a time the pleasure 
of visiting so great a man. Peterborough, the next of our generaU in 
glory, paid his respects to him some years afterward. 

f* First ed. reads: '^Bossuet. Leave it there. Fmianges. Your ring 
fell,” &c.] 



86 Imaginary Conversations. 


Fontanges. It pleases me vastly: I admire rebics. I wili^■C 
ask the King for one exactly like it. This is the time he usually* 
comes from the chase. I am sorry you cannot be present to hear . 
how prettily I shall ask him : but that is impossible, you know; 
for 1 shall do it just when I am ccitain he would give me any 
thing. He s;iid so himself: he said but yesterday,— 

Such a swtri creature is worth a world ; ” 


,ind no actor on tlie stage was more like a king than his Majesty 
was when he spoke it, if he had hut kept his wig and lobe on. 
And yet you know he is rather stiff and wrinkled for so great a 
monarcli; and his eyes, I am afraid, are beginning to fail him, he 
looks so close at things. >; 

Bossuet. Mademoiselle, such is the duty of a prince who 
desires to conciliate our reg.ird and love. . 

Fontanges. Well, I think so too, tliough 1 did not like it in,*^!^ 
him at lirst. 1 am sure he will onler ihe ring for me, and I 
confess to you with it upon my linger. But lirst 1 must W ' 
cautious and particular to know of him how much it is his royal 
will that 1 should say. 


VI. JOHN OP GAUNl' AND JOANNA OF 

KENT. 1 

Joanna. How is this, my cousin,* that you are besieged in 
your own house, by the citizens of Loudon ? 1 thought you 

WLMC their idol. 

The same day that Wiclife was convontod thus at London before the 
Bishops and other I,ords, through a word .sj)oki.'n in rcjiroach hy the Duke 
of Lancaster unto tju; Bishop of London, stniightw;;^'.s the I.ondoners 
getting them to armour, meant to have slain the Duke. . . 'I'he Duke 
and the Ix)r(l Henry Percy hearing of this riouuis stir and rebellious 
commotion, forsoke ilieir dinner, and fit J to Kenington, where the Lord 
Richard, son to the Pjince, together i-vith his mother, then remained, 
exhibiting before their presence a grievous complaint of the opprobrious 
injuries done unto them by the wilfull o trjge of the Londoners,’ Holin* 
shed’s Chronicle. (Imag. Convers. iv., 829. Works, i., 1846. Works, 
V., 1876.)] 

^ Joanna, called die Fair Maid of Kent, was cousin ol the Black Prince, 
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Gaunt. If their idol, madam, I am one which they may tread 
on as they list when down ; but which, by my soul and knight¬ 
hood ! the ten best battle-axes among them shall find it hard work 
to iinshrine. 

Pardon me: 1 have no right perhaps to take or touch this 
hand ; yet, my sister, bricks and stones and arrows are not 
presents fit for you. Let me conduct you some paces hence. 

Joanna. I will speak to those below in the street. Quit my 
hand ; they shall obey me. 

Gaunt. If you intend to order my death, madam, your 
guards who have enleied my court, and whose s])urs and halberts 
I hear upon the staircase, may overpower my domestics ; and, 
seeing no such escape as becomes my dignity, I submit to you. 
Behold my sword at your feet! Some formalities, I trust, will 
be used in the pioceedings against me. Ivntitle me, in my at¬ 
tainder, not John of Gaunt, not Duke of Lancaster, not King of 
Castile ; nor commemorate my father, the most glorious of 
princes, the vanquislier and pardoner of the most powerful; nor 
style me, what those who loved or who llattercd me did when 1 
was haj>pier, cousin to the I'air Maid of Kent. Joanna, those 
days are over! But no eni'my, no law, no eternity can take away 
from me, or moie further off, my affinity in blood to the con¬ 
queror in the field of Crccy, of Poitiers, and N.ijora. fidward 
was my brother when he was but your cousin: and the edge of 
my shield has clinked on his in many,a battle. Yes, we were 
ever near,—if not in worth, in danger.- 

Joanna. Attainder ! God avert it! Duke of Lanc.ister, 
what daik thought—alas i iliat the Regency should have known 
it! I came hither, sir, for no such purpose as to ensnare or 
incriminate or alarm you. 

These weeds might surely have protected me from the fresh 
tears you hive drawn forth. 

Gaunt. SivSter, be comforted ! this visor, too, has felt them. 

Joanna. O my Edward ! my own so lately! Thy memory— 

whom she married. John of Gaunt was suspected of aiming at tin; crown 
in the beginning of Richard's minority, which, increasing the h.ilred of 
the people against him for favouring the sect ol Wickliffe, excited them to 
demolish his house and to demand his impeachment. 

First t*d. reads: “ danger. She weeps. Jbawftf,” &c.] 
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tliy beloved image—which never hath abandoned rr.e, makes me 
bold: I dare not ^say “ generous ; for in saying it I should 
cease to be so,—and who could be called generous by the side of 
thee ? I will rescue from perdition the enemy of my son. 

Cousin, you loved your brother. Love, then, what was dearer 
to him than his life ; protect what he, valiant as you have seen 
him, cannot! The father, who foiled so many, hath left no- 
enemies ; the innocent child, who can injure no one, linds 
them. 

Why have you unlaced and laid aside your visor? l^o not ex¬ 
pose y'our body to those missiles. Hold your shield bi'forc your¬ 
self, and step aside. I need it not. I am resolved — 

Gaunt. On what, my cousin ? Speak, and by the I .ord! it 
shall be done. This breast is your shield ; this arm is mine. 

Joanna. Heavens! who could have hurled those masses of 
stone from below ? they stunned me. Did they descend all of 
them together ; or did they split into fragments on hitting the 
j;avement ? 

Gaunt. Tmly, I was not looking that way: they came, 
must believe, while you weie speaking. 

Joanna. Aside, aside 1 furthi'r back ! disregard tne / Look ! 
that last arrow slicks half its licad deep in the wainscot. It 
shook so violently I did not see the feather at lirst. 

No, no, Lancaster I J will not permit it. Take your shield up 
again ; and keep it all befori* you. Now stc-p aside : I am re¬ 
solved to piove whether the people will hear me. 

Gaunt. Then, madam, by your leave— 

Joanna. Hold! forbear 1'^ Come hither! hither,—not forward. 

Gaunt. Villains 1 Uikc back to your kitchen those spits and 
skewers that you forsooth would fain call swords and arrows; 
and keep your bricks and stones for your graves ! 

Joanna. Jmjjrudent man ! who can save you^ I shall be 
frightened ; I must speak at once. 

O good kind people I yc who so greatly loved me, when I am 
sure T had done nothing to deserve it, have I (unhappy me!) 
no nterit with you now, when I would assuage your anger, pro¬ 
tect your fair fame, aud send you home contented with yourseJveir ~ 


f** From Forbear ! ” to “ forward ” added in znd ed.j 
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and me ? Who is he, worthy citizens, whom yc would drag to 
slaughter ? 

True, indec'd, he did revile some one. Neither I nor you can 
sjjy whom,—some feaster and rioter, it seems, who had little right 
(he thought) to carry sword or bow, and who, to slunv it, hath 
slunk away. And then another raised his anger ; he was indig- 
.nant that, under his roof, a woman should be exposed to stoning. 
Which of you would not be as choleric in a like affront ? In the 
house of which among you, should I not be protected as resolutely ? 

No, no : I never can believe those angry cries. Let none ever 
•tell me again he is the enemy of my son, of his king, your darling 
child, Ricljard. Are your feans more lively than a poor weak 
female’s ? than a mother’s ? yours, whom he hath so often led to 
victory, and praised to his father, naming each,—he, John of 
Gaunt, the defender of the hel])Iess, the comforter of the desolate, 
the rallying signal of the desperately brave ! 

Retire, Duke of I.ancaKte)'! This is no time— 

Gaunt. Madam, I obey; but not through terror of that 
puddle at the house-door, which my handful of dust would dry 
up. Deign to command me ! 

Joanna. I n the name ol' my son, then, retire ! 

Gaunt. Angelic goodness ! I must fairly win it. 

Joanna. I think I know his voice that crieth out, “ Who will 
answer for him ? ” An honest and loy.il man’s, one who would 
counsel and save me in any diiliculty and danger. Witli what 
pleasure and satisfaction, with wdiat perfect joy and contidence, 
do I answer our right-trusty and well-judging friend ! 

“Let Lancaster bring his sureties,” say you, “ and wc sepa¬ 
rate.” A moment yet before we separate ; if I might delay you 
so long, to receive your sanction of those sureties : for, in such 
grave matters, it would ill become us to be over-hasty. I could 
bring fifty, I cAuld bring a hundred, not from among soldiers, not 
from among courtiers ; but selected from yourselves, were it 
equitable and fair to show such partialities, or decorous in the 
parent and guardian of a king to offer any other than herself. 

Raised by the hand of the Almighty from amidst you, but still 
, one of you, if the mother of a family is a part of it, here 1 stand 
surety for John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster, for his loyalty and 
allegiance. 
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Gtimil (^nnijimg ioivarfi Joanna^. Arc the rioters, then, buret- 
ing into the chamber through the windows ? 

Joanna. The windows and doors of this solid edifice rattled’ 
and shook at the people’s acclamation. My word is given for, 
you: this was theirs in return. Lancaster! what a voice have ' 
the peojjle when they speak out I It shakes me with astonish¬ 
ment, almost with consternation, while it establishes the throne: 
wli.it must it be when it is lifted up in vengeance! 

Gnuni. Wind ; vapor— 

Joanna. Which none can wield nor liold. Need I say this 
to my cousin of Lancaster? 

Gaunt. Rather say, madam, tliat there is always one star 
above which can tranquillize and contml them. 

Joanna. Go, cousin ! another time more sincerity ! 

Gaunt. You have this d.'iy saved my life from the people ; for 
1 now sec my danger better, when it is no longer close before me. 
My Christ! if ever I forget— 

Joanna. Swear not: every man in I'ingland hath sworn what 
you would swcai. But if you abandon my Richard, my brave 
and beautiful child, may—Oh I I could never curse, nor wish an 
evil ; but, if you desert him in the hour of need, you will think 
ijf those who have not deserted you, .ind your own great heart 
will lie heavy on you, Lancaster! 

Am 1 graver th.in I ought to be, that you look dejected ? 
Come, then, gentle cousin, lead me to my horse, and accompany 
me home. Richard will embiace u.s tenderly. Every one is 
dear to every other upon rising out fit'sh from jieril; affectionately 
then will he look, sweet boy, upon his mother and his uncle I 
Never mind how many questions lie may ask you, nor how strange 
ones. His only displeasure, if he has any, will be that he stood 
not against the rioters or among them. 

Gaunt. Oltler than he have been as fond of rtiischicf, and as 
fickle in the choice of a party, 

I shall tell him that, coming to blows, the assailant is often in 
the right; that the assailed is always. 
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VIL THE LADY LISLE AND ELIZABETH 

GAUNT.i * 

Lady Lisle. Mad.'im, I am confident you will pardon me; 
for affliction teaches forgiveness. 

FAhe.aheth Giiunt. I’rom the ceil of the condemned we are 
going, unless niy ho]K*s mislead me, where alone we can receive it, 

'I’cll me, T beseech you, lady! in what matter or manner do 
you think you can have offended a poor sinner such as I am. 
Surely wc come into this dismal place for our offences; and 
it is not hej'e that any can be given or taken. 

Lady Lish'. Just now, when 1 entered the prison, I saw your 
countenance serene and cheerful ; you looked upon me for a time 
with an unaltered eye: you turned away from me, as I fancied, 
only to utter some expiessions of devotion ; and again you looked 
njion me, and tears rolled down your face- Alas that 1 should, 
by any circumstance, any action or recollection, make another 
unhappy! Alas that I should deepen the gloom in the very 
shadow of death! 

Fli'Z.abeth Gaunt. Be Ct>mfoited; you have not done it. 
Grief softcjis and melts and flows away with tears. 

I wept because another was greatly more wretched than myself. 
I wept at thru black attire,—at that rlttiie of modesty and of 
widowhood. 

Lady LAsle. It coveis a wounded, almost a broken, heart,— 
an unworthy offering to our blessed Redeemer. 

Elizabeth Gaunt. In his name let us now rejoice ! Let us 
offer our prayers and our thanks at once together! We may 
yield up our souls, perhaps, at the same hour. 

P The louncliition of this C'onvor^ation is a passage in Burnet, vol. i., 
649, where he clesciilies the persecution and execution of these two 
women. They never could have met, as described, and it was probably 
the occurrence of their names on the same page w'hich brought them to¬ 
gether in tliis Conversiition (Imag. Convers- iv., i8z6. Work.s, i., 1846. 
Work.s, V., 1876.)^ 

* Burnet relates from William Penn, who was pre.sent, that Elizabeth 
Gaunt placed the fagots round her body with her own hands. Lady Lisle 
was not burned alive, though sentenced to it; bat hanged and beheaded. 
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Ijiuly I Ash'. Is mine so pure ? Have I l)emoancH, as I should 
have tlone, the faults I have committed ? Have my sighs arisen 
for tl’.e unmerited mercies of my God; and not rather for him, 
the beloved of my heart, the adviser and sustalner I huve lost ? 

0)K‘n, O gates of Death ! 

Smile on me, approve my last action in this world, O virtuous 
husband ! O saint and martyr! my brave, compassionate, and 
loving Lisle. 

Kli^ahi'th Gaunt, And cannot you too smile, sweet lady ? 
Are not you with him even now ? Doth body, doth clay, doth 
air, se})arate and cstiange free spirits? Bctliink you of his glad¬ 
ness, of his glory ; and begin to paitake them. 

Oh ! how could an Englishman, how could twelve, condemn 
t<i death—condemn to so great an evil as tht-y thought it and may 
ilnd it—this innocent and helj)less widow ? 

iMtly Lisle. Blame not that jury 1—blame not the jury which 
brought against me the verdict of guilty. I was so : I received 
in my house a wanderer who had fought under the rrish and giddy 
Monmouth. He was Iiungry and thirsty, and I took him in. 
My Saviour had commanded, my King had forbidden, it.- 

Yet the twelve would not have delivered me over to death, 
unless the judge had threatened them with an accusation of 
treason in ilofuilt of it. Terror maile them unanimous : they 
redeemed their properties and lives at the stated price. 

LAvzabeth Gaunt. 1 hope, at least, the unfortunatt* man whom 
you received in the hour of dangei’ mi\y avoid his penalty. 

Lady Lisle. Let us hope it. 

FJizaheth Gaunt, I, too, am imprisoned for the same offence; 
and I have little ex.]’ectation that he who was concealed by me 
hath any chance of happiness, although he hath escaped. Could 
1 find the means of conveying to him a small pittance, I should 
leave the world the more comfortably, 

Lady Lisle. Trust in (.jlod ; not in one thing or another, but 
in all. Resign the care of this wanderer to his guidance. 

Jilizabtih Gaunt. He abandoned that guidance. 

Lady Lisle. Unfoi Lunitte ! how can money then avail him ? 

Elizabeth Gaunt. Ti might save him from distress and from 

[3 First ed. reads : “ it. We must bend to the authority of both ; but 
first to the earlier, and most willingly to die better. Yet,” &C.3 
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despair, from the taunts of the hard-hearted and from the in¬ 
clemency of the godly. 

Lady lAsle, In godliness, O my friend ! there cannot be 
inclemency. 

Eh’x.aheib Gaunt. You are thinking of perfection, my dear 
lady; and 1 marvid not at it, for wlwt else hath ever occupied 
your thoughts ! But godliness, in almost the best of us, often is 
austere, often uncomjjliiint and rigid,—proncr to reprove than to' 
pardon, to drag back or thrust aside tlian to invite and help 
onward. 

Poor man! I nevei knew him before; I cannot tell how he 
shall endure his self-reproach, or wliethcr it will bring him to 
calmer thoughts hereafter. 

Lady Lisle. I am not a busy idler in curiosity ; nor, if I 
were, is there time 'enough left me for indulging in it; yet gladly 
would 1 le.'irn the history of events, at the first appearance so 
resembling tliose in mine. 

Elizabeth Gaunt. The person's name I never may dis¬ 
close ; which would be the worst thing I could betmy of the 
trust lie jjiaced in me. IJ(' took refuge in my humble dwell¬ 
ing, imploring me in the name of Christ to harbor Iiim for a 
season. Food .ind raiment were afforded him unsparingly ; yet 
hi.s fears matle him shiver throiigli them. Whatever I could urge 
of prayer and exhortation was not wanting ; still, although he 
prayed, he was disquieted. Soon came to my cars the declaration 
of the King, that his Majesty would lather pardon a rebel than 
the concealer of a lebel. The Impe was a faint one ; but it wr/j 
a hope, ami 1 gave it him. His thanksgivings were now more 
^ardent, his ])rayejs more humble, and oftener repeated. They did 
not strengtJien his heart; it was unjiunfied and unprepared for 
them. Poor creature ! he consented with it to betrav me ; and 
I am condemned to be burned alive. Can we believe, can we 
encourage the hope, that in his weary way through life lie will 
' find those only who will conceal from him the knowledge of this 
execution ? Heavily, too heavily, must it weigh on so irresolute 
and infirm a breast. 

Let it not move you to weeping. 

Lady Lisle. It does not; oli! it does not. 

Elizabeth Gaunt. What, then ? 
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iMidy huh. Youi siintl) Icndcints , yoiu In iv« nl) tianquillity, 
Ehxibith if dun!, No, no ibstiiii' ibst iin ' Jt \\ F who 
gtK\td , il wis 1 vho doubted. Let ii now bt himi \v( hive 
both the simc jock, to icst upon, btc • I slud no tei . 

I siud his Jik, in unpioliubJc nd (1 K u) a joyh s one ; he, 
by God’s m CL, Ills thiown opt n to me, ind it in cuhtr houi 
than e\ir I \intu!(d to i Np'et it, the avenm to cttmil bh s. 

luidy huh O mv '’O )d iijgcl ’ tint bisticwest with flish 
flowtis I pith ilu idy smooth ind pU isint to nii., nnv those 
timoious men who hi\c beti i\ul, ind tJiosi ms^uidtd one > who 
hi\L jiciSLcutcd, us, bi coiistiou'. on thui dt ith-bcds th t we hnc 
cnti iid It ' md they too will it list hnd lesi. 


Mil. Tllb bMPRI.SIS LATHARINI AND PRIN* 

Cl hS DASHKOJ ’ 

CdlUutm. Into his hciit ' into his tn u • If h isc ipi ,wc 
I Liisli. 

Do \ou think, 1) ishkof, tluy cm li n iiii thioii h tin. double 
door ^ Yis; link' tlii) heiid ni tlu\ luxe dom. it. 

\\hit bubblip > and ;ui;;hin • he gioim 1 but onee 

Liiten ' bii blood is busiei now thin it e\n \v is b Km I 

{' I lit aiiedt eiilud ji ^lii (tneeisiti nisiiilii 1 ii iJ P i i II] 

ot Kns la w i i in n ol biiitil ]) ton ml 1 I i ei! ii t lliet ( iiiiiiin< 

wi a worn in f sii|Hiior intilieet it <t itibri i (iuTutti an I Ii 11 sui 
IcicJ ftom 111! iiii I II 1 lint* il tu illui i tK r > i \] Ion Iki i hkIikI 

ishieh 1 mlot In null iittdUs blul 111 n ui Ki ol P<tei (II if he 

was mill lend toils. piiCL it I ( (j ha 13 miU il im l*e(i.tli >i where 
Lath u me wi ii the time OHi iill\ ill I li i* idii lompli 
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. should not have thought it could have splashed so loud upon the 
' floor, although our bed, indeed, is rather of the highest. 

Put your ear against tlie lock. 

Dashkof, I hear nothing. 

Catharine, My ears are quicker than yours, and know these 
notes better, f.et me come.—Hear nothing ! *You did not wait 
long enough, nor with coolness and patience. 'Phere !—^there 
again ! The drops are now like lead: every half-minute they 
penetrate the eider-down and the mattress.— How now ! which 
of these fools has brought liis dog with him ? What tramping 
and la]q)ing ! the creature will carry the marks all about the 
palace with his feet and muzzle. 

Dashkof. Oh, heavens ! 

Catharine, Arc you afraid ? 

Dashkof. Thcr(‘ is a horror that surpasses fear, and will have 
none of it. I knew not this before. 

Catharine. You turn pale and tremble. You should have 
supported me, in case 1 had required it. 

Dashkof. I thouglit only of the tyrant. Neither in life nor 
in death could any one of t.hese miscreants make me tremble. Put 
the husband slain by his wife ! —I saw not into my heart j I looked 
not into it, and it chastises me. 

Catharine. Dashkof, are you, then, really unwell ? 

Dashkof What will Russia, what will Eurojjc, say ? 

Catharine. Russia has no more voice’lhan a whale. ,She may 
toss about in her turbulence ; but nty artillery (for now, indeed, T 
can safely cjill it mine) shall stun and quiet her. 

Dashkof. God grant— 

Catharine. I cannot but laugh at thee, my pretty Dashkof! 
God grant, forsooth ! He has granted all we wijnted from him 
at present,—tlie safe removal of this odious’ l\‘tcr. 

Dashkof. ?et Peter loved you ; and even the worst husband 
must leave, surely, the recollection of some sweet moments. 
The sternest must have trembled, both with apprehension and 
with hope, at the first alteration in the health of his consort ; at 
the first jiromise of true union, imperfect without progeny. 
Then, thei c are tlianks rendered together to heaven, and satis¬ 
factions communicated, and infant words intcrpivted ; and when 
the one has failed to pacify the shaq) cries of babyhood, pettish 
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and impatient as sovereignty itself, the success of the other in 
calming it, and the unetivied triumph of this exquisite ambition, 
and the calm gazes that it wins upon it. 

Catharine. Arc these, my sweet friend, your lessons from the 
Stoic school ? Are not tliey, rather, the pale-faced rcllcctions of 
some kind cpithalami.ist from l^ivonia or Bessarabia ? Come, 
come away. I iini to know notliing at present of the deplor- 
abk- OLCurrence. Did not you wish his death ? 

Dashko/, It is not his death that sliocks me. 

C'ltharine. I understcind you: beside, you said as much 
before. 

Dnshkof. I fear for your renown. 

Catharine. And for your own good name,—ay, Dashkof ? 

Dashko/ lie was not, nor did I ever wish him to be, my 
friend. 

Catharine. You hated him. 

Dashkof. Even hatred may be plucked up too roughly. 

Catharine. Europe shall be informed of my reasons, if she 
should ever find out that I countenanced the conspiracy. Slie 
shall he persuaded that her repose made the step necess.iry; that 
my own life was in danger; that I fell upon niy knees to soften^ 
tl." conspirators; that, only when I had fainted, the lioiTibl$!\ 
deed was dotie. She knows already tliat Peter was always 
ordering new exercises and uniforms; and my ministers can 
evince .it the first audience my womanly love of jieace. 

Dashkof Euro})e may be more easily subjug.ited tlwn 
duped. 

Catharine. She sliall be both, God willing. 

Dashkof. The majesty of thrones will seem end;ingered by 
this open violence. 

Catharine. Tlie majesty of thrones is never in jeopardy by 
those who sit u])on them. A sovereign may cover one with > 
blood more safe!) than a suliject can pluck a feather out of the 
cushion. It is only when the people docs the violence that we 
hear an ill lepoit of it. Kings poison and stab one another 
in pure legitimacy. Do your republican ideas revolt from such a 
doctrine ? 

Dashkof I do not question this right of theirs, and never 
will ojipose their exercise of it. But if you prove to the people 
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how easy a matter it is to extinguish an empoor, and 
how pleasantly and prosj)erously we may live after it, is it not 
probable that they also will now and then try the experiment; 
particularly, if any one in Russia should hereafter hear of 
glory and honor, and how immortal are these by the consent of 
^ mankind, in all countries and ages, in him who teleases the 
world, or any part of it, from a lawless and ungovernable despot ? 
The chances of escape arc many, and the greater if lie shotild 
have no accomplices. Of his renown there is no doubt at all ; 
that is placed above chance and beyond time, by the sword 
he hath ex(Tcised so righteously. 

Catharine. "I’rue; but we must reason like democrats no 
longer. Re|iublieanism is the best thing we can have, when wc 
cannot have ])Ower; but no one ever held the two together. I 
am now autocrat. 

Dashhof. Truly, then, may I congratulate you. The dignity 
is the highest a mortal can attain. 

Catharine, I know and feel it. 

Dashliof. 1 wish you always hiay. 

Catharine. I doubt not the stability of power * T can niake 
constant both fortune and love. My Dashkof smiles at this 
conceit: she has here the same advantage, and does not envy her 
friend even the autqcracy. 

Dashkof. Indeed I do, and most jicartily. 

Catharine, How ? 

Dashkof. I know very well what those intended wlio first 
composed the word; but they blundered egrcgiously. In spile 
of them, it signifies ])o\vcr over oneself,—of all power the most 
enviable, and the least consistent with power over others. 

I liope and trust there is no danger to you from any mem¬ 
ber of the council-board inflaming the guards or other soldiejy. 

Catharine. The members of the council-board did not sit at 
it, but vpon it; and their tactics were performed croas-Jegg('d. 
What partisans are to be dreaded of that commander-in-chief 
whose chief command is over pantaloons and facings, whose 
utmost glory is perched on loops and feathers, and who fancies 
that battles are to be won rather by pointing the hat than tlte 
cannon ? 

Dashkof. Peter was not insensible to glory; few men are: 

- V. G 
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but wiser heads tlian his have been perplexed in the road to itj' 
and many have lost it by their ardor to attain it. I have always 
said tliat, unless we devote ourselves to the public good, we may 
periiaps be celebrated; but it is beyond the power of fortune, or 
even of genius, to exalt us above the dust. 

Catharine. Dashkof, you arc a sensible, sweet creature; but 
rather too romantic on principle^ and rather too vlsionai"y on 
glory. 1 shall always both esteem and love you; but no other 
woman in Liurope will be great enough to endure you, and you 
will really ])ut tiie men burs tk romhat. Thinking is an enemy 
to beauty, and no friend to t(;ndcrness. Men cun ill brook it 
one in another: in women it renders them what they would fain 
call “scornful” (vain assumption of high prerogative!) and what 
you would find bestial and outrageous. As for my reputation, 
which J know is dear to you, I cun purcliase all the best writers 
in liurojie with u snufrix)x each, and all the remainder with its 
contents. Not a gentleman of the Acatiemy but is enchanted by 
a toothpick, if I deign to send it him. A brilliant makes me 
Scmir.imis ; a watch-chain, Venius; a ring, .luno. Voltaire is 
my friend. 

DashLof. He was r'rederick’s. 

Catharine. I shall be tlu* Pucellr of Russia. No! I had 
forgotten : he has treated her scandalously. 

Dashkof. Hoes your Majesty v.ilue the Hatteries of a writer 
who ridicules the most virtuous and glorious of his nation ; who 
crouched before that monster of Infamy, Louis XV.; and that 
worse monster, the king his predecessor i* He reviled, with 
every indlgiuty and indecency, the woman who rescued France; 
and who alone, of all that ever It'd the armies of that kingdom, 
made its conquerors—the English—tremblt*. Its monarchs and 

marshals cried and ran like capons, flapping their fine crests from ' 
wall to wall, and cackling at one breath defiance and surrender. 
The village girl drew them back into battle, and placed the 
heavens themselves against the enemies of Charles. She seemed ■ 
supernatural •, the English recruits deserted; they would not fight 
against God. 

Catharine. Fools and bigots 1 

Dashkof The whole world contained none other, excepting ^ 
those who fed upon them. The Maid of Orleans was pious anj ■. 
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sincere: her life asserted it: her death confirmed it. Glory to 
her, Catharine, if you love glory. Detestation to him who has 
profaned the memoi-y of this most holy martyr,—the guide and 
avenger of her king, the redeemer and saviour of her country. 

Caihantif, Be it so ; but Voltaire buoys me up above some 
impertinent, troublest)me qualms. 

Dashhtif, If D('ism hud been prevalent in Europe, he would 
.have been the champion of Christianity; and, if the French had 
been Protestants, he would have shed tt‘urs upon the papal slipper. 
He buoys up no one; for he gives no one hope. He may 
amuse : dulncss itself must be amused, intieed, by the versatility 
and brilliancy of his wit. 

Catharmv, While 1 was meditating on the great action I 
have now so ha]>pily accomplished, I sometimes thought his wit 
feeble. This idea, no douht, originated from .the littleness of 
every thing in com]):irison with my undertaking. 

Dashknf. Alas! we lose much when we lose the capacity 
of being deliglitcd by men of genius, and gain little when we are 
forced to run to them for incredulity. 

Catharinr. I shall make some use of my philos[)])her at Ferney. 
I detest him as mucli a.s yim do ; but where will you find me 
'another who wjites so pointedly? You really, then, fancy that 
people care for truth? Innocent Dashkof! Believe me, there 
is nothing so delightful in life as to find a liar in a }>crson of 
repute. Have you ne\er heard good folks rejoicing at it ? Or, 
rather, can yon mention to me any one who has not been in 
raptures when he could communicate such glad tidings? The 
goutiest man would go on foot witliout a crutch to tell his friend 
of it at midnight ; and would cross the Neva for the purpose, 
when he doubted whether the ice would bear him. Men, in 
'general, are so ^veak in truth, that they are obliged to put theit 
bravery under it to prop it. Why do they pride themselves, 
think you, on their courage, when the bravest of them is by 
many degrees less courageous than a mastiflT-bitch in the straw ? 
It is only that they may be rogues without hearing it, and make 
their fortunes without rendering an account of them. 

Now we chat again as we used to do. Your spirits and your 
enthusiasm have returned. Courage, niy sweet Dashkof; do not 
begin lo sigh again. We never can want husbands while we arc 
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young and lively. Alas 1 1 cannot always be sck Heigho '' 
But serfti and preferment will do : none shall refuse me at ninety,, 
—Paphos or ’^Pobolsk. 

Have not you a song for me ? 

Dashko/^ German or Russian ? 

Catharine, Neither, neither. Some frightful word might drop 
—might remind me—no, nothing shall remind me. French, 
rather: French songs are the liveliest in the world. 

Is the rouge off my face ? 

Dashkof. It is rather in streaks and mottles; excepting just 
under the (?yes, where it sits as it should do. 

Catharine. 1 am heated and tliirsty: I cannot imagine how. 

T think we have not yet t^ikcii our coffee. Was it so strong^ 
What am 1 dreaming of? I could eat only a slice of melon at 
breakfast; my duty urged me //?<■«, and dinner is yet to corac. 
Remember, 1 am to faint at the midst of it when the intelligence 
comes in, or rather when, in des])itc of evei y effort to concejil it 
from njc, the awful truth has flashed upon my mind. Remember, 
too, you arc to catch me, and to cry for help, and to tear those 
fine flaxen hairs which we laid up together on the toilet; and we 
am both to lx.' as inconsolable as we can be for the life of us. 
Not now, child, not now. Come, sing. 1 know not how to fill 
u]) the interval. Two long hours yet! — how stujud and tire¬ 
some! I wish all tilings of the sort could be done and be over 
in a day. They are mightily disagreeable when by nature one is 
not cruel. People little know my character. I have the ten- 
dercst heart upon earth. I am couiageous, but I am full of 
weaknesses, I j)Osses8 in perfection the higher part of men, and 
—to a friend 1 may say it—the most amiable part of women. Ho, 
ho ! at last you smile : now, your thoughts u])on that. 

Dashkof. I liave heard fifty men swear it. , 

Catharine. They lied, the knaves ! I hardly knew them by 
sight. We were talking of the sad necessity.—Ivan must follow 
next; he is heir to the throne. I have a wild, impetuous,' 
pleasant little protege, who shall attempt to rescue him. T will 
have him persuaded and incited to it, and assumd of pardon 
on the SC I ffold. He can never know the trick \ic play him; 
unless his head, like a bottle of Bordeaux, ripens its contents in 
the sawdust. Orders are given that Ivan be dispatched at the first 
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disturbance in the precincts of the castle ; in short, at the fire of 
tlic sentry. But not now,—another time; two such scenes to¬ 
gether, and without some interlude, would perplex people. 

I thought we spoke of singing; do not make me wait, my 
dearest creature ! Now cannot you sing as usu.d, without smooth¬ 
ing your dove’s-throat with your handkerchief, and taking oflF 
your ncckliice ? Give it me, then ; give it me. I will hold it 
for you : I must ))lay with something. 

Sing, sing ; I am quite impatient.* 


IX. LF.OFRIC AND GODlVA.i 

Godiva. There is a dearth in the land, my sweet Leofric ! 
Remember how many weeks ol drought we have had, even in 
the deep pastures ol' Leicesterslilre; and how many Sundays we 
have heard the same prayer's for rain, and supplieations that it 
would please tlu Lord in his mercy to turn aside his anger from 
the poor', pining cattle. You, my dear husband, have imprisoned 
more than one rnalt'factor for leaving his dead ox in the public 
way ; and other hinds have iled before you out of the traces, in 
which they, and their sons and their daughtia's, and haply their 
old father s and mothers, wer e dragging the abandoned wain lioinc- 
ward. Although we wci'c acconvianlcd by many brave spear¬ 
men and skilful archers, it wasj^^jrenlous to pass the creatures 
which tlie farm-yai'd dogs, driven ii'om tlie hearth by the poverty 
of their masters, were tearing and devouring; while others, bitten 
and lamed, filled the air eitiier with long and deep howls or sharp 
and quick barkings, as they struggled with hunger and feebleness, 
or w'cre exasjvrated by heat and pain. Nor could the thyme 

* Can we wonder that a set ol despots, who have in unbroken succession 
murdered, or instigated the murder of, sons, wives, husbands, tatheia, 
should feel the necessity of reducing tlie world to slavery and ignorance,—of 
abolishing the use of letters, of extinguishing the enthusiasm of poetry, 
of hoodwinking the glances of fiction, of shutting up the records of 
' history, and of laying one vast iron hand upon the human mouth, cover- 
' iiig the lip!' and nostrils of aggregated nations, fastened and waxed to¬ 
gether for the purpose, like die reeds of Pan’s pipe? 

lixiag. Convers. v., iSz9. Works, i., 1846. Works, v., 1876.3 
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from the heath, nor the bruised branches of the fir-trc(‘, extinguish 
or abate the foul odor. 

heofric. And now, Godiva, my darling, thou art afraid we 
should be eaten up before we enter the gatc,s of Coventry; or 
perchance that in the gardens there are no roses to greet thee, no 
sweet herbs for thy mat and pillow. 

Godiva, Lcofric, I have no such fears. This is the month 
of loses: I find them everywhere since my bleasal marriage. 
They, and all other sweet lieibs, I know not why, seem to greet 
me wherever I look at them, as though th'-y knew and expected 
me. Surely they cannot feel that I am fond of tlicm. 

JLeofric. O light, laughing simpleton ! But what wouldst 
thou ? I came not hither to juay ; and yet if praying would 
siitisfy thee, or remove the drought, I would ride \jp stjaightway 
to Saint Michael’s and pray until morning. 

Godiva, I would do the same, O I.eofric ! but (Jod hath 
turned away his car from holier lips than mine. Would my own 
dear husband heai me, if I inijilored him for wliat is easier to 
accomplish,— what he can do like God ? 

Lcofric. How ! wliaf is it ? 

Godiva, ] would not, in the fir.st hurry of youi wratli, ajipeal 
to you, my loving Lord, in behalf of these unliaj)j)y men wlio have 
offended you. 

J.cffric, [Jn!iap])y ! is that all r 

Godiva, Unhappy they must surely be, to liave offeiKled you 
so grievously. What a soft air breathes over us ! how quiet and 
serene and still an evening! how calm are the heavens and 
the earth!—Shall none enjoy them ; not even w(', my Leofric ? 
The sun is ready to set: let it never set, (3 I..i*ofric, on your 
anger. These ai e not my words: they are better than mine. 
Should they lost? their virtue from my unworthincas in uttciing 
them ? 

Leqfrk, Godiv.i, wouldst thou plead to me for rebels ? 

Godiva, They have, then, drawn the sword against you ? 
Indeed, I knew it not. 

Leofric, They have omitted to send me my dues, established 
by my ancestors, well knowing of om nuptials, and of the charges 
and festivities they rtxpiire, and tliat in a season of such scarcity 
my own lands arc insufficient. 
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Godiva, If tlicy were starving, as they said tliey were— 

Ltnfric, Must 1 starve too? Is it not enough to lose' my 

vassals ? 

Godiva. Enough ? O God ! too much ! too much ! May 
you never lose them ! Give them life, peace, comfoit, content¬ 
ment. There are those among them who kissed me in my infancy, 
and who blessed me at the baptismal font. Leofric, Leofric 1 the 
first old man I meet I shall tliink is one of those; and I sh>tll 
think on the blessing he gave, and (ah me! on tiie bleSvsing I 
bring back to him. My heart will bleed, will burst; and he will 
weej) at it! he will weep, poor aoul, for the wife of a cruel 
lord wlio denounces vengeance on him, who carries death into his 
family ! 

hcofric. W(' must hold solemn festivals. 

Godiva. We must, indeed. 

I^eofrk. Well, then ? 

Godiva. Is the climorousness that succeeds tljc fleath of 
God’s dumb creatures, are crowded lialls, ,ire slaughtered cattle, 
fef.ti\als?—are maddening songs, and giddy dances, and iiiieJing 
jivaises from paiti-coJored coats? Can the voice of a minstrel 
tell uh bettei' things of ourselves than our own internal one might 
tell us ; or can his bjcath makt* our breath softer in sleep? O 
my beloved ! let every thing be a joyance to us : it will, if we 
will. S.ui is tlie day, and worse must follow, when we hear the 
blackbird in the gartlen, and do not throb with joy, Bui, 
Leofric, tin* high festival is strf)\y<'i by the servant of God upt)n 
die heart of man. It is gladiiess, it is thanksgiving; it is the 
orphan, the starveling, pressed to the bosom, and bidden as its 
first commandment to remember its benefactor. We will hold 


this festival; the guests are read^ ; we may keep it up for weeks, 
and months, and years together, and always be the ha]>[)ier and 
die richer for it. The lx:vciage of this feast, O Leofric, is 


sweeter than bee or fiower or vine can give us ; it flows from 
heaven ; and in heaven vnll it abundantly be poured out again to 
him who pours it out hcre*-^ unsparingly, 

Leofric. Thou art wild. 


[- First I'd. “here ubunciantly, Lea/rk." &c. 'J’wo line', 

below, 1st ed. reads: “myself: the worils aje not mim*: I ojily feel 
and utter them. Some.’’ &c,] 
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Gutiivn, I liu(, miud, lost m>%lf Somi. Pov»c», 60Tne 
j>ood I lid Powti, milt iTiL (body md soul ind \oilc) into 
tindtincsj ind lou O my husbiml, wl iiiu-it obey it Look 
upon iiiL ’ look iipoi nil ' lift you) s\u t <.yt.s tioni tht giound' 

I v,ill not CL 1 ( to U|)]]icitc , 1 d It not 

f t ftt Wl iiM think upon ii 

G <ln I Ni\ii 'iiy thit* Whit' think upon ^oodntbs 

wh n y u c n bi goi d J it n it thi ini ints ciy for susUtimct ' 

Ihc mothir of ou) blissid Loidwill hi u thim, us nc\ci, ncvtr 
iftiiH lid 

J (file Hill come till Bisliop Wl III but om milt ftom 
till M ills W liy disinounti st tliiui no bishop c in exj k t it 
Godn 1' niy hoiioi ind i nk imong nun nc Jumiblid by this 
Lu 1 Go !\\in will hill of It U] ' up' tin Bishoj 1 th ten 

II hi luitli hi lull i 01 \ ltd Dost thou not hi ii him now 
u})on the olid tuif bthin I tlui 

G ihi I Nil 1 , no, ik\ii will 1 iisL, O Liofiic, until you 

rimit this mot iinpiuiis tis, this 1 1 > or hiid 1 bur, on hud 

Ilk 

/ fn liirn louid look how ill fit th^, cntii , is tc 

till lull of t sinnii’ ] dm, 1 iw md li id-b i ithin \N h it 
itison 01 iifht cm tin piopli hivi to umpl in, whik thin 
b shops slid 1 SI sink nil will cipiiionii Inchnition 

to ellint,i, dis II to ibolish old isij^i ^^1 ’ himi' 

T1 ty shill smut foi it, idki ' Sn Bishop, 1 must I lish Kn my 
youn^ biidc 

(r hva My hub ml, niv hush ind' will \ou ] idon the 
city ^ 

I ijt} bn IJi hi)]; ' I could not think you woull liivi setn 

hii m tins plight W II I ji idon Yi i, Ciodi\ i, by the holy 

looil, will i p 11 don till (ity, whin ihou iidisi nikcd it noontide 
throutrh thi sttdl ' 

Cff/na O my ik r, ii iil 1 lotiic, when is the hent you 
g \t me ^ It \ 1 rot ) cm mine hi\e hiiikned it^ 

Bti/iJ I il, thou ibisliist thy sj oil , Ju turneth pak, md 
weipe^h. Lady Godivi, pcict bi with tint 

[ Inst til riul dm w td tl i who utter it iii lalsi oub4 
Vlutl (ly ioi i >1 tht iTuthir &i ] 
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Godiva. Thanks, holy man! peace will be with me when 
peace is with your city. Did you hear niy Lord’s cruel word ? 

Bishop. I did, lady. 

Godiva. Will you remember it, and pray against it ? 

Bishop. Wilt thou forget it, daughter ? 

Godiva. I am not offended. , 

Bishop. Angel of peace and purity ! 

Godiva. Bui treasure it up in your heart: deem it an incense, 
good only when it is consumed and spent, ascending with prayer 
and sacrifices And, now, what was it ? 

Bishop. Christ save us! that he wfill pardon the city when 
thou ridest naked through the streets at noon. 

Godiva. Did he not swear an oath ? 

Bishrjp. He swart* by tlie holy rood. 

Godiva. My Redeemer, thou hast lieard it 1 save the city ! 

Leofric. We are now upon the beginning of tlic pavement; 
these are the suburbs. Let us think of feasting: wc may pray 
afterward; to-niorrow we shall rest. 

Godiva, No judgments, then, to-morrow, Leofric ? 

J.eofric. None : we will carouse. 

Godiva. The saints of heaven have given me strength and 
confidence; my ]>rayers arc heard ; the heart of my beloved is 
now softened. 

Leofric {iiside). Ay, ay—they ^ shall smart, tliough. 

Godiva. !Say, dearest Leofric, is there indeed no other hope, 
no other mediation ? 

Leofric. I have sworn. Besiide, thou hast made me redden 
and turn my face away from thee, and all tlic knaves have seen 
it: this adds to the city’s crime. 

Godiva. I have blushed too, Leofric, and was not rash nor 
obdurate. ^ 

’ Leofric. But thou, my sweetest, art given to blushing : there 
is no conqueiing it in thee. 1 wish thou hadst not alighted so 
hastily and roughly : it hath shaken down a sheaf of thy hair. 
'Take heed thou sit not upon it, lest it anguish thee. Well tione! 
it niinglcth now sweetly with the cloth of gold upon the saddle, 
running here and there, as if it had life and faculties and busi- 
.ness^' and were working thereupon some newer and cunninger 
From “tlxey ” to “ though” added iu and ed.J 
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device. O my beauteous Eve! there is a Paradise about thee! 
the world is refreshed as thou movest and bjvathest an it. I 
cannot sec or think of evil where thou art. I could tlirow my 
arms even here about tliee. No signs for me! no sliaking of 
sunbeams! no reproof or frown or wonderment.—I will say 
it—now, then, for worse—I could close with my kisses thy 
half-open lips, ay, and those lovely and loving eyes, before the 
people. 

Godtva. To-morrow you shall kiss me, and they shall bless 
you for it. I shall be very ])ale; for to-night I must fast and 
pray. 

Leofrk. 1 do not hear thee; the voices of the folk are so 
loud under this archway. 

Godnui [to herself^, God help them ! good kind souls! I 
hope they will not ci owd about me so to-morrow. O ].jeofric f 
could my name be forgotten, and yours alone remembered ! But . 
perhaps my innocence may save me from reproach ; and how 
many as innocent are in fear and famine! No eye will open on 
me but fresh from tears. What a young mother for so large a 
family ! Shall my youth harm me ? Under God’s hand it gives 
me courage. Ah ! when will the morning come ? Ah ! when 
will the noon be over ? 

Tht; fitory of (judiva. at one of whose festivals or fairs 1 was present in 
niy boyhoc»d, has always much interested me; and 1 wrote a poem on it, 
sittinj;, I rememher. I'.y the /W at Rugby. When 1 showed it to 
the friend in whom 1 liad most confidence, he began to scoff’at the sub¬ 
ject ; and, on Iiis reaching the last line, his laughter was loud and im¬ 
moderate. 'Vhi? Conversation has lirought both laughter and stanza back 

me, and the earnestness with which I entreated and implored my t 
friend nvt i£ll the lads; ho heart-sttickenly and desperately was I ashamed. 
The verses are these, it any one else should wish another laugh at me:— 

In every hour, in every mood, e 

O lady, it is sweet and good * 

'i'o bathe the soul in prayer ; 

And. at the close of such a day. 

When we have ceased to ble.ss and pray, 

To dream on thy long hair. 

May the peppermint be still growing on the bank in that placel 

W. S. J-. 



The Maid of Orleans and Agnes Sorel 107 


X. THE MAID OF ORLEANS AND AGNES 

SOREL .1 

ylgnes. If a boy couJd ever be found so beautiful and so bash¬ 
ful, I should have fciiken you for a boy about fifteen years old. 
Really and without llattcry, I think you very lovely. 

Jeanne, I hope I shall be greatly more so. 

^^nes. Nay, nay ; do not expect to imj)rove, except a little 
ill manner. Manner is the fruit, blushes are the blossom : these 
must fall ofFbefoie the fniit sets. 

Jeanne. By God’s lielj), I may be soon inoie comely in the 
eyes of men. 

yl^nes. Ha, h.i! even in piety there is a spice of vanity. The 
woman can only cease to be the woman when angels have dis¬ 
robed her in Paradise. 

Jeannr. I shall be far from loveliness, even in my own eyes, 
until I execute the will of God in the deliveiancc of his people. 

A^nes. Never hope it. 

Jeanne. The deliveiancc that is never hoped, seldom comes. 
We conquer by hope and trust. 

Agnes. Be content to liave humbled the proud islanders. Oh, 
how I rejoice that a mere child has done so ! 

Jeanne. A child of my age, or younger, chastised the Philis¬ 
tines, and smote down the giant their leader. ' 

Agnes. But '^I'aibot is a giant, of anotlicr mould: his will is 
immovable; liis power is irresistible; his word of command is, 
Conquer. 

P It is not probable that there is any ibundation for this Conversation. 
Agnes Sorel's induence in determining Charles Vll. to undertake the ex 
pulsion of tlie English is well known. According to Brantdnie, she one 
day told him that in her youth an astrolbger had told her that .she would be 
loved by a great king ; “for which reason,” .she said, “ I am about to go 
into England; for 1 see that the prophecy must have meant the king of 
tiiat country.” Francis I. wrote a quatrain on her. 

' “ Crentiile Agnes, plus de los tu merites 
(La cause e.stant cle France recouvrer) 

Que ee que pent, dedans un cloistre, ovrer 
Close nonnain, uu bien devot ermite.” 

f (Works, ii., 1846. Works, v., 1876.)] 
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Jeanne. It shall be heard no longer. The tempert of battle 
drowns it in English blood. 

Agnes. Poor sin)j)leton I The English will recover from the 
stupor of their fright, believing thee no longer to be a sorceress. 
Did ever sword or spear intimidate them ? Hast thou never 
heard of Crccy ? Hast thou never hciird of Agincoiirt ? Hast 
thou never heard of Poitiers, where the chivalry of France was 
utterly vanquished by sick and stai ving men, one against five ? 
The French arc the eagle’s jdiimc ; the English are his talon. 

Jeanne. The talon and the plume shall change places. 

Agnes. Too confident! 

Jeanne. O lady ! is any one too confident in God ? 

Agnes. Wc may mistake his guidance. Already, not only 
the whole host of the English, but many of our wis(\st and most 
authoritative Churchmen, believe you on their consciences lo act 
under the instigation of Satan. 

Jeanne. What country or what creature has the Evil One 
ever saved ? With what has he temjjtcd nu* ?—with reproaches, 
witli scorn, with weary days, with slumberless nights, with doubts, 
distrusts, and dangers, with absence from all who cherish me, 
with immodest, soldierly language, and perhaps an untimely and 
a ciucl death. 

Agnes. But you are not afraid. 

Jeanne. Flealthy and strong, yet always too rimoroiLS, a few 
seasons ago I fled away from the lowings of a young steer, if he 
ran opposite; 1 awaited not the butting of a full-grown kill; the 
barking of a Iiouse-dog at our neighbour’s gate turned me pale 
as ashes; and (shame upon me! ) 1 scarcely dared kiss the child, 
when he called on me with burning tongue in the pestilence of a 
fever. 

Agnes. No wonder! A creature in a fever what a fright¬ 
ful thing! 

Jeanne. It would be, were it not so jiiteous, 

Agnes, And did you kiss it ? Did you really kiss the lips ? 

Jeanne. I fancied mine would refresh them a little. 

Agnes. And did they ? I should have thought mine could 
do but tn fling good in such cases. 

Jeanne. Alas! when 1 believed i had quite cooled them, it 
was death had dune it. 
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Agnes. Ah • this is courage. 

Jeanne. The courage of the weaker sex, inherent in us all, 
but as deficient in me us in any until an infant taught me my 
duty by its cries. Yet never have I quailed in the front of the 
fight, where I directed our ranks against the bravest. God 
pardon me, if I err! but I believe his Spirit flamed within my 
breast, striTigthened ray arm, and led me on to victory, 

Agnes. Say not so, or they will burn thee alive, poor child! 

Why fallest thou befon* me ? I have some power, indeed; 
but in this extremity I could little help thee: the priest never 
releases the victim. 

What! how! thy countenance is radiant with a heavenly 
joy: tliy humility is like an angel’s at the feet of God; 1 am 
unworthy to Indiold it. 

Rise, Jeanne, rise! 

Jeanne. Martyrdom too ! The reward were too gre.it for 
such an easy and glad obedience. France will become just and 
righteous ; France will praise the Lord for her delivei'ance. 

Agnes. Sweet enthusiast! I am confident, E am certain, of 
thy innocence. 

Jeanne. O Lady Agnes ! 

Agnes. Why fixest thou thy eyes on me so piteously ? Why 
sobbest thou,—thou, to whom the representation of an imminent 
death to be apprehended for thee left untroubled, joyous, cxult- 
ing ? Sj)cak ; tell me. 

Jeanne. I must. This also is commanded me. You believe 
me innocent ? 

Agnes. In liaith, T do; why, then, look abashed ? Alas! 
alas! could I mistake the reason ? I spoke of innocence ! 

Leave me, leave me. Return another time. Follow thy 
vocation. ^ 

Jeanne. Agnes Sorel! be thou more than innocent, if inno¬ 
cence is denied thee. In the name of the Almighty, I call on 
thee to earn his mercy. 

Agnes. I implore it incessantly, by day, by night. 

Jeanne. Sene him as thou mayest best sei've him ; and thy 
‘ tears, I promise tlicc, shall soon be less bitter than tliose which 
are dropping on this jewelled hand, and on the rude one which 
has dared to press it. 
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Agnes, What can I,—what can T do ? 

Jeanne. Lead the King back to his kingdom. 

Agnes. The King is in France. 

Jeanne. No, no, no ! 

Agnes. Upon niy word of honor. 

Jeanne. And at such a time, O Heaven ! in idleness and 
sloth ? 

Agnes. Indeed, no. He is busy (this is the hour) in feed¬ 
ing and instructing two young hawks. Could you but sec the 
little njiscreants, how they dare to bite and claw and tug at him ! 
He never hurts or scolds tlicrn for it; he is so good-natured: he 
even lets them draw blood ; b.c is so very brave! 

Running away from b'ranee! Who could have raised such a 
report ? Indeed, lie is here. He never thought of k'aving the 
counliy ; .md his affairs are beroniing more and more jirosperous 
ever since the battle. Can you not take my asscveiaiions ? 
Must I say it ? he is now in this' very house. 

Jeanne. Then, not in France. In b'ranee, nil love their 
country. Others of our kings, old men tell us, have been captives ; 
but less ignominiously. Their enemies have respected their 
misfortunes and their honor. 

Agnes. The Rnglish liavc always been merciiiil and generous. 

Jeanne, And will you lx* less generous, less merciful ? 

Agnes. I ? 

Jeanne, You; the beloved of Charles. 

Agnes. This is too confident. No, no, do not draw back ; it 
is not too confident: it is only too repioachful. Rut your actions 
have given you authority. 1 have, nevertheless, a light to demand 
of you what creature on earth 1 have ever treated ignominiously 
or unkindly. 

Jeanne, Your heloveil; your King. 

Agnes. Never. I owe to him all 1 have, all I am. 

Jeanne. Too true I But let him in return owe to you, O 
Lady Agnes, eternal happiness, eternal glory. Condescend to 
labor with the humble handmaiden of the Lord, in fixing his 
throne and delivering his people. 

Agnes. I cannot fight; I abominate war. 

Jeanne. Not more than I do; but men love it. 

Allies. Too much. 
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Jeanne^ Often too much ; for often unjustly. But when 
God’s right hand is visible in' the vanguard, we who ate called 
must follow. 

A^nes. T dare not; indeed, 1 dare not. 

Jeanne. You dare not?—you who dare withhold the King 
from his duty ! 

Agnes. We must never t;dk of their duties to our princes. 

Jeanne. Then, we t»mit to do much of our own. It is now 
mine ; but, above all, it is yours. 

Agnes. There are learned and religious men who might more 
proj)erly. 

Jeanne. Are these learned and religious men in the court? 
Pray tell me; since, if they are, seeing how poorly they have 
sped, 1 may per.ulvcntiire, however unwillingly, however blamably, 
abate a little of niy reverence ■tor learning, and look for pure 
religion in lower places. 

Agnes. They arc modest; and they usually ask of me in what 
manner they may best ])lease their master. 

Jeanne. They believe, then, that your affection is proportional 
to the fx>wer you possess over him. I have heard complaints Iluit 
it is usually quite the contrary. But can such great men be 
loved ? And do you love him ? Why do you sigh so ? 

Agnes. J^ife is but sighs ; and, when they cease, ’tis over. 

Jeanne. Now deign to answer me : do you truly love him ? 

Agnes. h’rom my soul, and above rt. 

Jeanne. Then, save him ! 

Lady, I am grieved at your sorrow, although it will hereafter 
be a source of joy unto you. The ])urest water runs from the 
hardest rock. Neither worth nor wisdom come without an effort; 
and patience and piety and salutary knowledge spring up and ripen 
from under tlie harrow of affliction. Before there is wine oi 
there is oil, the grape must be tj’odden and the olive must be 
. pressed.* 

I see you are framing in your heart the resolution. 

Agnes. My heart can admit nothing but his image. 

Jeanne. It must fall thence at last. 

Agnes. Alas ! alas ! Time loosens man’s affections. I may 
become unworthy. In the sweetest flower there ivS much that is 
not fragrance, and which tranvSpires when the freshness has passed 
away. 
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Alas, if he should ever cease to love me ! 

Jeanne. Alas, if God should ! 

Jlgncs. Then, indeed, he might afflict me witJi so grievous a 
calamity. 

Jeanne. And none worse after ? 

^gnes. What can there be ? 

O Heaven ! mercy ! mercy ' 

Jeanne. Resolve to cam it: one hour suffices. 

yjgnes. I am lost. Leave me, leave me. 

Jeanne. Do we leave the lost ? Are they beyond our care ? 
Remember who died for them, and them only. 

Agnes. You subdue me. Spare me : I would only collect 
niy thoughts. 

Jeanne. Cast them away. Fresh herbage springs from under 
the withered. Be strong ; and, if you love, be generous. Is it 
more glorious to make a captive than to redeem one ? 

Agnes. Is he in danger? Oh!—you see all things—is he? 
is he ? is he ? 

Jeanne. rom none but you. 

Agnes. God, it is evident, has given to thee alone the power 
of rescuing both him and France. He has bestowed on tlieo the 
mightiness of virtue. 

Jeanne. Believe, and prove Uiy belief, th.it he has left no 
little of it still lu thee. 

Agnes. When we have lost our chastity, we have lost all, 
in his sight and in man’s. But man is iinforpiving; God is 
merciful. 

Jeanne. I am so ignorant, 1 know only a part of my duties: 
yet those which my Maker has taught me 1 am earnest to jicr- 
form. He tenches me that divine love has less influence over 
the heart than human ; he toadies me ih.'it it ought to have 
more; finally, he commands me to announce to thee, not his 
anger, but his will. . 

Agnes. Declare it; Oh! declare it. I do believe his holy 
word is deposited in thy bosom. 

Jeanne. Encourage the King to lead his vassals to tlie 

Add. 

Agnes. When the season is milder. 

Jeanne. And bid him leave you for ever. 
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Agnes* l-icavc me! one whole campaign ! one entire sum¬ 
mer ! Oh, anguish ! it sounded in my cars as if you said, “ for 
ever.” 

Jeanne. I say it again. 

Agnes. Thy jjower is superhuman ; mine is not. 

Jeanne. It ought to be, in setting God at deiiaucc. 'I’hc 
mightiest of tlic angels rued it. 

Agnes. We did not make our hearts. 

Jeanne. But we can mend them. 

Agnes. Oh 1 mine (God knows it) bleeds. 

Jeanne. Say rather it expeds from it the last stagnant drop 
of its rebellious sin. Sidutary pangs may be painfuller than 
mortiil ones. 

Agnes, Bid him leave me! wish it I permit it 1 think it 
near! believe it ever can be ! Go, go.—1 am lost eternally, 

Jeanne. And Cliarles too. 

Agnes. Hush! hush! What has he done that other men 
have not done also ? 

Jeanne. He has left undone what others do. Other men 
fight for their country. 

I always thought it was pleasant to the joung and beautiful 
to sec those they love victorious and ajipiauded. Twice in my 
lifetime I have been present at wakes, where prizes were con¬ 
tended lor,—what jirizes 1 tjuitc iorgf't; certainly not kingdoms. 
The winner was made happy ; but there was one made happier. 
Village maids Jove truly : ay, they love glory too; and not their 
own. The tenderest heart loves best the courageous one; tJie 
gentle voice says, “ Why wert thou so hazardous ? ” The 
deeper-toned rejiHcs, “ For thee, for thee.” 

Agnes. But if the saints of heaven are offended, as 1 feat 
tlicy may be, it wi>uld be presumptuous in the King to expose 
his person in •battle until we have supplicated and appeased 
them. 

Jeannh. One hour of self-denial, one hour of stern exertion 
against the assaults of passion, outvalues a life of prayer. 

Agnes. Prayer, if many otliers will pray with us, can do all 
things. I will venture to raise up that arm which has only one 
place for its repose ; 1 will steal away from that undivided pillow, 
firagr^t with fresh and unextinguishable love. 
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Jenme. vSad earthly thoughts! 

Aj^nes. You miike them sad; you cannot make them' 
earthly. There is a divinity in a love descendin', from on 
high, in theirs who can see into the lieiirt and mould it to 
their will. * 

Jetinne. lias man that power ? 

A»nes, Happy, Iiai)py girl ! to ask it, and unfeigncdly. 

Jenntu-. IJe happy too. 

Agnes, I low ? how ^ 

Jeiwne, By passing n'solutely througli unhap])inc8S. It must 
be done. 

Agnes, I will throw myself,on the pavement, and jjray until 
no star is in the heavens. Oli, 1 will so jiray, so weep! 

Unless you save the lears of otheivS, in v.iin you shed 

your own. 

Agnes. Again 1 ask you. What can I do ? 

Jentine. When God has told you wliat you ought to do, lie 
has already f<jld you wliat you can. 

Agnes. I will think about it seriously. 

Jtanup. Serious thouglits aie folded up, chested, and un- 
looked-at: lighter, like dust, settle all about the ehamber. 'I’he 
pnjmise to think seriously dismisses and closes the door on the 
thought. Adieu ! God jjity and jjardon you. Through you the 
wrath of Heaven will fall uj)on the kingdom. 

Agnes. Denouncer of just vengeance, recall the sentence ! I 
tremble befou; that countenance severt'ly radiant: I sink amid 
that caln), more app.illing than the tcanpest. Look not into my 
licart with those gentle eyes ! Oh, how they penetrate ! They 
oiigljt to see no sin ; sadly must it pain them. 

Jeanne. 'I'liink not of me ; pursue' thy destination ; save France. 

Afities {after a long pause). Glorious ])rivilege ! divine 
appointment! Is it thus, O my Redeemer,*^my crimes are 
visited ? 

Come with me, blessed Jeanne! come instantly witli me 
to the King: c:om(; to him whom thy virtue and valor have 
rescued. 

Jeanne, Not no\.'; nor ever with thee. Again J sliall lie- 
hold him,— a conqueror at Orleans, a king at Rheims. Re¬ 
generate Agnes! be this thy glory, if there be any that is 
not God’s. 
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XI. RHADAMISTUS AND ZENOBIA.* 

Zenobia. My beloved * my beloved ! 1 can endure the 

, motion of the horse no longer; his we.'iriness makes his pace 
so tiresome to me. Surely we have ridden far, very far, from 
liomc; and how shall wc ever jiass the wide and rocky stream> 
among the wliirlpools of the rapid and the deep A raxes? From 
the first sight of it, O my husband, you have been vsilent; you 
have looked at mo at one time intensely, at anothet wildly: have 
you mistaken the road, or tlic ford, or the ferry ? 

Rhaebmistus, Tired, tired, did you say ?—ay, tliou must 
be. Here thou siialt rest: this before us is ilic j)Iace for it. 
Alight; drop into my arms; ai t thou within llu’m ? 

Zenobia. Always in fear for me, my tender, thoughtful 
Rhadamistus! 

Rhadamistus.'^ Rhadamistus, then, once more embraces his 
. Zenobia! 

Zenobia. And presses her to his bosom as witli the first 
embrace. 

I 

Rhadamistus. What is the iiist to the last? 

Zenobia. Nay, this is not tlie hist. 

“Again Rhadamistus invuilt-ii the hclpksss ^^rmcnia, mon' inthles^ 
this time, deeming the ]H'ople traitors in the past, and rebels on the first 
opportunity. And they, though U'-ed to -.erfdom, break the l)ond.s «f 
patience, and .siirrouncl the V’alace with their armed luiy. No salety 
but the speed of his horse, was lelt to Rliadamistu.s. With him he 
bore Jiis wife, saved like Iiimsell. Rut his wife, then jiregn.int, though 
at first slie endured the flight, fearing the enemy and loving her Jjusband; 
but afterward.s the continual agitation of the journey brought her to pray 
that an honoiirahlj* death migiir free htfr from tlie insult.s of captivity. 
He embraced her first, encouraged licr, now admired her noble sjiirit, 
now grew sick with fear, that she should fall behind and lie taken. At 
last love plevailed in a spirit already trained to crime; he drew Ins 
swgrd and threw his wounded wife from the I>ank into the waves of the 
Araxis. He himself then hurried to his father's kingdom.'’ Zenobia 
, was found by some shepherds, and healed of her wounds. 'I’iridate'-, the 
' rival king, treated her well. 'J'acitus, “Annals," xii., c. 50. (Ablett’s 
“Literary Hours,” 1H37. Work.s, i.. 1846. Works, v., 1876.)] 

[“ First ed. ii'uds: “And does Rhadamistus once more embrace 
you? Can it be? Ztn. Can it cease to be? ” &c., 14 liue.^ below.J 



I r6 


Imaginary Conversations. 


Rhadamhtus. Not quite (oh, agony!), not quite; once 
more. 

Zsnohta. So, with a kiss: which you forget to take. 

Rhadamistus {aside). And sliall this shake my pur|)ose ? It 
may my Jinibs, my heart, my brain; but what ray soul so 
deeply determined it shall strengtlien, as winds do trees in' 
forests. 

Zenohta. Come, come ! cliccr up. How good you arc to be 
persuaded by me : back again at one word ! Hark ! where are 
those drums and bugles ? On whicli side are these echoes ? 

Rhadtwustus. Alight, dear, dear Zenobla 1 And docs 
Rhadamistus, then, press thee to his bosom ? Can it be ? 

Zenobla. Can it cease lobe P you would have said, my Khada- 
niistus I Hark I again those truniju-ts ? On which hank of the 
water arc they ? Now tliey seem to come from the mountiiins, 
and now along the river. Men’s \oice.s too I threats and yells ! 

Yon, my Rhadamistus, could csca[)c. , 

Rhadamistus, Wherefore ? with whom ? and whither in 411''.; 
Asia ? 

Z,enohia. Fly ! there are ariiu'd men climl>ing lip the cliffs, 

Rhadamistus. It was only the sound of the waves in 
hollows of them, and the masses of j)L‘bbles that rolled do?\)ltrt 
from under you as you knelt to listen, 

Zjcnohia. Turn round ; look behind I is it dust yonder, or 
smoko ? And is it the sun, or what is it, shining so crimson ? 
— not shining any longer now, but deep, and dull purple, 
embodying into gloom. 

Rhadamistus. It is the sun, about to set at mid-day: we 
shall soon see no more of liim. 

Zenobla, Indeed ! what an ill omen ! But how can you tell 
that.^ Do you think it ? I do not. Alas! akis! the dust and 
the sounds arc nearer. 

Rhadamistus, Prepare, then, ray Zenobia ! 

Zuiobia, I was always jirepared for it. 

Rhadamistus. What reason, O unconfiding girl, fj'om the 
day of our union, have I ever given you to accuse or to suspect'' 
me r 

Ziinobia. None, tuinc : your love, even in these sad moments, 
raises me above the reach of fortune. I low can it pain me so? 
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Do T rcpint‘? Worse may it pain me; but let that love never 
pass away! 

Rhndamislus, Was it, then, tlic loss of power and kingdom 
for which Zenobia was prepared ? 

Zetwbia. '^fhe kingdom was lost when Rhadaniistna lost the 
affection of his subjects. W hy did they not love you ? How 
could they not ? Tell me so strange a thing.* 

RhaeLimisius, Fables, fables! about the death of Mithri- 
dates and his children;*^ declamations, out-cries, as if it weie 
as easy to bring men to life again as—I know not what—to call 
after them. 

Zenobia. JWt about the children ? 

Rhadamistus. In ail governments there are secrets. 

Zenobia. rielwetm us ? 

Rhndamislus. No longer: time presses; not a moment js 
•left us, not a refuge, not a hojje ! 

Zenobia. 'I’lien, why draw the sword ? 

Rhadamistus. Wanted I courage ? Did I not fight as 
becomes a king ? 

Zenobia. 'rrue, most true. 

Rhadamistus. Is my resolution lost to me? Di<l 1 but 
dream 1 had it ? 

Zenobia. Nobody is very near yet; nor can they cross the 
dell where we did. Those are fled who could have shown the 
pathway. Tliink not of defending me. Listen ! look! what 
thousands are coming! The protecting blade above my head 
can only provoke the enemy. And do you still keep it there ? 
You grasp my arm too hard. Can you look unkindly ? Can it 
be? Oh! think again and spare me, Rhadamistus! From the 
vengeance of man, from the judgments of heaven, the unborn 
may preserve mjf husband. 

Rhadamistus. We must die! They advance ; they see us; 
they rusl#forward! 

Zenobia. Me, me would you stiikc ? Rather let me leap 
from tlie precipice. 

* From the necliision of the Asiatic women, Zenobia is ignorant of the 
crimes Rhadamistus liad committed. 

P ^irst ed. reads; “ children. What about them ? Rhad, 

. In all,” &c.] 
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Rhadamistus. Hold! Whitlicr would thy desperation ? 
Art thou again witliln my grasp ? 

Zemh'uh O my beloved! never let me call you »:rucl. Let .. 
me love you in the last hour of seeing you as in the first, t 
must, I must; and be it my thought in death that you love me ’ 
so! I wouUl have cast away my life to save you from remorse : 
it may do that and more, preserved by you. Listen ! listen ! 
among those who pursue us there arc many fathers; childless by 
Ids own hand, none. Do not kill our baby—the best of our 
hopes when we bad many—the baby not yet ours! Who shall 
then plead for you, my unha])j)y husband ? 

Rhadamistus. My lionor; and before me, sole arbiter and ■ 
sole audience of our cause. Bethink thee, Zenobia, of the 
indignities,—not bearing on my fortunes, but imminent over 
thy be.auty! What said I ?—did I bid thee think of them ? 
Uather die than imagine, or than question me, what they are I 
Let me endure two deaths before my own, cruc'ller than wounde**< 
or than age or than servitude could inflict on me, r.ither than 
make me name them. 

Z,enrjbiii. Strike I Lost' not a moment so precious I Why 
liesiU'itc now, my generous, brave defender ? 

Rhadamistus. Zenobia, clOvSt thou bid it ? 

Zenobia. Courage is no longer a crime in you. Hear the 
shouts, the threats, the imprecations I Hear them, my belovi'».l! ' 
let wf, n(j move. 

Rhadamistus. Embrace me not, Zenobia ! Loose me, loose 
me I 

Zenobia. I cannot : thrust me away ! Divorce—but witli 
death—the disobedient wife, no longer' your Zenobia. {lU 
strtkes.) Oh! oh! one innocent head—in how few days— 
should have reposed—no, not ujion this blood.Swim across! 

Is there a descent—an easy one, a safe one, anywhere ? I might 
have found it for you ! Ill-spent time! heedless womda ! 

Rhadamistus. An arrow hath pierced me; more are shower¬ 
ing round us. Go, my life\‘? flower 1 the blighted branch drops 
after. Away ! forth into the stream ! strength is yet left me for 
it. ( He throws her into the rinser. ) She sinks not! Oh, last ' 
calamity! She sinks I she sinks! Now both are well, and 
fearless ! One look more ! grant one more look ! On what ? 
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whore was it ? which whirl? which ripjilo ? they arc gone too. 
How calm is the haven of the most troubled life ! 1 (‘nter it! 

Rebels \ traitors ! slaves ! subjects! why gii])C ye ? why halt ye ? 
- On, on, dastards! Oh that ye dared to follow ! {He pluu^es, 
armedy into the Arnxes.^ 


XII. TANCREDI* AND CONSTANTIA.^ 

Constantin'. Is this in mockery, sir ? Do you place me under 
a cano])y, and u]>on what (no doubt) you ])resumc to call a 
throne, for derision ? 

Tancredi. Madonna, if it never were a throne before, hence¬ 
forward lot none ajjpioach it but with reverence. The greatest, 
the most virtuous, of queens and empresses (it were intic'corous in 
such an inferior as I am to praise in your presence aught else in 
you that raises men’s admiration) leaves a throne for homag<* 
wherever she has rested. 

Constantin. Count Tancredi ! your past conduct ill accords 
with your present speech. Your courtesy, great lis it is, would 
have been much greater, if you yourself had taken me captive, and 
had not turned your horse and rode back, on purpose that villanous 
hands might seize me. 

Tancredi. Knightly hands (I speak it with all submission) 
are not villanous. I could not in my heart command you to 

* 'I’ancredi was crowned 1190. and died of grief at the loss of his only 
son, 1194. Cojistantia, daughter of William II. ol Sicily, was married to 
the Emperor Henry VI. 

[^The death of William 11. brought to a close tin* direct line t»f tlu' 
Noiman kings of Sicily. Tlie choice of a successor lay between Constance, 
the aunt of the lAe king, the wife of the Emperor Henry VI., anil Tan¬ 
credi, the illegitimate son of Roger, Duke of Aquilia, the uncle ol the 
king. 7 %ncredi succeeded to the throne partly owing to his popularity, 
and partly owing to the common dislike felt towards the Germans. His 
reign was troubled by many claimant.s and by the repeated etfoits oi 
Henry to obtain his wife's inheritance. During one of the.se expeditions 
the Emperor was obJigctl to retreat, leaving his wife at Salerno. The 
inhabitants of that place handed her over tt) Tancrcili; she w'as taketi to 
Palermo, ta'ated as a quetn, and at bst sent Jionourably back to her 
husband. (Works. ii„ 1846. Works, v., iSyS.)] 
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surrender; and 1 would not deprive a brave man, h man distin¬ 
guished for deference and loyalty, of the pleasure he was about to 
enjoy in encountering your two barons. I am confident he never 
was discourteous. 

Cmstantiiu He was; he took my horse's bridle by tlie bit, 
turned his back on me, and would not let me go. 

Tancredu War sometimes is guilty of such enormities, and 
even worse. 

Conslantia. I would ratlier ha\e surrendered myself to the 
most courageous knight in Italy. 

Tancredu Which may that be ? 

(Jonstanf 'ku By universal consent, Tancredi, Count of Ia’ccc. 

'Tancredi. 'Bo possess the highest courage is but small glory ; 
to be without it is a great disgrace. 

Consttinthu Loyalty, not only to ladies, but to princes, is the 
true and solid foundation of it. Count of Lecce! am I not the 
daughter of your king. 

Tancredi. I recognize in the Lady ConsUintia tlic daughter of 
our late sovereign lord, King William, of glorious memory. 

Cumtanlia. Kecognize, thi'ii, your Queim. 

'Tancredu Our laws, and the supporters of these laws, forbid 
it. 

Constantin, Is that memory a glorious one, as you call it, 
which a single year is sufficient to erase r And did not my father 
nominate me his heir ? 

Tancredu A kingdom is not among the chattels of a king. 
A people is paled within laws, and not within parks and chases: 
the ])OwerfuiJest have no privilege to sport in that enclosure. 'I'he 
barons of the realm and tlie knights and the peoj)le assembled in 
Palermo, and there by acclamation called and app'ointed me to 
govern the State. Certainly, the Lady Constantin is nearer to 
the throne in blood, and much worthier: I siiid so then. The 
unanimous reply was, that Sicily should be indcpendcHJt of all 
othe» lands, and thai neither German kings nor Roman emperors 
should control her. 

Comtaniia. Vou must be aware, sir, that an armed resistance 
to the Emjwror is presumptuous and traitorous. 

Tancredu He has carried fire and sword into my country, and 
has excited the Genoese and Pisans—men speaking the same 
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language as ourselves—to debark on our coasts, to demolish our 
villages, and to consume our harvests. 

Constantia, Being a sovereign, he possesses the undoubted 
right. 

Tancredi, Being a Sicilian, I have no less a right to resist 
him. 

. Constantia, Right ? Do rights appertain to vassals ? 

Tancredi, Even to them; and this one particularly. Were 
I still a vassal, I should remember that I am a king by election, 
by birth a Sicilian, anti by descent a Norman. 

Consiantia. All thesis fine titles give no right whatever to the 
throne, fiom which an iiibupcrahlc bar precludes you. 

Tancredi. VVhai bar can there be which my sword and my 
people’s love are unable to bear down ? 

Consiantia. [txcuse m'y answer. 

Tancredi. Deign me one, I entreat you, Madonna; althougli 
the voice of my country may be more persuasive with me even 
than yours. 

Constantia. Count Lecce, you are worthy of all honor, cx- 
ccptir»g that alone which can spring only from lawful descent. 

Tancredi. My father was th<' first-born of the Norman con¬ 
queror, King of Sicily; my mother, in her own right, Countess 
of Lecce. 1 have no reason to blush at my birth; nor ditl t'ver 
the noble bieast which gave me nourishment heave with a sense 
of ignominy as she pressed me to it. * She thought the blessing 
of the poor equivalent to the blessing of the priest. 

Constanila. I would not relcr to her ungently; but she by 
her alliance set at nought our Holy Father. 

Tancredi. En all her paths, in all her words and actions, she 
obeyed him. 

Constantia. .Our Holy Fatlier? 

Tancredi. Our lioliest, our only holy one,—** our Father which 
ait in l*avcn.” She wants no apology: precedent is nothing; 
but remember our ancestors—I say ours ; for 1 glory in the 
thought that they are the same, and so near. Among the early 
dukes of Normandy, vanquishers of France, and (what is greater) 
conquerors of England, fewer were born within the pale of wed¬ 
lock than without. Nevertheless, the ladies of our nation were 
always as faithful to love and duty as if hoods and surjfiicos and 
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psilms Ind front Ixjfoit thtm, ind tlv Chuuh nid been tht 
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ConsUmlia. He cannot be a rebel, nor a fitlsc, bad nian. 
Tancred't, Lady, the sword which I humbly lay at your feet 
was, a few years ago, a black misshapen mass of metal; the gold 
that surrounds it, the jewel that surmounts it, the victories it hath 
gained, constitute now its least value ; it owes the greatest to its 
position. 


XIII. PRINCI'SS MARY AND PRINCESS 

ELTZAPETH.i 

Mary, My dear, dear sister ! it is long, very long, since we 
met. 

Eliv^aheih, Methinks it was about the time they chopped off 
our Uncle Seymour’s head for him. Not that lie was our uncle, 
though; he was onlv Edward’s. 

Mary. The Lord Protector, if not your uncle, was always 
doatingly fond of you j and he often declaretl to me, even 
within your hearing, he thought you very beautiful. 

Eli%aheib. He said as nmcli of you, if that is all ; and he 
told me w'hy: “ not to •vax —as if, instead of vexing me, 
it would not charm me, I beseech your Plighness is there any 
thing remarkable or singular in thinking me—what he thought 
me ? 

Mary. No, indeed; for .so you arc. But why call me 
ERghness^ drawing back and losing half your stature in the cir¬ 
cumference of the courtesy. 

E.R%aheth. Because you are now, at this blessed hour, my 
lawful Queen. 

Mary, Husli, prithee hush! The Parliament has voted 
otherwise. • 

Etvx.a}^th. They would choose you. 

Mary. What would they do with me ? 

EJi%abeth. Trump you. 

Mary. I am still at a loss. 

Elizabeth, Bamboozle you. 

Mary. Really, my dear sister, you have been so courted by 
p Works, ii., 1846. WorkjJ, v., 1876.] 
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the gallantvs, that you condescend to adopt their language ;n place , 
of graver. j 

Elizabeth. Cheat you, then : will that do ? 

Mary, Comprehensibly. 

Elizabeth. I always speak as the thing spoken of requires, 
To the point. Would our father have minded the caitiff's? 

Mary, Naming our father, I should have said, our father now f 
in bliss ; for surely he must be, huiving been a rock of defence*?^ 
against the torrent of irreligion. 

Elizabeth. Well; in bliss or out, there, here, or anywhere 
would he, royal soul! have minded Parliament ^ No such fool 
he. There were laws before there were parliaments ; and there 
were kings before there were laws. Were I in your Majesty’s 
])lacc (God forbid the thought should ever enter my poor weak 
iiead even in a dream !) 1 would try the mettle of my subjects: I 
would mount my horse, and head them. 

Mary. Elizabeth, you wore always a better horsewoman 
than lam; I should be ashamed to get a fall among the soldiers. 

Elizabeth. Pish! pish! it w'ould be among knights and 
nobles—the worst come to the worst. Lord o’ mercy ! do you 
think they never saw such a thing before ? 

Mary. I must hear of no resistance to the powers that Ixj. 
Beside, 1 am but a weak woman. 

Elizabeth. I tlo not vsee why women should he weak, unless 
they like. 

Mary. Not only the Commons, but likewise the ])eers, have 
sworn allegiance. 

Elizabeth. Did you ever in your in any chronicle 

or conimentiiry, read of any parliament that' was not as ready to 
be foresworn as to swear ^ 

Mary. Alas i ^ 

Elizabeth. If ever you did, the book is a rare one, kept in 
an out-ot-che-way library, in a cedar chest all to itsllf, witli 
golden locks and amber seals thereto. 

Mary. I would not willingly think ill of men. 

Elizabeth. For my part, I can’t abide ’em. All that can be 
said is, some are not so bad as others, Y^ou smile, and deem the 
s{)eech a silly and supcjffuous one. We may live, Sister Mary, 
to sec and acknowledge that it is not quite so sure and flat a 
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verity as it now appears to us. I never come near a ])rimiose 
but I suspect an adder under it; and, the sunnier the thiy, the 
more misgivings. 

Mary. But we are now, by the settlement of the monarcliy, 
farther out of liarm’s way than ever. 

Eli%ahcih. If the wench has children to-morrow, as she may 
have, they will inherit. 

Mary, No doubt they would. 

Elizahvth, No <Joubt ? I will doubt: and others shall 
doubt too. The heirs of my body- -yours first—God pros])cr 
them ! Pailiamcnt may be constrained to retrace its stejis. One 
half sees no harm in tiking biibes; the other, no guilt in taking 
fright. Cornijilum is odious and costly; but, wlien people h.ive 
yielded to compulsion, conscience is fain to acquiesce. Men say 
they were forced, and what is done under force is invalid. 

Mary, There is nothing like compulsion. 

Elix.aheth, Then let there be. Let the few yield to the 
many, and all to the throne. Now is your time to stir. The 
furnace is mere smut, and no bellows to blow the embers. Parlia¬ 


ment is without a leader, 'riiree or fom turnspits are crouching 
to leap u])on the wiieel , hut, while they are snarling and snapping 
one at another, what becomes of the roast ? Take them by the 
sculT, and out with ’em. The people will applaud you. "^Phey 
want bread within doors, and honesty without. They have seen 
enough of partii^ans and jiarliaments. 

Mary, We cannot do without one. 

EHz.ahcth, Convoke it, then ; but call it with sound of 
tinimpet. Such a body Is unlikely to find a head. 'I’heie is 
little encouragement for an honest knight or gentleman to take 
the station. The Commons slink away with lowered sliouldcrs, 
and bear hateful comjuinction against the very names and memory 
* of those braver men who, in dangerous times and before stern, 
authoriutive, warlike sovereigns, supported their pretensions. 
Kings, who peradventure would have strangled sucli ringleader.s, 
well remember and well respect, them; tlieir fellows would 
disown their benefactors and maintainers. Kings abominate their 
example ; clowns would effiice the images on their scjmlehres. 
What forbearance on om part can such knaves exju'ct, 0 / wJiat 
succor from the people ? 
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Mary. Whiit is done is done. 

ERzuibeth. Oftentimes it i.s easier to undo than to do. I 
should Either be glad than mortified at what has been done 
yonder. In addition to those churls and chapmen in the lower 
House, there are also among tlic peers no few who voted most 
audaciously. 

Mary. The majority of them was of opinion that the Lady 
Jane should be invested with royal state and dignity. 

Elizabeth. The majority i So nmeh the l)etter,—so much 
the better, say I. I would find certain folk who should make 
sharp inquest into tlieir title-deeds, and spell the indentures syllabic 
by syllable, Certftin lands were granted for certain services, wliich 
services have been neglected. I would not in such wise neglect 
the lands in question, but ann(*x them to my royal domains. 

Mary, Sister! sister! you forget that the Lady June Grey 
(as was) is now queen of the realm. 

EAi%ah'ih. Forget it, indeed ! Tlic vile woman! I am 
minded to call her as siicli vile women are called out of doors. 

Mary. Pray, absUiin ; not only forasmuch as it would be 
unseemly in those sweet, slender, delicate lips of youis, but also 
by reason that she is adorned with every grace and vijtue, bating 
(which, indeed, outvalues 'them all) the true religion. Sister, I 
hope and believe 1 in this my sj)eech liave given you no ©ffence ; 
for your own eyes, 1 know, arc opened. Indeed, who tliat Is not 
wilfully blind can err in so straight a road, even if so gentle and 
so sure a guidance were wanting ' The mind, sister, the mind 
itself, must be crooked which deviates a hair’s-breadth. Ay, that 
intelligent nod would alone suflicc to bosom quite at rest 

thereupon. Should it not ? 

Elhabeih. It wcie imprudent in me to declare my real opin¬ 
ion at this juncture : we must step warily when ^e walk among 
cocatriccS. I am barely a saint,—indeed, far from it ; and I am* 
much too young to be a martyr. But that odious moniler, who 
pretends :in afTcction fn« reformation, and a reverence for learn¬ 
ing, is counting the jewels in the crown, while you fancy she is 
rejK’ating her prayers or conning her Greek. 

Sister Mary, as God is in heaven, I iiold nothing so detestable 
in a woman as hypocrisy,—add thereunto, as you fairly may, 
avarice, man-hunting, lasciviousness. The least atom of the least 
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*" among these vices is heavy enough to weigh down the soul to tlu* 
bottomless pit. 

Mary,. Unless divine grace— 

Elizabeth. Don't talk to me. Don't spread the filtli fine. 

J'low could not that empty fool, Dudley, have found some 
other young person of equal rank with Mistress Jane, and of 
higher beauty ? Not that any other such, pretty as the boy is, 
would listen to his idle discourse. 

And, pray, who are these Dudleys ? The first ot them was 
made a man of by our grandfather. And what was the nian, after 
all ? Nothing better than a huge smelting-pot, with a commodious 
screw at the colder end of the ladle. i 

I have no patience with the bold harlotry. 

Mary. J see yo\i have not, sister ! 

Elizabeth. No, nor have the people. They are on tip-toe 
for rising in all ])artb of the kingdom. 

Mary. What can they do ? God help them ! 

Elizabeth. Sister Mary! good Sister Mary ! did you say, 
God help them P I am trembling into a heap. It is well you have 
uttered such words to safe and kindred ears. If they should 
ever come whispered at the Piivy Council, it might end badly. 

I believe my visit hath been of as long continuance as may 
seem befitting. I must be gone. 

Mary. Before your departure, let me correct a few of your 
opinions in regard to our gentle kinswoman and most gracious 
Queen. She hath nobly enlarged my poor alimony. Look 
here! to bc'gin. 

Elizabeth. What! all golden pieces ? I have not ten groats 
in the world. 

Mary. Be sure she will grant unto you plcntcously. She 
hath condescended to advise me of her intent. Meanwhile, I 
. do entreat you w^ll take home with you the purse you are stroking 
• down, thijiking about otlier things. 

Elizabeth. Not I, not I, if it comes from'such a creature. 

Mary, You accept it from me. 

Elizabeth. I’hen, indeed, unreservedly. Passing through 
your hands, the soil has been wiped away. However, as I live, 
I will carefully wash every piece in it with soap and water. Do 
. you believe they can lose any tiring of their weight thereby i 
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Mary, Nothing materia!. 

Eii%ahetL I may reflect and cogitate upon it. 1 wo ild not 
fain offer anybody light money. 

Truth! 1 fear the purse, although of chamois anti double 
stitched, is insufficient to sustain the weight of the gold, which • 
must be shaken violently on the road as I return. i)ear kSistcr 
Mary, as you probably atv not about to wear that head-tire, 
could you, commodious!y to yourself, lend me it awhile, just to 
deposit a ct'itain part of the moneys therein ? for the velvet 
htout, and the Venetian netting close and stiff'; I can hardly hend 
tlie threads. 1 shall have more leisure to admire its workmanship 
at homc- 

Mary, Elizabeth, I see you are grown forgiving. In tlie 
commencement of our discourse, I suggested a slight alteiation of 
manner in speaking of our f.ithcr. Do you pray for the repose 
of his soul morning and night ? 

Elhabelh, "^rhe doubt is injurious. 

Mary. Pardon me ! I feci it. But the voices of children, 
O Klizabeth, come to the ear of God above jJl other voices. 
The best want Intercession. Pray for him, lilizabeth; pray for 
him. 

EH%aheth. Why not? He did indeed—but he was in a 
passion—ordered my mother up the three black stiirs, and he 
left licr pretty head on the landing; but f bear him no malice 
for it. 

Mary. Malice! The baneful word hath shot iij) from hell 
in many places, but never between child and parent. In the 
xspace of that .one span, on that sii..^!!^ j |^>d from Paradise, the 
serju'nt never tiailed. Husband and wili? were severed by him, 
then again clashed together; Inothcr slew brother: but parent 
and child stand where their Creatoi* first placed them, and drink 
at the only source of pure, untroubled love. 

ERzaheth. Beside, you know, being King, he hac^ clearly a 
right to do it, jflea or no plea. 

Mary. We will converse no longer on so doloroUvS a subject. 

El'i^ttheih, I will converse on it as long as such is my, 
pleasure. 

Mary, Being my visitor, you command here. 

Eli%abelh, 1 command nowhere. I am blown about like a 
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leaf: I am yielding as a feather in a cushion, only one among a 
million. But I tel! you, honestly and plainly, I do not approve 
of it, anyhow ! It may have grown into a tiick and habit with 
him : no matter for that; in my view of the business, it is not 
what a husband ought to do with a wife. And, if she did—^but 
she did not; and 1 say it. 

Mary. It seems, indeeil. severe. 

Elizabeth. Yea, afore God, metliinks it smacks a trifle of the 
tart. 

Mary, Our father was God’s vicegerent. Probably it is 
for the good of her soul, poor lady ! Bcjtter suffer here than 
hereafter. We ought to kiss the rod, and be thankful. 

Elizabeth, Kist- tlie rod, forsooth! 1 have been constrained 

erewhiJe even unto tliat; and no such a child neither. But I 
would ratlujr liave kissed it fresh and fair, with all its buds and 
knots uj)on it, than after it had bestowed on me, in such a 
roundabout way, such a deal of its embroidery and lacc-work. 
1 thank my fatlicr for all rb:it. I hope his soul lies easier than 
my skin did. 

Mary. 'Phe wish is kind ; but [uayers would much help it. 
Our fatlier, of blessed memory, now (let us hojie) among the 
saints, was somewhat sore in his visitations; but they tended 
heavenward. 

Elizabeth, Yea, when lie cursed and cuffed and kicked us. 

Mary. He did kick, poor man ! 

Elizabeth. Kick ! Fifty folks, young and old, have s(*en the 
marks his kicking left behind. 

Mary. We should conceal all such his infirmities. They 
arose from an irritation in the foot, wliereof he died. 

Elizabeth. 1 only know I could hardly dance or ride for 
them; chiefly cnught, as I was, fleeing from his wrath. He* 
seldom vouchsafed to visit me: when he did, he pinched my 
ear so bitterly I was fain to squeal. And then he said I should 
turn out like my mother: calling me by such a name, moreover, 
, as. is heard but about the kennel; and even there it is never 
given to the young. 

Mary. There was cholcr in him at certain times and seasons. 
Those who have much will, have their choler excited when 
opposite breath blows against it. 

V 


I 
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Bijznhfth. them have wil!; let them h:ive cholei* too, in 

God’s name : but it is none the better, as j^out is, tor flying tt) 
hand or foot. 

Mary. 1 hav(‘ seen—now do, inay, fb! 7 Jve me— 

Eli%ahth, Well, what Jr'iv<’ you >seefi 

Mary. My sweet little sister lift u]> the most delijate of all 
delieate white hanris, <«(id wllh their tiny narrow jjlnk. nails tear 
off rufFs and raps, and take sundry unening aims at eyes and 
noses. 

Elizalelh. Was that any impeilimcnt or hindrance to riding 
and dancing? I would always make people do thei» duty, and 
always will. Rcmemher (for your memory seems accurate 
enough) that, whencvei^ 1 scratched anybody’s face, I jicrmitted 
my hand to be kissed by the offender within a day or two. 

Mary. ITndeniahle. 

Elmaheth. i may, peradventure, have been hasty in my 
childhood : but all great hearts are warm ; all gooil ones are'" 
relenting, [f, in combing my hair, the hussy lugged it, f obeyed 
God’s command and leferred to the kx tahrmis. I have not 
too much of it; and every soul on eaith sees its I'eauty. A 
c'ngle one would be a pub’.ic loss. Uncle Sc ymour—but what 
boots it? There are others who can see peihaps as fa? as Uncle 
Seymour. 

Mary. I do remember his saying that he watched its growth 
as he would a melon’s. And how fondly did iho.se little, 
sharp, gray eyes of hi.s look and wink when you bluolied and 
chided his flattery! 

EU^ahdh. Ncvei let any man flatter nu': T am above 

it. Only the weak and ugly want the I'efreshnunr of that 
j)crfumcd fan. T take but my own ; and touch it win? dares ! 

Really, it is pleasant to see in wiiat a pear-f jrm fashion botli 
purse and caul an? lianging. Faith! they are heavy : I could 
hardly lift them fo'm the back of the chair. 

Mary. Let me call an attendant to carry them for you. 

Elizabeth. Are you mad ? They are unsealed, and ill-tied: 
any one could slip his hand in. 

And so tliat—the word was well nigh out of my mouth— 
gave you all this gold ? 

Mary, For sliame ! Oh, for shame ! 
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EU%ab€th. I fei'i shame only for her. It tiirn^s my cheeks 
red,—to^etiier with sornt^ .iiv^cr it. But 1 cannot keep my 
eyes ofF that book --if book Jt may lx*—on which the purse* wa*! 
lying. 

Mary. iSoin''\vh.ii irvi'veU'f'fiy^ thxl forgive me! But it Wii?: 
sent at the* s-mu* time by the same l.iif euMiure, with many kind 
words. It h ul .ilways been kept in our father’s bc'drooni closet, 
and was jcmoved from I’'dw'ird*s by those unhappy men who 
supciintended his education. 

Eli%ahe(h. Siie must have* tliought all those stones are gar- 
• nets : to me they look like ritbies, or.e and all. Yet, over so 
large a cover, they cannot all be |■u^)i>^s. 

Mary, I believe they an*; excej'ting the glory in the centre, 
which is com]>osed of chrysolites. Our father was an excellent 
judge in jewelry, as In every iliing else ; and he sjjared no expen¬ 
diture in objects «)f devotion. 

Elizabeth. What ciaature could fall in devotion with an 
object such as that befbo' thi; eyes ? Let me kiss it,—partly for 
my Saviour’s and partly lor my filht'r’s sake. 

Mary, How it coinfotLs me, O Elizabeth, to see you thus 
press it to your bosom 1 Its ..pirit, i am confident, has entered 
tliere. Disregard the pebbkv.: take it home ; chensh it evei- 
more. May there be virtue, as some think there is, even in the 
stones about it I God bless you, strcng’-l\en you, lead you aright, 
and finjilly bring you to everlasting glory ! 

Ert%ahetb {goin^)- The Popisii puss ! 


XIV PHILI5 11. AND DONA JUANA COLLHO.^ 

Juana, % Condescend, O niy King, to hear mr ! 

Pbi/ip, By what mt'ans, Dona Juana, have you obtained this 
admission to my piesence ? 

[* The story ol' the assassination of Escovcrlo maybe fouiul at length in 
Motley's “ Rise of the Dutch Republie." Antonio Perez, who plotted his 
death with Philip’s sanction, fell himself a victim to the king’s suspicion. 
He vsras charged with ticasoii. and with tlie muidet ol Escovedo. But it 
is generally asset ted that his leal crime was an intrigue with the Princess 
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Juana. Sire, by right of my sex and my misforrunrs. 

Philip. And what misfortune of yours, pray, mad.im, is it in 
my power to remove or .illeviate ? 

Juana. All mine, O most puissant monarch! and nearly all 
the heaviest that exist on earth ; the providence of God having 
placed the larger part of the known world under the sceptrt* ortho 
influence of your Majesty. 

PhiUp. And the more suffering part, no doubt. God, and Ins 
mother, and the blessed saints, Iwivc exalted me to my station, that 
I may bring chastisement on the perverse and reb{‘llious, and ward 
it off from the dutiful and obedient. I have now little leisure: 
to the point, then. 

Juana. O Sire ! itiy husband has offended,—1 know not how. 

Philip. Nor should you. Pfis oflence is against the Suite. 

Juana. He has been secretary many years to your Majesty; 
and, in times and circumstances the most trying, he has ever been 
a faithful vassal. The riches he possesses flowed in great measuic 
from royal bounty; none from treason, none from sjicculation, none 
from abuse of power. 

Phitip. Know you his steps, his thoughts ? 

Juana. 1 have always shared them. 

Philip. Always ? No, madam, l^ei me tell you, he aspires 
too high. 

Juana. O Sire ! tliat is a generous fault,—the fault of every' 
one who loves glory ; of every true Sjianiard, and, above all, of 
Antonio t^cmz. 

Philip. When did he first begin to look so loftily ? 

Juana. When first he began your Majesty. 

Philip. H as he no gratitude, no sense of duty, no feeling of 
nothingness, as becomes a subject ? I made him what he is. 'I'ell 
me no more I enriched him. That is little : bosides, I know not 
that I did it; and I could only wish to have done it, that I migfit 
undo it, I cannot remember that he has hrid any thing from me 
beyond the sfdary of his offices; but those who accept my money 

of EboH, Philip’s mistress. Before his sentence, his wife aided him to 
escape; and after causing an insurrection in Aragon, ho succeeded in 
reaching France. Philip’s wrath fell upon his wife and children. All 
were thrown into prison, and Dona Juan.i Coelho died there twelve years 
later. (Works, ii.. 1846. Works, v. 1876,)] 
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for any services would just as readily accept it from my enemies. 
They care no more from whose hand it comes than whose effigy 
it bears. 

Juana. He had enough and abundantly from his offices; nor, 
indeed, was he without a patrimony, nor I without a dower. 

Philip. He should have minded his business: he should have 
taken example from Scovedo. 

Juma. Sire, it becomes not me to express astonishment, or 
even to feel it, in the august presence. 

Philip. Sometliing very like astonishment produces good 
effects, occasionally. Madam, would you wish further audience ? 

Juana. Too graciously vouchsafed me ! Sire, Antonio Perez, 
my husband, is accused of being privy to the assassination— 

Philip. Unmannerly, ill-featured expression! 

Juana. —Of his colleague, Scovedo. I come to entreat, on 
the part of his fiimily and of mine, that he may be brought to 
trial sjieedily and openly. If your Majesty will indulge us 
with this further act of royal clemtmcy and favor, I engage 
that a crime so detesuible, a crime from which the nature of 
Don Antonio is abhorrent, shall be removed for ever from our 
house. 

Philip. At my good pleasure, I may confront him with his 
accomplices. 

Juatki. Alas! alas! who are the guilty ? 

Philip. Who? who? i^Asidt.) Susfucious, audacious woman! 
Some have suspected those about the Princess of Evoli, and have 
watched her. 

Juana. Kind soul, may never harm befall her from their 
wiles! Beauty, tliat should fill the world witli light and happi¬ 
ness, brings only evil spirits into it, and is blighted by malignity 
and grief. Who .upon earth could see the Princess of Evoli, 
and not be softflied ? 

Philips The injured, the insulted. 

Juana, Alas! even she, then, serves the purposes of the 
envious. From the plant that gives honey to the bee, the spider 
and wasp draw poison. 

Philip. You know the lady very intimately? 

Juana. She honors me with her notice. 




Philip. She honors your liUvsb-intl, too, with her notice,— 
docs she not ? 

Juana. Most Iiighly. 

Philip. Then, ma<inin, by the sriints, he dies! 

Juana. O Sire ! rccrJI the threat! 

Philip. We never tht eaten ; we 'K^ntence. 

Juana. He is innoctMit! By the beloved of Cod ! by the 
Fountain of truth and jraiil^ ! he ih iiiiiocent ! 

Philip. And rfhc too ! and slie foo ! marvel of* virtue ! A 
brazen breast would split with laugliter. S! e ! ICvoli ! ICvoJi ! 

Jiuma. Is as innocent as he. O Siie! this [)eautiful and 
gentle lady—- 

Philip. Ay, ay, veiy gentle : she brings men’s heads to the 
scaffold, if they havi- ever lain in her lajj. 

Juana. The unsuspicious, gene;oii;i ininces^: — 

Philip. Killed the ];oor fool Scovedo. 

Juana. Pardon me, Sire, she htirdjy knew him, and bore no 
ill-will toward him. 

Philip. Nor toward Peroz; ai worst, nor very spitt'ful. 
Dead scciX’tiiries and tlead rats shoulti ih‘le dH living ones. 
He was useful to me,—I mean Scovi'do,—even wlien alive; 
I cannot afford one like him every day. Do you hear, Dona 
.luaii.i ? 

Juana. Perfectly, Sire. 

Philip. And undersiand ? 

Juana. As well as 1 d.ap-. 


Philip, Could you live in privacy, with your accompli&iiments, 
and your beauty? 

Juana. At.is ! 1 wish ii had a! way. my lot ! 

Philip. I may jiromoie you Ui that OR\i iMe situation. 

. Juana. My huybaiid, now he has lo'.t the countenance of your 
Majesty, would retreat with me from the world. 

Philip. It is not in oi,'en places iltal siTpt'nls Iiatch their eggs. 
God protects me : I must jjrolcct tlu; Su:U‘. Perez is unworthy 
of you. 

Juana. Sire, if 1 tliougln him so, I would try to make him 
worthy. 

Philip. There are ofK ncei> that women cannot pardon. 

.Juana. Then theV should letire, and learn liow. 
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PhlHl). That insolent and ungrateful man wrongs and despises 
you. He too, among the rest, presumes to love the Princess of 
Evoli. 

Juana, Who docs not ? 

Philip. Wlio shall dare ? Pere/-, 1 tell you again, has declared 
his audacious passion to her. 

Juana. Then, God forgive him his impetuosity and sinfulness ! 
If she rejected him, he is punished. 

Philip.' If!—if! Do you j)retend, do you injagine, she 
would list(‘n to one like him ? Do you icMson about it; do you 
calculate on it ; do you sigh and weep at it, as if in your spite 
and stu])idity you could helieve itf liy the blood of the martyrs, 
I will drain tin* last drop of that traitor's! Off! unclasp my 
knee! 1 cannot wail for the woids in your throat! 


XV. DANTE AND BEATRICE.* 

Dante. When you .saw me profoundly pierced with love, and 
reddening and trcm'oling, ditl it liecome you, ilid it become you, 
you wJkuii i have always called the most tie Blre, to join in the 
heartles.s laughter of those girl.s ai'oimd ynu ? Answer me. Reply 
unhesititingly. Requires it so long a sjjace for di:).simulation anil 
duj)hcity ? Pardon ! pardon ! pardon ! My senses have left 
me; my heart being gone, they follow. , 

Beatrice. Cliildish man ! pursuing the inipossible- 
Dtmie. And was it this you lauglied at ? We cannot touch 
the hem of God’s garniout; yet wc fall at his feet, and weep. 

Beatrice. But weej) not, gentle D.inte ! fall not before the 
weakest of his features, willing to comfort, unable to relieve, you. 
Consider a little. Is laughter at all times the signal or the ju e- 
euisor of dciision ? I smiled, let me avow it; from the ])ridc 1 
felt in your ju'e^ei'ence of me; and, if 1 laughed, it was to con¬ 
ceal my sentiments. Did you never cover sweet fruit with worth¬ 
less leaves ? Come, do not drop again so soon so faint a smile. 


E Works, ii., 1846. Works, v., 1S76.] 
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I will not have you grave, nor veiy serious. I pity you; I must 
not love you: if I might, 1 would. 

Dante. Yet how much love is due to me, O Bice, who have 
loved you, as you well ivnieniocr, even from your tenth year! 
But it is rej)ortcd, and your words confirm it, that you are going 
to be married. 

Beatrice. If so, and if I could h.ivt‘ laughed at that, and if 
my laughter could liavL.’ estranged you from me, would you blame 
me? 

Dante. Tell me the truth. 

Beatrice. The report is general. 

Dante. Tlie truUi! the truth ! Tell me. Bice, 

Beatrice. Marriages, it is said, arc made in heaven. 

Dante. Is heaven, then, under the paternal roof? 

Beatrice, It has been to me, hitherto. 

Dante. And now you w'ck. it elsewhere. 

Beatrict. I seek it not. 'ri'c wiser choost* for the weaker. 
Nay, do not sigh so. What would you have, my grave, jiensive 
Dante ? What can 1 do ? 

Dante. Love me. 

Beatrice. 1 always did. 

Dante. Love me ? Oh, bliss of heaven ! 

Beatrice. No, no, no ! l^'orlie-ii ! Men’s kisses are always 
mischievous and hurtful; everybody siiys it. If you truly loved 
me, you would never think of doing so. 

Dante. Nor even this ? 

Beatrice. You forget that you are no longer a boy ; and that 
it is not thought proper at your time of life to continue the arm at 
all about die waist. Beside, 1 think would better not ]mt 
your head against my bosom; it beats too much to be j)kMsant to 
you. Why do you wish it? Why fiincy it can do you any 
good ? It grows no cooler: it seems to grow cvm hotter. Oh, 
how it bums! Go, go; it hurts me loo: it stniggles,aches, 
it throbs. Thank you, my gentk* friend, for removing your brow 
away: your hair is very thick and long ; and it began to heat me 
moj c than you can imagine. While it was there, I could not see 
vour face so well, nor tiilk witli you quietly. 

Dante. Oh ! when shall we talk so quietly in future ? 

Bi. atrice. When 1 am married. I shall often come to visit 
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my father. He lias always been solitary since my mother’s 
death, which happened in niy infancy, long Ixd'orc you knew me. 

Dante^ Ht>w can he endure the solitude of his house when 
you have left it ? 

Beal rice. The very question I asked him. 

Dante. You did not then wish lo—to—^go away ? 

Beatrice. Ah, no ! It is sad to be an outcast at fifteen. 

Dante. An outcast ? 

Beatrice. Forced to leave a home. 

Dante. For another? 

Beatrice. Childhood can never have a second. 

Dante. But childhood is now over. 

Beatr^e. 1 wonder who was so malicioUvS as to tell my f;ithc> 
that ? He w.inted me to be married a whole year ago. 

Dante. And, Bice, you hesitjitcd ? 

Beatrice. No ; I only wept. He is ;i dear, good father. 1 
never disobeyed him but in those wicked tears; and they ran the 
faster the more he reptthended them. 

Dante. Say, who is the happy youth ? 

Beatrice. I know not who ought to Ijc happy, if you aie not. 

Dante. I ? 

Beatrice. Suady, you deserve ail hajjjjiness. 

Dante. Happiness ! any happiness is denied me. Ah, hours 
of childhood ! bright hours! what fragrant blojsoms ye unfold ! 
what bitter fiuits to ripen ! 

Beatrice. Now cannot you continue to sit under that old fig- 
tree at the corner of the garden ? It is always delightful to me 
to think of it. 

Dante. Again you smile: I wish 1 could smile too. 

Beatrice. You were usually more grave than I, although very 
often, two years ago, ymu told me I was the graver. Perhaps 1 
nvas then, indetd ; and [lerhaps 1 ought to be now: but, really, 
I must s^rile at the recollection, and make you smile with me. 

Dante. Recollection of what, in particular ? 

Beatrice. Of your ignorance that a fig-tree is the bnttlest of 
trees, especially when it is in leaf; and, morexiver, of your tumble, 
when your head was just above the wall, and your hand (with 
the verses in it) on the very coping-stone- Nobody suspected 
that I went every day to the bottom of our garden, to hear you 
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repeat your poetry on the other wide ; nobotly but yourself : you 
soon found me out. But On that oect.sion I thought you might 
have been hurl; and I climbered our high peach-fee in the 
grass-plot ne.irefjt the place; anil thence I saw Messer Dante, 
with his white slei'ves reddened by the hg-juicc, and the seeds 
sticking to it pertinaciously, and Messer blushing, and trying to 
conceal his calamity, and still holding the verses. They were 
all about me. 

Dank. Never shall any verse of riiino be uttered from my 
lips, or from the lips of others, wltliout the memorial of Jiice. 

Beatrice. Sweet Dante ! in the purity of your soul shall Bice 
live; as (we are told by tiio go.tt-herds and foresters) ])Oor 
creatures have hien foLind ])reiiv'rved in the serene -ind lofty 
regions of the Alps, many years after the breath of life had left 
them. Already you lival Guido Cavalcanti and Cino da Pistoj.i; 
you must attempt—nor pethajjs, shall it be vainly—to surpass 
them in celehrit\. 

Dank. If ever I am above them,—and I must he,—I know 
already what angel’s hand will Irivc helped me up the ladder. 
Beatrice, 1 vow to iieaven, shall staux.! higlier tiian Selvaggia, 
high and glorious auvl immortal as that name will be. You h.ive 
given me joy and sonow ; for the worst of thesi; (1 will-not say 
the least) 1 will confer on you all the generations of our Italy, 
all the ages of our world. Bur, first (alas, from me you must 
not have it!) may happiness, long happiness, attend you! 

Beatrice. All ! those woids rend your bosom ! Why should 
they ? 


Dante. I could go away contented, or alnrost contented, were 
I sure of it. Hope is nearly as stroi , despair, and greatly 
more ju rtinacioiis and oiidiiring. You have made me see clearly 
that you never can be mine in this world ; but at the same time, 
O Beatrice, you have niadi’ me see quite as clearthat you may 
and must he mini' in anoilier. I am older than you : pr^'cedency 
is given to age, and not to worthiness, in our way to heaven. I 
will watch over you ; [ will jrray for you wlien I am nearer to 
God, and puriiicd fVom the stains of ear th and mortfility. He 
will permit me 10 behold you lovely as when I left you. Angels 
in vain should call me onward. 

Beatrice. Hush, sweeU-st Dante ! hush ! 
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Dante. It is iIktc, where I shall have cauglit the first 
of you again, tliat I wish all my portion of i’ar.ulise to ho as¬ 
signed me; and there, if far below you, yot within the sight of 
you, to establish ray perdurable abode. 

Bmlrtce. Is this piety ? Is this wisdom ? O Dante ! And 
may not I be called away first ? 

Dante. Alas ! alas! how many small feet have swept oft' the 
early dew of life, leaving the path black behind them! But to 
think that you should go before me ! It almost sends me for¬ 
ward on my w.iy, to receive and welcome you. If indt'ed, O 
Beatrice ! sucli should be God's immutable will, sometimes look 


down on me when tlie song to him is suspcndetl. Oh! look 
often on me with pniye. and pity; for there all prayers are 
accepted, and all pity is devoid of pain. Wiiy are you silent ? 

Beatrice. It is \oiy sinful not to love all creatures in tin- 

world. But is it true, O Dante ! that we always love those the 
most who make us the most unhappy ? 

Dante. The reni-vrk, I fear, is juvSt. 

Bentrirc. T’hen, unleiv the Virgin be pleased to change my 
inclinations, 1 shall begin at l.ist to love my l>etrothed ; for 
already the very idea of him renders me s.jd, wearisome, roid 
comforth'ss. Yertetday, he sent nio a bunch of violets. When 
1 took them up, delighted as I felt at that sweetest of odors, 
wliicli you and I once inhaled logetlier— 

Dante. And only once. 

Beatrice. You know why. Be quiet now, and hear me. 1 

dropped the posy; for around it, hidden by various kinds of 

foliage, was twined tiie bridal m-ckl:ice of pearls, O Dante! 
how worthless are the finest of tliem (and iltere are many fine 
ones) in comparison with those little pehhies, some of which 
(for perhajjs I may not have gatlicretl up all) may be still lying 
under the jx'ae^-tice, and some (do I hiuslj to say it?) under 
the llg I ^ Tell me not who threw these, nor for what. But you 
know you were always thoughtful, and sometimes reading, some- 



the ciimson cap, and the two bay-leaves I fastened in il, rise 
above the garden-wall. How silently you are listening, if you 
do listen I 


Dank. Oh, could my thoughts incessantly and eternally 
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dwell among tJiesc* recollections, undisturbed by any other voice, 
— undisturbed by any jnesence! Soon must they abide 

with me alone, and be rcjieated by ntnie but me,—repeated in 
the accents of anguish and despair! Wliy could you not have 
held in the sad home of your heart that necklace and those 
vi(dets. 

Bt'dirue. My Dante ! wc must all obey : 1, my lather ; you, 
your God. He will never abandon you. 

Dante. 1 have ever sung, and will for ever sing, the most 
glorious of his works: and yet, O Bice! he ab.indons me, he 
casts me off; and he uses your hand for this infliction. 

Biairice. Men travel far and wide, and see many on whom 
to fix or transfer tlicir affections; but we maidens have neither 
tlie power nor the will. Casting our eyes on the ground, we 
walk along the straight and narrow road prescribed for us; and, 
tloing thus, we avoid in great measure the thorns and entangle¬ 
ments of life. Wc know we are perfoiraing our duty ; and the 
fruit of this knowledge is contentment. Season after season, 
day after day, you have made me serious, punsivi*, meditative, and 
almost wise. Being so little a girl, 1 was proud that you, so 
much t'lllcr, should Ic.in on ray shoulder to overlook my work. 
And greatly more proud was I when in limi you taught me 
several Latin words, and then whole sentences, both in prose and 
verse; pasting a strip of ])apei over, or obscuring with imjiene- 
tr.ible ink, those }>a8sagcs in the poets which were heyond my 
comprehension, and might perplex me. Bui ju'oudest of till was I 
when you began to reason with me. Wliat will now be my 
pride, if you are convinced by the first arguments I ever have 
opposed to you ; or il you only take them up and try if they are 
applicable. Certainly do I know (indeed, indeed 1 do) that 
even the patience to consider them will make you happier. Will 
it not, then, make me so ^ I entertain no othw wish. Is not 
this true love ? 

Dante. All, yes! the truest, the purest, the least perishable; 
b\it not the sweetest. Here are the rue and the hyssop; but 
where the rose ? 

Beatr ice. Wicked must be whatever torments yi^u; and will 
you let love do it? J^ovc is the gentlest and kindest breath of 
God. Are you willing that the Tempter should intercept it^ 
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and rospiri’ it polluted into your ear ? Do not make me hesitate 
to pray to the Virgin for you, nor tremble lest she look itown 
on you witli a repro.ichfiil pity. To her alone, O Dante! dare I 
confide all my thoughts. Ijcssen not my confidence in my only 
reftip/*. 

Dunk, God annihilate a power so ciiminal! Oh, could 
my love flow into your breast with hc'is I It should flow with 
equal purity. 

Benfrice. You have stored jny little mind with many thoughts; 
dear because they an* yours, and because they are virtuous. May 
1 not, O my Dante! bring some of them back again to your 
bosom ; as tfic CmtuJinn lets down the string from the cottigc- 
beam in v/inler, and culls a few bunches of the soundest for the 
master of the vineyard ? You liave not given me glory that the 
world should .shudder at its eclipse. To prove that 1 am worthy 
ot the smailcHi part of it, I must obey Ciod ; and, under God, 
my father. Surely, the voice of Heaven conw's to us audibly 
from a parent's lips. You wiP be great, and, what is .il)ove all 
greatness, good. 

Dante, Rightly and wi-^ely, my sweet Beatrice, have you 
spoken in this estimate. Greatness is to goodness what 
gravel is to porphyry; tlic one is a movable accumulation, 
.swej)t al(jng the suif'ac(‘ of the earth ; the other sUinds fixed and 
solid and alone, al)ove tlie violence of v.ai’ and of the tempest, 
above ail that ir residuous of a wasted world. Little men build up 
great ones; but tiie snow colossiitj soon ntclts. The good stand 
under the (‘ye of God ; ;ukI Uiendorc stand. 

Beatrice. Now you are calm and reasonable, listen to Bice. 
You mii.st marry. 

Dante, Marry ? 

tt 

Beatrice. linlcss you do, how can vve meet again, unre¬ 
serve dlj^? Worse', worse th.'m ever! I cannot bear to sec 
those large, heavy tears following one another, heavy and slow as 
nuns at the funeral of a sister. Come, I will kiss off one, if you 
will promise me faithfully to shed no more. Be tranquil, be 
tranquil; only Iwjar reason. There are many who know you; 
and all who know you must love you. Don’t you hear me ? 
Why turn aside ? and vvhy go further off ? I will have that 
Jian(5., It twists about as if it hated its coufinement. Perverse 
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and peevish creature ! you have no more reason to be sor**y than, 
1 have; and you have many to the contrary which I have not. 

a man. you are at liberty to ailmire a vanety, and to make 
.1 clioice. Is th.'it no coniiort to you i* 

Ddnle. 

liid this bosom (\a'(‘ fn (rriew ? ' 

Hill thcsi; t-yc's Iresh obji-e s '.ee ? 

WiK'u 's the comfort to helicvo 

Norn might once have rivall'il me? 

What! my freedom to receive! 
l^iioken hearts, arc they the free ? 

For another can I live 

When I may not live for thee ** 

Bealnte. I will ncvci be fond of yon again, if yon are so 
violent. We Jiave been together too long, and we may he 
noticed. 

Dunic, Is this our last meeting ? If it is—and that it is, my 
heart luis told me—you will not, suiely you will not refuse— 
liiatrite. Dante! Dante! they make the heart sad after: 
do not wish it. But jirayers—oli, how much Ixtt. r are they ! 
how much quieter and lighter they render i! ! They cairy it up 
to heaven with them; and tiiose we love are left behind no 
longer. 


XVI. QUEEN ELIZABETH, CECIL, DUKE OF 
ANJOU, AND DE LA MOTTE FENl-LON.^ 

Efhnh'lh. You are only nineteen, M. D^Anjou; I, avS all 
the world knows, am bordering on thirty. 

La Molle {aside). Thirty-nine, that is. (Pretty bordering.) 

FJi%alcth {continuing). If in fifteen or twenty years, sooner 
or later, 1 .should haply lo.s.- a p#avL of those personal* charms 
which, for the benefit t)l' my people, God’s providence hath so 
bountifully bestowed on me, anrl which your partial eye liatlj 
multiplied ; if they sluiuld wane, and their power over your 
gentle heart become tiuntei,—die 1 must: die of grief; the 
grievousest of grief,—the lohS of your affeclion. 

p Works Work*-', v., 1876.] 
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Anjou. Impossible ! Such charms perish ! wane! decline ! 
in fifteen or twenty years! 

La Motte {asuhy They have all been gone the best part of 
the time. 

Anjou. Angelic vision ! I am unworthy of them: earth may 
be so Kjo. Death alone can de])iive her of their latiiancc: but 
the angels can be happy without them ; and mankind hath not so 
sinned a second time as to deserve a deluge,—a universal deluge 
of tears for which no ark hatli been pro\idecl. 

Elizabdh (to CertI). He speaks well, rationally, religiously : 
but, Cecil, the inches are w,anting, 

Anjou. A few years are as unlikely to produce a change on 
that countenance of a seraj)h, as eternity is to produce it in my 
passion. 

Elizabeth. I cannot hut smile at you, my sweet cousin ! But 
surely you mock me. Do my features (which, alas! like my 
heart, were t'ver too lIcKible) seem to you so settled ? 

Anjou. Not otherwise than as the stirs above are settled in 
the firmament. 

Elizabeth. Believe it or not believe it, I have l)ccn more 
beautiful. 

La Motii' (fwde'). No heretic will ever be burned for disput¬ 
ing the verity of that article. 

Anjou. More beautiful still ? 

Ehznbeth. Ay, truly ; two years ago. 

Anjou. Truth, is powerful; but modesty is powerfuller. 
Here, indeed, truth flics l)efoie her. For this uncourteou.s 
speech, thus extorted from me, on my knees do I crave your 
pardon, O gracious Q^ueen, O empress of my heart. 

Elizabeth, I inci ejise in glory by that application. 

Anjou. I hiive always heard that the lofty of both sexes 
love the^less in stature, and that the beautiful are partial to the 
plain. 

Elizabeth. Am I plain, false traitor? I could almost find 
it in my heart to beat you, for changing your tone so .suddenly. 

Anjou. That gracious glance could heal even wounds 
inflicted by the rack, and turn agonies into, ecstasies. I spake 
(alas, too truly !) of myself. Whatever are the graces which the 
world sees in my person, I am shorter than several in the courts 
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of France and Enjiland. Indeed, I never saw so many personable 
men before, as I have seen about your Majesty. 

EH%/jheth He lias caught *50010 of his Brother 

Henryks jealousy; maybe he hath spied at Dudley; ma^be he 
hath heard of the Admiral and—the rest. 

Sir, my cousin ! they are well enough ; that is, they are well 
enough for grooms, and servitt'iit> about the house. 

Anjou, Your Majesty is now looking at those unfortunate 
holes and seams lefi all oxer my face by the small-pox. 

Eihabeth, Dimples ! dimjdes ! hiding-places of love. 

La Motte, did you not assure me that there is a surgeon in 
London who can remove them all ? 

La Motie. And most truly. I have conversed with him 
myself, and have seen m.iny whose faces he hath put into lepair. 
You would believe that the greater part had never ha<i a speck 
upon them. 

En%abeih. Touch your face ! Would you let him ? woulii 
you suffer him to alter one feature, one component of feature, in 
tliat countenance. 

Anjou, My inotlier has insisted that it might be improved. 

Elt’z.aheth. My dear sister, the Queen Caterina, is the wisest 
of cjuccns and of women. A mother so perspicacious might 
espy a defect, when another of ecpiai perspicacity (if any such 
existed) could find none. 

To Cecil. What a monkey ! How hideous ! and how vain, 
worst of all! 

Cecil. His Highness hath much penetration. 

Eli%aheth. But the inches, Cecil,—-the inches ! 

Anjou, I perceive your Majesty hath heen comparing my 
stature with my Lord Burleigh’s. 1 wish, indeed, I resembled 
his Lordship in figure and dignity. I would glndlj^be half an inch 
taller. ^ 

ETt^aheih. Men never are contented. You are between five 
and six feet high. 

i^Aside), lileven inches from six, though. 

Anjou, If my height is unobjectionable, my heart is quite at 
ease ; for it has been certified to me that the surgeon can render 
niy face as smooth as— 

El\%aheth ^astdej. The outside of an oyster-shell. 
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Anjou. And should he should he peradventure, my beard 
in another ye.ii will overgrow the marks. 

Eli%abeih [to Cecil). Such creatuies are usually born witli 
beards fmm chin to eyebrow, and from eyebrow to nose. 

(7c» Anjou). Beards so comprehensive add more to majesty 
than to comeliness. 

{jVo Call). *F'orc Gad ! Cecil, 1 would not have him for a 
' husband, were he ten inches taller, and ten wider across the 
shoulders. To gratify ray beloved people, on whom all my 
thoughts are bent, 1 must look narrowly to the succession, seeing 
• that from ray body must descend the issue of their future kings. 
We want the inches, Cecil, we verily do want the inches. My 
father was .1 port iy man, Cecil, and my grandfather, allxjit spare, 
was wirily elastic. For reasons of State, 1 would never have my 
Sister Mary’s widower. The nation might possibly have been 
disappointed in the succession, and 1 should liave wasted away 
among the bleeding hearts of my people. Say something to the 
man, and let him go. Were tlierc the inches—but we must not 
press u[)on that point. 

Cecil. May it please your Majesty, ten or a dozen in height 
and breadth would cover a multitude of sins, and almost atone for 
the mass. 


FM^aheth, At him upon that! 

Anjou. I do perceive there are di»!lcuities; but 1 humbly 
trust that none of tliem aic insu)iiiiounl:ible. 

ER^abeih. [*\cuse my maidenly sighs, sweet cousin ! 

La Moth' [ihide). No sighs of that descii])tion have cs- 
ca])ed her since she was fourteen. The first and last of them 
caught the sails of the High Admiral, anti cast him on the 
breakers. 


Anjou. Those tender breatliings, most gracious lady, seem 
to aiise from ^fiy breast and to murmur on your lips; those 
bcauteod. lips which may soften or sliortcn the thread of my 
destiny. 

Elizabeth. Faitli and troth, Cecil, this rogue duke possesses 
a vast treasury of jewelled language. The boy is well educated, 
and hath much discernment. It would cost no orilinary jxiet 
half a day’s labor, and the better part of his ten nails, to have 
devised what our cousin hath spoken off-hand. 
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(To j4njou.) Sir, my of all the princes who have 

wooed me, none so well knows the avenues to my heart as you do. 
I beseech you, urge me no further in this moment of my weak¬ 
ness. The woman who avoucth her love loseth her lover. 
Forbear! Oh, forbear! have patience : leave my wits to settle! 
Time, too clearly I perceive it, will only rivet my cliains. 

La Motte (/o jinjm). He hath taken his leisure in forging 
them, and hath left them brittle at last. 

Anjou [to La Motte). Forty-nine years! Women of that 
age have bent down their spectocles over the cradles of their 
great-grandchildren. In God’s name. La Motte, how much 
older ever do they grow ? 

Eli%abeth. What did 1 overhear of children ? The I.ord 
vouchsafe us whatever number of girls it may please his Divine 
providence! I would iniplore of it, in addition, only just two 
boys; one for Franee, and one for Lngland. 

La Motte. We cannot Ik‘ quite happy with fewer than four 
girls, may it please your Majesty. 

Elizabeth. It pleaseth me well; and I st'c no difilculty in in¬ 
serting so discreet a prayer in our Litany. But why four? 
Why four, precisely ? 

La Motte. May it please your Majesty ! in order to represent 
their motlier and the Graces. In the first I have presumed to 
nl^lllion, the cardinal virtues have already their representative. 

M. De La Motte b'encion ! her Majesty h.'is been 
graciously pleased to impose on me her royal command that 1 
should express her Majesty’s deep sorrow (since vsiic herself is 
incapable in tliis presence of expressing any such sentiment) at the 
strange misadventure, the sad, untoward demise, of so many Pro¬ 
testant lords and gentlemen, in his Most Christian Majesty’s good 
city of Paris, on the Feast of St. Bartholomew last past. And 
her most gracious Majesty, in the tenderness of'"her royal heart, 
urged by the cries and clamors of her loving subjects, ^ould re¬ 
monstrate, however blandly, thereupon. In ordci' to pacify her 
people, who are dealer to her than life,and in order tliat no delay 
whatever may be interposed to your forthcoming nuptials, her 
Majesty would fain insure youi Highness’s compliance with the 
established religion of the realm; and is ready to accept any 
valid security that your and her royal progeny (the first-born and 
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second-born son, csj»ecially) be educated in the same. The 
daughters, in course, follow the footsteps of the mother. 

Anjou. My children can receive no better instruction than 
from their most religious and accomplished nmthcr. I am tolerant 
of all religions; and, to give a proof of it, I am going to fight 
for the Protestants in the Low-Countries. 

EU^ahiih (/o Cecil). Do not let him go; he will obtain great 
inlluence over tliem, and curtail our traflic and taxes. 

[To Anjou.) O Anjou 1 Anjou! O my beloved Francis! 
do you, must you, can you, leave us ? My sobs choke me. is 
war, is even glory, preferable to love ? Alas 1 alas ! you cannot 
answer me: you know not what love is. Oh, imperfection of 
speech,—in the ]>resence of Anjou to separate war and glory ! 
13ut when will you return ? 

Anj ou. Before the end of next month, at farthest. 

FAizahclh. What years, what ages, roll within that period ! 
My heart is already on the ocean- with you, swelling more 
tumultuously. The danger 1 most dread is from the elements: 
no other enemy is great enough to hurt you. Only look from 
the Avindow ! The waves are beating and roaring against our 
town of Sandwich, ready to engulf it. 

Anjou. Sweet lady! the sun is sliiniug on the eighth of 
February as brightly as it ever shone on May before. But shines 
it not at this moment on May ? 

Elis^ahcth. Flatteier ! Jeeeoer! F am shipwrecked and lost 
already. Adieu ! adieu !—miisi T only say— my cousin P 

Anjou. She is gone -liod be praised! Why did not you 
tell me, Fenelon, what a hyena the creature is ? Her smile 
cured me at once of love-cjualins. 

La Moltc. She is not so amiss. Really, she was well-looking 
no longer than some twenty yeais ago. But every w'oman has 
Ixfen several women if she has lived long. The 
hour caff her handsome. 

Anjou. The English may be good historians: they are bad 
grammarians; they confound tlie preterite and the present. 
Beside, to call her otherwise, would cost tlio best among them 
his head. How many days ago is it that slic chopjicd off the 
hand of the most eloquent and honest man in her universities, 
for diBaj)proving of her intended marriage with me ? And yet 
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he praised her, and spoke affectionateiy. Wiiat prince, whctlier 
in modern times or ancient, eve/ niflicrcJ so many and such 
atrocious pains and j/enalties, o/' ever expected such enormous 
sums in proportion to the ability of tlie ]K‘Oj)le ? But in lingUind 
the pack is well whipped in, and always follows the first hound 
at full cry, muzzle to hoof. Tlie English have belief for every 
thing but religion : there tlu'y would run wild; only a few 
good Catholics whirapei- and sit rpiiet. Englishmen verily be¬ 
lieve the Queen loves them tenderly, while they sec one after 
another led with the halter round their necks up the ladder, 
some wanting their ears, oOme their noses, and some their hands. 
Talk to me of St Bartholomew's day!—the dead ujjon that d/iy 
died whole. 

What stonLicbs have these islanders! The Lord High 
Admiral well dcscivcd liis commission; but he was braver on 
land tiian at sea. 

l.a Matte. The Englisii drink valiantly, and do not see 
clearly small defects in beauty by bedtime. They aix; hale, and 
deem it unmeet and unmanly 10 be squeamish. 

Anjou. So it <i]j]jeaia, by what my brother told me, and by 
what (as wc know) went against the grain with him. But he 
was heir-a})parent. If Dudley i>ad been a genllenian by de¬ 
scent, Charles })erh.'q)S miglu not have so taken to heart his 
precedency. 

liti Mottf. She has points alnait liei. 

Anjou. Ay, truly ; too many. Were her nose but awry, 
she might see to read through it. 'fhen (mercy upon us!) 
those long, narrow, ferret's reetii, inter},ectin;; a face of such 
proportions that it is likt* a pared cucumber set on end. And 
then, those foxy eyelashes and eyelirows! And tliose wildfire 
eyes, equal in volubility to hei tongiie and Ikt affections, and 
leering like a junther's when it yawns. Gramercy! the fellow 
who pretends he can fill up the trenches and pitfalls iif my face 
may try his hand at hers ; I never will. Sacre I the skinny old 
goshawk, all talon and plumage. By St Martin ! I would not 
have her,—no, not even to nail against my stable-door. 1 do 
not wonder that Dudley requires a couple of wives to take the 
taste of this wormwood out of his mouth. My wonder is that 
he should have been at the trouble to inuider the s^ime number 
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of liandsomo ones to mnkc room for her. 1 myself would have 
done a good deal, perhaps as much or nearly so, to 'U't a king¬ 
dom ; but my charger could ncv('r overlea}) this bar. No, La 
Motto ! 1 must be contented with the Netherlands. 


XVII. MARY AND BOTIIWF.LL.i 

Mary, Bothwell! Bothwell! what would you have ? I 
can hardly believe my senses. It was wrong, it was very wrong 
indeed, to commit such an (iutrage. You hirgct my condition, 
my stiition, and wli.it you owe nic,—the allegiance, the duty— 

Uothnut'U. Nay, nay, 'ray gracious Queen ! I thought of 
nothing else all our ride. What a swccf, fresh color it has 
given my royal mistress ! Oh, could the ugly irdizabcth but see 
it, I should hail you Queen of England the next hour! 

Mary, Hov; dare you call my cousin ugly? and to my face! 
And do you tliink she would give the crown of England to look 
at me ? O you silly man 1 liut what can you mean ? 

Bothwell. I mean, she would burst and crack at it, like a dry 
and gnarly log of moiintain-ash on a Christmas hearth. 

Mary. At me ? at my color I cannot help laughing at 
your absurility, most Vr'icked, Mattering, ’deceiving creature ! 

Bothwell. I ilattcr I 1 deceive! I never try to do what I 
am likely to fill in : hcie 1 must ; here all must. 

Mary. I wish you had, indeed, failed altogether. 

Bothwell. So, then, niy royal dovi', T did not quite ? 

Mary. Inijiudent man ! go away. 

Ah, Bothwell! you au- now a traitor after tliis. They would 
treat you like one. The laws call it abduction,—and God knows 
what beSde. 

BothweU. Treat me like a traitor !-—me !—the truest man 
among them! Yea, if I would let them, and this fair hand could 
sign it. 

Mary. O Heaven ! tlo not Uilk so ; you make me very sad, 
I will never be so cruel to you as you have been to me-. 

Works, ii., 1846; Works, v., 1876.') 
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BothwclL The laws too ; the laws, forsooth ! Neither in our 
country, nor in any other, do the laws touch any thing higher than 
the collar of the most diminutive thief; and a lawyer is always at 
hand to change his coat and cli.iraclcr with him for a groat. 

Mary, With what derision and scorn you speak of laws and 
lawyers! You little know how vindictive they are. 

BothwtH, Faith! \vc arc not well acquainted ; but I know 
enough of them to know that. 

Mary. Arc not you afraid ? 

BothwelL 1 tremble in the picsence of majesty and beauty. 
Where they are, there lies my law. I do confess I am afraid, 
and hugely ; for 1 feel hard knockings (there must surely he all 
the pandects) where my heait was lately 

Mary. You never had any heart, or you would not have 
treated nje in this manner. 

Both^ell. You shall want nothing with me: you shall never 
pine after the past. 

Mary. Ah, but!—ah, but!—indeed, indeed, gooil Bothwcll! 
he wa.s very hiindsome; and you must acknowdedge it. If he 
had only been less cross and je.ilous and wayward and childish— 

Bothwell. Too childish by half for you, fiiir lady ! and he 
was all those other little things beside. 

Mary. W’^Iiat is over is over! CJod forgive you, bad man! 
Sinner I serjK’nt! it was all you. And y(»u dare smile ! SJiamc 
upon you, varlct! Yes; nc»w you look as you should do. No¬ 
body ought to be more contrite. You may speak again, if you 
will only speak to the purpose. Come ; no wickv’d thoughts I I 
mean if you will sjieak. reasonably. But you really are a vei-y, 
very wicked man, indeed. 

BolhnuelL Happy the man who hears tliose blessed words! 
They grow but on soft sweet lijis, fresh pouting from ardent 
pressure. 

Mary. If you presume to talk so, I will kill myself. Are 
you not ashamed? 

Bt>ih*u)eU. My blushes quite consume me; 1 feel my hair 
crackle on my head; my beard would burn my fingcis. 

Mary, 1 will not laugh, sirrah ! 

Bothweli* No, my most gracious lady 1 in mercy stop half¬ 
way I That smile is quite sufficient. 
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Mary. Do you fnncy I am capable of smiling ? I am quire 
seriouj!. You have carried me away, and now you have noihins; 
to do but to take me back again. 

Boih^tveJl. It would be dangerous : you have too many enemies. 

Mary. I do not mind them while you are with me. Am I 
wild ? You have frightened me so I scarcely know what I say. 

BothwcU. A part of your understanding, most gracious lady, 
seems at last to have fallen on me. 

Mary. Whither now would you carry me ? You know it is 
quite against my will,—absolute, downright force. 

BotbwcU. Pardon, sweet lady ! pardon my excess of zeal and 
devotion, my unutterable— 

Mary. What ? 

Btiihnucil. Love. 

Mary. A subject’s is loyalty. Love, indeed ! 

Bothwcll. Let me perish, but not against an iceberg, 

Mary. Ah, bold, cruel man ! this is scoffing. Does it end so P 

Bothwell. Nay, never lei it end so ; never let it end at all: 
let one thing under heaven be eternal. 

Mary. As If I, so helpless a creature, could order it. 

Boih’Uicll. What have tlie Powers above denied you? 

Mary. Happiness, innocence, peace. No, they did not deny 
them. BothwelJ! Bothwell! they were mine,—were they not? 

Bothwelh And good tilings tliey are, no doubt; but there 
are other good things beside: all which you possess, and these 
too. 'Fhese should not always be shut up in the casket. 
Where there are peace and happiness, there is sure to be 
innocence; for what else can any one wish ? But those who 
can bring them into the hearts of others, and will not, I never 
will call innocent. I do not remember that any living person has 
entreated me, a^^d met with a refusal. 

Mar^. Ah! such men may be beloved, but cannot Jove. 
What is that to me ? It is unbecoming in me to reason with a 
profligate, or to listen any longer. You have often run, then, into 
such courses ? 

Bothnudl. Alas ! from my youth upward I have always been 
liable to these paroxysms. 

Mary* For shame! I do not understand a single word of 
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what you arc saying. Again, I ask you, and I insist upon an 
answer, whithi;r arc you conducting me ? 

Bothtuell. To freedom, to safety, to the ])rotccUon of a duti¬ 
ful subject, to the burning heart of a gallant man, 

Mary. I am frightened out of my senses at tlie mere mention 
of any such things. What can you possibly mean ? 1 never 

knew the like. 1 will not hear of it, you rebel! And you dare 
already— 

BothwcU. Do you look so sternly on me, when you yourself 
have reduced me to this extremity? And now, worse ! worse! 
do you deprive me of rlu; last breath, by turning away from me 
those eyes,—the bn’ght, unerring stars of my destiny ? 

Mary. If they had any [>(>wer (but they hive none!) 1 
would strike you almost dead with them for that audacity. 
Again ? O madman ! madman ! madman I 

Both-wcU. To mistake the lips for the hand,—hallucination ! 

Mary. Now, if you sliould (and you must!) be* overtaken ? 

BothmeU. You would deliver me up to death and ignontiny ? 

Mary. Our pure religion teaches us forgiveness. 

Bnlhwcfl. 


Then hy my troth is it pure :uui brif'lit 
As .1 ])c'WlcT plate on a Sauirday 

Here is a stave of my own to its honor and glory. 

Mary. You sing too? 

Botfjwell. Yes; but 1 am no tenor. 

Mary {^asuL). Ah, sweet soul! thou * wert gentle, fond, 
and faithful! 

Bothni’clf {catchiny the last •wor/l). Capital for the faithful; 
and, moreover, it is the cleverest and rare.st religion in the world. 
Few, even of the adventurously pious, so far interfere with the 
attributi's of the Almighty :is to take ]><iidon into ftieir own hands, 
—unless for offences ag;!jn.st others, '^rhere indeed tluyfind as 
little di<iiciihy in practising as in preaching,. 

Mary. 1 am quite cdiiied at seeing you grow so serious. I 
once heard that you had abandonetl the religion of your ancestor. 

Bothwell. I did not abandon it: it drojjped off me unaware. 
Now to prove my constancy, 1 never would take another. It is 

■ 'I'hinkjnjj of Ri/zio. 
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hard that a nian like me should he accused of irj clifi;ion. They 
may do anything with me they like, if they will only let me he 
quiet. I am loiig-suiTering : I never preacli again. 

Mary. Well, at least you have not fallen into lieresy: you 
are not malignant ? 

BothwelL By Ji;,oiter! no; neither the one nor the other. 
Sweet, gracious lady'; how could you suspect me ? 

Mary. Because you men arc so violent and so fond of change. 
You will never hear reason ; you will never do your duty. 

Ihthnvfll. By the stars above! I will do mine before 1 evei 
presume to pray again. 

Mary. And ';o, you Jarc to sweat and laugh in my presence ! 

I do really think, Bothwel!, you are one of the most impudent 
men I ever nut witl-al. 

Bolbwell. Ah, my beloved lady! — 

Mary. Stop, stoj)! I shall not let you say that. 

Boihwfll. My ino.-'t giacious Queen and mistre«>s ! 

Mary. You are now, 1 bi'lit've, williin the rulest and regula¬ 
tions ; that i'i, If you would rot look up to me in such a very odd 
way. Modest men always h'ok down on the eyelashes, not be¬ 
tween them. 

Bnthwtll. Happy the modest men, if they do. 

Mary. 'Then'! now you look exactly as you should always. 

Both<wtll. h'aini as I am, and sinking betwixt fear and 
love, 1 feel that, by thus taking my liand, your Highness in 
part forgivcvS and entirely pities the most unfortunate of your 
servants. For, surely, be is the most unfortunate, who, having 
ventured the most to serve you, has given you tlicrehy the most 
offence. I do not say 1 hazarded my freedom ; it was lost 
when T first belield jmu : T do not say I hazarded my life; I 
had none uniil t^-day; and who dates touch it on the altar 
where T ^evote it ? L;uly, vouchsafe to hear me! 

Mary. What a rough hand you have, Both well! what a 
heavy one! and (holy Virgin!) what a vastly broad one! it 
would cover I don’t know what. And what a brierj' bower of 
hair overarching it! Curious ! it is quite red all over,—every¬ 
where but where there is this long scar, and these two ugly 
warts. Do I hurt you ? 

Boihwell. My heart and every fibre feel it, but can well bear it. 
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Mary. How much whiter the back of the liand is, for a mo¬ 
ment, by just passing two fingers over it!—look I But, really, 
warts are frightful things; and scars not much better. And 
yet there arc silly girls, who, when they have nothing else to 
tliink about, could kiss them. 

BothwelL Ay, ay ; but b'‘ girls as silly as they will, I never 
let them play such idle tsiulss with me. 

Mary. T am glad to hear it. J fancied you had .said some¬ 
thing very different; you must not joke; it vexes me. 

Bothweli. The warts will vanish undci the royal touch. As 
for the scar, I would not lose the scar for the crown of Scotland, 
in defence whereof I fairly won it. 

Mary. Oh ! you are a very brave man, but a very bold one. 

Brdhnvell. Illiterate and ignorant ns I am, I would gladly 
learn from the best informed .ind most intellectual of God^s 
creatures, where lies the dilTcrence. 

Mary. I don’t know, I don’t know. I am quite bewildered. 
Move your hand oil my knee. Do not lay your cheek there, sir! 

O Bothweli I 1 am tired to death, 'fake me l)jck 1 oh, Uikc 
me back ! Pray do ! if you Ij.ive any pity. 

BnthwcU. Would your Highness Ijc pleased to repost? awhile, 
and remain by yourself in a chamber upstairs? 

Mary. I think it miglu do me good. 

Bothweli, May I ordei the tuisti<-st of riic handmaidens to 
attend your Highness.^ 

Mary. You may. Go, go *, T thought 1 desired you before 
not to look up at me in that manner, 'rhank you, gentle Botli- 
well! T did not speak too harshly, did I ? If I did, you may 
kiss rny hand. 

Bothweli, If this scar and these warts (which are fast dis¬ 
appearing, I ])evcoive) are become less frightful to your Higli- 
ness, might the humblest of your servitors crave j)criiyission to 
conduct your Highness nigh unto the chamber-door ? 

Mary. All me ! where arc my own women ? where are my 
ushers ? 

Bothweli. Your Higliness, in all your wrongs and straits, has 
the appointment of one snpernumevai'y. 

Mary. Be it so: ( cannot help myself, as you know ; and 
ilie blame is all vours. 
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Bothwell. When your Hijijhness is re.idy tx) rcct'ivc the 
services of the handmiiiden, liow may it j»lcaf,e your Highness 
that she sluilJ know it ? 

Mary. J^et her tap twice with hei' knuckles : 1 can open 
the door myself,—or she may. 

Bothwdh My Queen’s most gracious commands shall be 
duly executed. 


XVTIl. TASSO AND CORNPirJA.i 

Tasso. She is dead, Cornelia ! she is dead ! 

Cornelia. Toiqunto! my I'orquato! after so many years 
of separation do I bend once more your beloved he.id to ray 
embrace ! 

Tasso. She is dead ! 

Cornelia. Tenderest of brothers ! bravest and best and most 
unfortiinalc of men ! What, in the name of Heaven, so be¬ 
wilders you ? 

Tasso. Sister! sister! sister! I could not save her. 

Cornvlia. Certainly, it was a sad event; and they who are 
out of sjniits may be ready to take it for an evil omen. At this 
season of die year, tlie vintagens are joyous and negligent. 

Tasso. How ! what is this ? 

Cornelia, 'Fhe little girl was ciM:>h''d, they say, by a wheel 
of the car laden with gr.vpns, as she held out a handful ol 
vine-leaves to one of the oxen. And did you happen U> be 
there just at tlu- moment; 

Tasso, So, then, the little too can suffer!—the ignorant, the 
indigent, the urtgispiring ! P(Jor child 1 she was kind-hearted, 
else never would calamity have befallen her. 

Cornelia, I wish you had not seen the accident. 

[* After'Tasso'-4 first imprisonment in Ferrara as a lunatic, he escaped 
to Naple.s, where his sister Cornelia lived, and was .sheltered hy hei; 
until letters from Leonora d’lv.stc brought him back to a longer and more 
rigorous imprisonment. The visit described in this Conver')ation cannot, 
however, have taken place until after Leonora’-s death. Set; Landor’.s note 
at the end of the Conversation: and Serassi’s “Life of Tasso.” fBlack¬ 
wood, .Ian. 1S43- Works, ii,, 1S46. Works, v., 1876.)] 
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Tasxo. \ see it ?—I ? I saw it not. No other is cruslied 
where I am. The little girl died for her kindness! Natural 
death ! 

CorneKa. Be calm, be composed, my brother! 

lassru You would not require me to be composed or calm, if 
you comprehended « thousandth part of my sufferings. 

Cartu'lta. Peace! pence ! we know them all. 

7asso. Who has darcfl to name them ? Imprisonment, 
derision, madness. 

Cornelia. Hush! sweet Torquato! If ever these existed, 
they arc pavSt. 

J'asso. You do think they are sufferings ? ay ? 

CorneRn. Too sinely. 

Tasso. No, not too surely: I will not have that answer. 
They would have been; but Ijconora was then living. Un- 
m.'inly as I am, did I complain of them ? and while she was left 
me ? 

Cornelia. My own l^orquato! is there no comfort in a sister^s 
love ? Is there no happiness but under the passions ? Think, O 
my brother, how many courts tliere are in Italy : are the princes 
mon‘fortunate than you? Which among them all loves tndy, 
deeply, and virtuously ? Among them all, is there any one, for 
his genius, for his generosity, for his gimtleness, — ay, for his 
mere humanity,—worthy to be beloved ? 

Tasso. Princes! talk to me of jjrinces! How much cross- 
grained wood a little gypsum covers, a little carmine quite beauti¬ 
fies ! Wet your forefinger witli your spittle; stick a broken gold- 
leaf on tlie sinciput; clij) off a beggar’s beard to make it tresses ; 
kiss it; fall down before it; worshij) it. Are you not irradiated 
by the light of its countenance ? Princes! jirinces! Italian 
princes! Pstes! What matters that costl)/ cariYui ? Who thinks 
about it ? a pause, j She is dead! She is dead! 

Cornelia. Wc have not heard it here. ^ 

Ta^so. At Sorrento, you hear notliing but tlie light surges 
of the sea, and the sweet sprinkles of the guitar. 

Cornelia. Suppose the worst to be true. 

Tasso. Always, always. 

CorneRa. If she ceases, as then perhaps she must, to love 
and to lament you, think gratefully, contentedly, devoutly, that 



Tasso and Cornelia. 


157 


her arms had clasped your neck before they were crossed upon 
her bosom in that long sleep wliich you have rendered placid, and 
from which your harmonious voice shall once more awaken her. 
Yes, Torquato! her bosom had throbbed to yours, often and 
often, before the organ-peal sh.ook the iVinges round tlie ratafalco. 
Is not this much, fjom one so high, so be.iutiful ? 

Tasso. Much ? yes, for abject me. But I did so love her 1 so 
love her! 

Cornelia. Ah! let the tears How: she sends you that balm 
from heaven. 

Tasso. So lov(' her did j)oor Tasso! Else, O Cornelia, it 
had indeed been much. 1 thought, in the simplicity of my heart, 
that God was as great as an cmpt’i'or, and could bestow and had 
bestowed on me as much as the CJ-erman had conferred or could 
ermfer on his vassiil. No jkrt of my insanity was ever held in 
such ridicule UvS this. And yet the idea cleaves to me strangely, 
and is liable to stick to my siiroutl. 

Cormlin. Woe betide the woman who bids you to forget 
that woman who has loverl you! she sins against her sex. Leonora 
was unbhimable. Never diink ill of her for whrit you have 
sufTcred. 

Tasso. Think ill of he» ? -i ?--1. ?—I? No: those we 
love, we love for cverytliing,—even for tiie pain they have given 
us. But she gave me none: It was where j.he was not, that p:un was. 

Cornelia. Surely, if love and sono/W are destined for com- 
panionshi]), there is 110 ieasr)n why the last comer of the two 
should supersede the lirst. 

Tasso. Argue with me, and you drive me into darkness. 
I am easily persiuidcd and led on while no reasons are tJirown 
before me. With these you have made my temples tlirob 
again. Just Hc^aven! dost thou grant us fairer fields, and 
wider, for the whirlwind to lay waste? Dost thou build us 
up habiSitions above the street, above the palace, al>ove the 
citidcl for the plague to enter and carouse in ? Has not my youth 
paid its dues, paid its ])enaltics ? Cannot our griefs comi“ first, 
while we have strength to bear them ? The fool! the fool ! who 
thinks it a misfortune that his love is unrequited. Happier young 
man! look at the violets until thou drop asleep on them. Ah! 
but thou must wake ! 





f * 

Cornelia. O Heavens! what must you have sufFcrei) ! Hir a 
man’s heart is sensitive in proportion to its ^leatucss, 

Tasso. And a woman’s ? 

Cornelia. Alas ! 1 know not; but I think it can be tio other. 
Comfort thee, comfort thee, dear 'I’orfjuato ! 

'Tasso. Then, do not rest thy face upon my arm ; it so reminds 
me of her. And thy tcMJs too ! they melt me into Ik i fimve. 

Cornelia. Hear you not her voice as it appeals lo you ; sjiying 
to you, as the priests around have been JKiying to her, Blessed 
soul! rest in peace ” ? 

'Tasso. I heard it not; and yet \ am su>e she said it. A 
thousand times has she repeated it, laying her hand on my heart 
to quiet it, simple girl ! She udd it to rest in jieace,—and she 
went from me ! Ins.itiable io\e ! ever self-tortuixT, nev(‘r self- 


destroyer ! the world, with all its weight of niiheiies, cannot 
crush thee, cannot keejj thee down. Generally, men’s tears, like 
tlie droppings of certain springs, only harden and j); t?ify what they 
fall on ; but mine sank deep into a tender lieau, and were its 
very blood. Never will I believe she has left me utterly. 
Oftentimes, and long before her th'pailuns 1 fancii'd wi' w'ere in 
heaven together. I fancied it in the fields, in llie gardens, in tlie 
palace*, in the jirison. 1 fancied it in thv* broad daylighi, when my 
eyes were open, wbicn blessed s])irits drew aiound me that golden 
circle which one only of eailh’s inhabitants could enter. Often¬ 
times in niy sleep, also, I l.mcied it ; and sometimes in the in¬ 


termediate state, in that serenity which breathes alnnit the trans¬ 


ported soul, enjoying its pure and perfect rest, a s]»;in below the 


feet of the Immortal! 


Cornelia. She has not left you: do not distuib her jKvice 
by these repinings. 

'lasso. She will (x‘ar w'ith them. Thou knowest not what 
she was, Cornelia ; for I wrote to tliei* about her while she 
seemed but human. In my liours of sadne'^s, not only libr beauti¬ 
ful form, but her vi i^ voice bent over me. How girlish in the 
gmcefulness of her lofty form ! how pliable in her majesty! what 
composure at my petulance and reproaches! what [»ity in her 
reproofs! Like the air that angels breathe in the metiopolitan 
temple of the Christian world, her soul at every season preserved 
one temperature. But it was when she could and did love me I 
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UncJhtnged must (.‘vt*r be the blessed one who has leaned in fond 
security on the uncliangeable. purifying flame shoots up¬ 

ward, and is tlie glory that encircles their brows wlien they meet 
above. 

Cornelia. Indulge in these delightful thoughts, my Torquato ; 
and believe tluit your love is and ought to be imperishable axS 
your glory. Generations of men move forward in i-ndlcss pro¬ 
cession to consecrate and commemorate both. Colour-grinders 
and gilders, year after year, are bargained with to refi'csh the 
crumbling monuments and tarnished decoratioiivS of rude, unre- 
gar'ded royalty, and to fasten the nails that cramp the crown upon 
its head. Meanwhile, in the laurels of my Torquato, there will 
always be one leaf above man’s reach, above time’s wrath and 
injur*y, insciil)ed with the name of Leonora. 

Tasso. O .ferusalcm ! I have not, then, sung in vain the 
Holy Sepulchre. 

Cornelia. After such devotion of your genius, you have 
undergone too many misfortunes. 

Tasso. Congratulate the man who has had many, and may 
have more. I have had, 1 have, I can have, one only. 

Cornelia. Life runs not smoothly at all seasons, even with the 
happiest; but, after a long course, the rocks subside, the views 
widen, and it flows on more ecpiably at the end. 

Tasso. Hav<^* the stars smooth surfaces ? No, no ; but how 
they shine! 

Cornelia. Cajrable of thoughts so exalted, so far above the earth 
we dwell on, why suffer my to depress and anguish you ? 

Tasso. Coi*nclia, Cornelia! the mind has vvithin it temples 
and porticos and palaci*s and towers; the mind has under 
it, ready for the course, steeds brighter tlian the sun and 
stronger than the storm; and beside them stand winged 
chariots, more ifl number than the Psiilmist hath attributed 
to the Almighty. The mind, 1 tell thee again, hath its hun¬ 
dred gates, compared whereto the Theban are but willow wickets; 
and all those hundred g^ites can genius throw open. But there 
are some that groan heavily on their hinges, and the hand of God 
alone can close them. 

Cornelia. Torquato has thrown open those of his holy temple; 
Torquato hath stood, another angel, at his tomb; and am I the 
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fiister of Torquato ? Kiss me, my brother, and let my teers run 
only from my pride and joy ! Princes have besto ved knight¬ 
hood on the woithy aiul unworthy: thou hast called fonh 
those princes from their r.mka, pushing back the arrogant and 
j)ix’sumj)tuau8 of tlicni like intrusive varlete, and conferring on the 
betterniost crowns and robes, imperishable and unfading. 

Tasso. I seem to live back into tliose days, I feel the 
helmet on my head; 1 w.ive the standard over it: brave men 
smile u])on me; beautiful maidens pull them gently back by the 
Kcaif, and will not let them break my slumber, nor undraw the 
curtain. Corncliolina! — 

Cornelia. Well, my dear brotlicr, why do you stop so 
suddenly in the midst of them ? They :|rc tlie pleasantest and 
best company, and tlicy make you look quite happy and joyous. 

Tasso. Corneiiolina, dost thou remember Bergamo ? What 
city was ever so celebrated for honest and valiant men in all 
classes, oi* for beautiful girls ? There is but one class of those : 
Beauty is above all ranks; tlie true Madonna, the patroness and 
bestower of felicity, the queen of heaven. 

Cornelia. Hush, Torquato, hush ! talk not so. 

'Tasso. What rivers, how sunshiny and revelling, are the 
Brembo and the Serio ! What a country the Vaitcllina ! I went 
back to our hithcris house, thinking to find dice again, my little 
sister ; thinking to kick ,iway thy hall ol yellow silk as thou 
wasl stooping for it, to make thee run after me and beat me. I 
woke early in the morning: thou wert grown u}) and gone. 
Away to iSoiTcnto : 1 knew the load ; a few strides biought me 
l)ack; liere I am. To-morrow, my Cornelia, we will walk 
together, as we used to do, into tin- cool and quiet caves on the 
shore; and we will catch the little bn'cze.s as they come in and 
go out again on the backs of the Jocund waves. 

Cornelia. We will, indeed, to-morrow ; hut, before we set 
out, we must take a few hours* rest, that we may —’njf'y our 
ramble the better. 

'Tasso. Our Sorrentines, I sec, are grown ricli and avmi- 
cious. They l\ave uprooted the old iiomegmnate hedges, and 
have built high walls lo jirohibit the wa.yfarer from tiieir vineyards. 

Cornelia. I have a basket of grapes for you in the book-room 
that overlooks our garden. 
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laJifo. Docs the old twisted sage-tree grow still against the 
window ? 

Cornt4ia. It harbored too many insects at last, and tliere was 
always a nest of scorpions in the crevice. 

Tasso, Oh, what a prince of a sage-tree! And the well 
too, with its bucket of shining metal, large enough for the largest 
cocomero * to cool in it for dinner. 

Cornelia. The well, I ;u!sui*e you, is as cool as ever. 

Tasso. Delicious! delicious I And the stoncwoik round it, 
bearing no other marks of waste than my priining-hook an*'! 
dagger left behind ? 

Cornelin. None wliatevcr. 

Tmso. White in that place no longer? There has been 
time enough for jt lo become all of one color,—gray, mossy, 
half-dccaycd. 

Cornelia. No, no ; not even the rope has wanted I'cpair, 

Tasso. Who sings yonder? 

Cornelia. lOnchanter I No sooner tlid you say the woril 
tocomero, tlian here comes a boy carrying one upon Ins head. 

Tasso. IdsSten ! listen I I have read in .some hook oi* other 
' tliosc verses long ago. Tliey are not unlike my ylminta. 'riic 
very words! 

Cornelia. Purifier of Live, and humfinizer of ferocity 1 how 
many, niy Torquato, will youi gentle thoughts make jjappy I 

Tasso. At this moment I almost think I am one among 
thcm.f 

*■ Water-rrujlon. 

t 'J'he mihL'iiL’s of Tas'?© arose not only from the imagination atul tiu* 
heart. In the mt-tropolis of the CKn}<tl.i.i \v.)rlch with many admirers 
and many ])atron’.,—hi>-hops. catdinab, piinces,—he was left destitute, 
and almost famished. 'I’hc'.t; au his own woials : App^tui in ijiiesto '.taro 
ho comprato dut Seluni; L* henche io sia stato tjutisi simlre infWmn. vao\w 
volte mi ^ono coiUeiitato del: manzo e la minislra di latte o di /iicc.i, 
quando ho potutu uvemt, mi e stala in vece di delizie.’' In another part 
■ he says that lie was- unable to pay the carriage of a paipcl. No wondt'r. 
if he had not wherewithal to buy enough ol /.ucca ioi a meal. Even had 
he been in health and appetite, he might have satisfied his hungL'r with 
it for about five farthings, and have left half for supper. ..Xiul now a 
word on his insanity. Having been so imprudent nor only as to make it 
too evident in his poetry that he was tire lover of Jjeonora. huL aho to 
signify (not very obscurely) that his love was returned, he much perplexed 
V. L 
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CormTia^ Be quite persuaded of it. Come, brother,' come' 
with me. You shall bathe your heated brow and weary limbis 
in the cliambcr of your childhood. It is there we are always the 
most certain of repose. The boy shall sing to you those sweet 
verses ; and we will reward him with a slice of his own fruit. 

Tasso^ He deserves it: cut it thick. 

Cornelia. Com(‘, then, my truant! Come along, my sweet, 
smiling 'I'orquato! 

'lasso. The passage is darker than ever. Is this the way to 
tile little court ? Surely those are not the stc])8 that lead down 
toward the bath ? Oh, yes! we arc right; 1 smell the lemon- 
blossoms. Beware of the old wilding that bears them; it may 
catch your veil; it may sci'atch your lingers ! Pray, lake care ; 
it has many thorns about it. And now, IjeonoiM, you shall hear 
my last verses! Lean your ear a little toward me; foi' I must 
repeat them softly under this low arcinvay, else otliers may hear 
them too. Ah ! you press my hand once more. Drop it, drop 
it! or the verses will sink into my breast again, and lie there 
silent! Good girl! 

Many, well I know, tlifri* are 
RlMiI)' in your joy' to '•hjiv, 

Ami (I luvtT blame it) you 

Are almost leady too. 

hut when come'i the darkei tlay, 

Ami those frieiich have (Iropi)c'fl away, 

W'liieh is theie among them all 
You shouhl. if you could, recall? 

One who wist-ly loves and well 
Hears and shares the griefs yon tell; 

Him you ever rail apart 

When the springs o'erflow the heart; 

the Duke of Ferrara, who. vvitli great discretion, suggested to him the 
nerchiiity of Jtlgning madness. The lady’s honor required it trenn a 
brother: ami a tiue lover, to convince the world, would enfiuace the 
project with alacrity. But there was no reason wliy the .seclusion should 
be in a dungeon, o: why exercise and air should be inteidicted. This 
crtielty, and perhaps his uncertainty of Leonora's compassion, may well 
be imagined to have produced at last the malady he had feigned. But 
did Leonoia love Tuiso as a man would be loved ? If we wish to do her 
honor, let us hope it: for what greater glory can there be than to have 
estimated at the lull value so exalted a genius, so affectionate and so 
generous a hcai t 
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For you know that he alone 
Wishes they were h»t his own. 
Give, while tlic'c he may divide, 
Smiles to all the world beside. 


Cornelia, Wc now in the full light of the chamber : cannot 
you remember it, having looked so intently all around ? 

Tils so, O sister ! I could have slept another hour. You 
thought I wanted rest: why did you waken me so early ? I 
^ould have i.le])t another hour or longer. What a dream ! But 
I am calm anil happy. 

Cornelia, May you m?ver more be otherwise! Indeed, he 
cannot be whose l.i.-a lerscvs are such ns those. 

Tasso. Have you written any since that morning? 

Cormria. What morning? 

Tasso. When you caught the swallow in niy curtains, and 
trod ujjon my knees in catching it,—with luckily, naked leet. 
Thi* little gill of thirt'tn laughed at tlie outcry of her brother 
Torquatino, and sang without a blush her earliest lay. 

Cornelia. T do not recollect it. 

Tasso, I do. 

“ Kondinello 1 rrmdinello ! 

'I'u stM neio, ma sei hello. 

Cosa lA se ,ru :ioi nt'i'o ? 

Rondinello! M‘i il primivro 
l)e’ volanti, pal])itanti, 

(^E vi sono quant) ciiian*-!!) 

Mai tcnntf) a petto, 

E perrif) sei il mio diletto,'’ * 

* The author wrote the verses first in English ; hut he found it easy to 
write tiu*m belter in Italian. 'I'liey stood in tlie text iw l)elow: they only 
do for a girl of tiuru*en ; — 

‘‘ Swallow ! .swallow ! though so jetty 
vVre your pinions, you are pretty; 

And what matter were it though 
You were blacker than a crow ? 

Of the many, hird.s that fly 
fAnd how many pass me by I ) 

You’re the first I ever prest 
01 the ma)iy tt) my brea.st: 

'Therefore it is very right 
You should be my own delight.” 



164 Imaginary Conversations, 

Cornelia, Here is tlic cocomero; it cannot be more insipid. 
Try it. 

Tasso, When* is the boy who brought it ? wlicre is the boy 
who s;ing my Aminta P Serve him first; give him larg^ely. Cut 
deeper : the knife is too sliort: deejior ; mia brava Covti^^lina ! 
quite throufih all the red, and into the middle of the seed^Well 
done! 


XIX. VITTORIA COLONNA AND MICHEL¬ 
ANGELO BUONARROTI.* 

Vittoria. What has detained you so long, Michcl-Angelo ? 
Were we not to have read logetlier, early in the forenoon, the 
little book of ])oetry which is lying tliere on the table ? 

Michel-An^eh. Excuse me, Madonna. The fault, if mine 
at all, is mine only in jiart. 

Vittoria, J will pardon it the rather, l>ecaust', whatever it 
was, it has removed the traces of care and of study from your 
brow, am! 8upj)lanted them witli an unwonted smile. Pray, now, 
what provokes this hilarity ? 

Michel-An»eI(K Not tlie delay, 1 assuic you, whiclj never has 
any such effect when 1 am coming to the Palazzo Pescara ; but 
merely the mention of poetry. 

Vittoria, Why so? I perceive there is mischief in youi 
countenance; let me also have a hand in it, if 1 find it is such as 
I like. 

[' Vittoria Cnionna is well known as the friejid of Michai-l AitgeJo 
She was the widow ot the Marclicf>e Pescara, one of the most nohle of 
Italian princes of the day, and she was faithful to his ineinory. She was 
a poetess and a scholar. She was also one of that sm.iU hand, to which 
Contarini and Cardinal Pole lielonged, who tried tc) ljuild up in Italy and 
within tlw Carbolic Cluifeh a reformed tlieoJog) testing upon Faitli. 
For the history of tJie attempt, see Ranke's Papacy " i., Bk. ii. There are 
passage.s in Michael Angtdo’s sonnets, which show that Michael Angelo 
sharetl these thoughts. Wliat these two friends, who were only aofr 
lovers becatiscthey met too late, talketlof. Francesco d'Ollanda tells us on- 
one occasion. Sec Grimm’s *' Life of Michael Angelo.” But on annthefe' 
they might have talked as Landor makes them. (Works, ii., l8iS. 
Works, V., 1876.)] 
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^tchel^An^elu. When I was walking hither, a middle-aged 
gentleman, tall, round-shouldered, somewhat grizzly, of a com¬ 
plexion rather cindery than pale, with a look half leering and half 
imploring, and in a voice half <]ueruIous and half passionate, 
accosted me. He offered many apologies for never hriving heard 
of me until this morning, although my fame (he protested) had 
filled die universe. Whatever he said at one instant, he unsaid 
die next, in like manner. 

“ But you shall forgive me; you shall soon forgive me,'* 
cried he, thrusting into my hand a large volume from its more 
opportune station undei the coat-flap. I felt it d.inip, having 
lain, perhaps in the middle of a thousand, two entire winters ; and 
I apprehended cold and rheumatism, as much almost at the covers, 
as at the contents. W Idle 1 held it, uncertain how to reply, he 
suddenly snatchi'd it back, and cut open the leaves with a very 
sliarp penknife : injuring few of them by the operation, for he wavS 
cautious and and tendci in tlic extreme, 

“ I would not delay you in the reading,” said he, returning 
if; “ for your praise will richly crown my labors.” 

Viilorui, Wliat was it ? and where is it ? 

MkhtUjIn^ch^ Mailonna, let me be an example of patience 
to you. Wait a little, and you shall hear the wlioJe. 

Viilorta, No, no, no ! 

Mhhi’UAngeh, 1 do not mean the whole of the poem: I 
mean only the whole of the occurrence. I saw on the title-p.«ge 
, that it was a poem in twenty-four cantos, each contJiining a 
hundred stinzas, entitled Thtt Sirangulthon of Cetbegus. Between 
the moments of my surprise and my dismay,— 

“ You will find,” exclaimed the author, “ how wrongfully I 
have been accuseil by the malevolent and invidious (and there are 
few others in ili* world) of copying our most celebrated writers, 
and of l)eing destitute of originality myself. If occasionally I 
resemble them in some sort, it is only to show them how they 
might have written, with a little more care, judgment, and—wt 
will not say—genius! ” 

VUtoria* On such emergencies, a spice of ridicule is oui 
8j)eediest and most j)aliitable remedy for disgust. 

MkheUAngelo, When 1 inquired of him to what gentleman 
was indebted fo so valuable a present, he stood in amaze at 
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first; then he repeated his family name, then his baptismal, then 
a poetical intermediate one of his own invention. I'hese, he told 
me, 1 must frequently have heard. I now recognised the peculiar 
object of ebullient jocularity among my juvenile scholars, one of 
whom said, “ He has cracked a biscuit which was baked fer a 
long voyage, and, pouring a profusion of tepid water on it, he has 
quadrujdcd its bulk and heaviness! 

Fitfori/i. Poor man ! his vanity must often be wounded, 

Michel-jingelo, He has none. 

Viliorm. None ? 

Michel-Angtlo. He told me so himself. 

“ I have been called vain,*' said he ; “ but only by those who 
never knew me. Proud! yes, proud 1 am! V.mity, in my 
opinion (and I am certain that you and all sensible men must 
tliink with me), belongs only to weak minds; pride, to the 
strongest and most sublime. Poets, we hear, are often vain ; ay, 
but ‘ivbat poets ? 

His eyes, which before were only on a level with the cheek¬ 
bones and the frontal, now cxpantled beyond, and assumed the 
full majesty of the orbicular. 

Vittorio. Well, in what manner hiis he treated his subject ? 

Michtl-Angeh. He could not lesist the pleasure of telling 
me 

“ I believe, Signor Buonarroti, you arc, among other things, 
a painter. Proportions! ay, proportions! The jiynimiflal, ay I 
We look to that, don't we ? See here, tlicn. Ciesar is a strip- 
ling, just old enough to fall in love. In Pagan Rome they fell 
early. The man of genius will seize on the most trifling objects 
in Nature, and raise up a new creation from them. Did you 
never see c'ln ajiplc or a strawberry which had anotiier more dimi¬ 
nutive growing to it ? Well now, from this double strawbeiTy 
or apple I have madi* out a double Ccesar, such as never^was seen 
before,—oni' the stern, resolute senator; the other the gentle, 
sentimental young lover.” 

On which I siilimissively asked wlicther the stripling, who had 
been received so favorably by the lady, would on the siime after¬ 
noon be sure of the; same facility at his entrance into the Senate; 
and whether it was not. requisite to have attained his fortieth year ? 
He smiled at me, and said,— 
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‘VSurely no, when a poet of the first order gives him a ticket 
of admission. Does not Horace say, wc poets have the privilege 
of daring any thing ?** 

1 was afraid to answer, “ Yes ; but, unhapjiily, we readers have 
not the power of bearing any thing.” He continued,— 

“ Cicero is an old gentleman.” 

Here I ventured to interrupt him, asking if there were in reality 
more than five or six years between their ages, and by remarking 
that, although in obscure men and matters, introduced into works 
of invention, facts might be represented not quite accordant witli 
exact chronology, yet that the two most remarkable characters in 
the Roman Commonwealth, known by every school-boy to have 
entered into public life at the same time, could safely be pushed 
so far asunder. 

“ No matter, sir ! ” rejilied he, sharjdy ; ** tlierc they are, the 
poet’s own creation. Observe, if you please, 1 have placed 
Cethegus between them,—a well-grown ])crsonage in his meridian. 
Behold my jiyiamid ! ” 

I was silent. 


“ No originality, I suppose ? *’ 

'i “Very great, indeed ! ” answered I. 

P' “ Here is one man,” cried he, seizing my hand,—“ one man 
\ in the world, willing to the uttermost of his jjower to do me 
^justice. Strangers give me praise: frieruls gi\e me only advice; 
and such advice, Signor Buonarroti, as would impoverish the 
realms of literature, if taken.” 


I stared at him even more wildly than before. 

“ Perhaps you do not recognise me ? ” said he. “ Many have 
taken me for Ariosto; but T hope I am loftier and graver, and 
more linnoccnt. AVhereter he has gone, 1 have followed him, in 
order to abolish the impression of wantonness, and to purify (I 
ri peat the words of our mutual admirers) the too warm air of his 
enchantments.” 


“1 hope you have not forgotten,” Siiid I, “that in lustral 
water salt is alw'ays an ingredient.” 

He thrust his hands into his pockets, misunderstanding me; at 
which action I could not but smile. He perceived it; and, after 
a pause, “ Ha, ha, lia! ” replied he, in measured laughter. “You 
are a wit too, Messer Michel-Angelo! Who would have thought 
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it of so considerable a man? Well now, I never venture On it, 
oven among friends. We may be easy and familiar in writing or 
conversing, without letting ourselves down j we may countenance 
wit; we may even suggest it: [ am not rigorous on that h:!ad, as 
some other great writers are. You see, 1 have helped you to a 
trille of it,—a mere Lrille. Now, you must confess you caught 
the spark from me,” a.dded lie, coaxingly. I will never claim 
it in public ; 1 tvill not, indeed! 1 scarcely consider it in the 

light of a plagiarism. I have forborne greater things very long, 
and have only been compelled at last to deckire, in a prefice, that 
I wrote the better jiart of ()}'hmiln Fiiriaso many years before it 
was conceived by Messer Ludovico. 1 heard his injurious claims, 
and told nobody the fact. 

“ How does youi poem end, sir ? ” said I, with all the rapidity 
of impatience. 

He mistook my motive, and cried, ” Really, I am flattered 
and charmed at the inieiest you take in it. You ha\c devoured 
it in your mind ali\‘ady, and would have the very shell. In com¬ 
pliance wiili your earnestness, I will answci the cjiiestion, although 
it might be hurtful, I fear, to the effect the whole composition, 
grasped at once, would jirodiice on you.” 

I declared the contrary, with many protestations. He raised 
up his head from its slanting position of distrust and doubt. 
Again, I assured liim of my resolution to desj<atch it at a sitting. 

VittoruK 1 never tliouglit you cajiablc of sucli duplicity. 

MicheUAii^^do, 01 what may I not be capable, if you absolve 
me with so gracious a smile ? 

“1 will, then., tell you how it ends,” continued he, “if you 
never have read the history. Celhegiis was, I am sorry to say, a 
person of bad character, although of birth. With ])crfcct fidelity, 
I have translated the sj.'cechcs of Sallust; but ^Sallust had no 
notion (and history could do nothing for him) of jilacing the cul¬ 
prit bound between two 'rurkisli mutes, with a friar in the rear, 
while the great bell lolled from Santa Maria Maggiorc.” 

I stalled. 

“ I’hat is the place, the real jdace : he was stran 
below.” 

I soliloquized, rather too audibly. 

“ If you never ha\e felt the effect of a bell at executions, and 
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' particularly on the stage; if you never have felt the effect of a 
bell, Signor Buonarroti, through your brain and heart,” said he, 
j breathing hard, and allowing his watery diagonal eyes only half 
their width,—“then do I most sincerely pity you. Signor 
Buonarroti, and wish you a very good morning.” 

I bowed, and fancied my deliverance was accomplished. But 
he instantly turned round again, and added,— 

“ If you object to a bell, you may object to a clock. Now, it 
was precisely as the clock, struck, midnight that justice was done 
by me upon the execrable Cethegus, as a warning to all future 
generations.” 

“Nobody can Im' more firmly convinced,” said I, “how 
execrable is this violation of all laws, moral, social, political, and,” 
—I was about to add, inwardly, poetical, when he seized my 
hand, and said, with firm deliberation,— 

“There are two men in degenerate Rome who abhor the 
. vicious in conduct, and c’mbricc the pure in poetry. When you 
liave bestowed as much time as I have on the contemjihition 
and composition of it, your surprise (but? not your admiration, X 
humbly trust) will be considerably diminished, on the repeated 
perusril of njy few edited volumes. 1 am as sure of eternal fame 
as if I had it in my pocket. Fame, Signor Michel-Angelo, has 
a snaifs growth ; true, real, genuine fame has, and you may know 
it by that. But, 1 promise you, in anothci century or two, you 
shall see mine a very giant. I have sometimes thought I have a 
host of eneniicvS; 1 now begin to rJiink 1 can have only one : I 
have him in my eye. He i.s capabk* of putting on all manner of 
faces. I myself have seen him looking like an elderly man ; 
some of my friends have seen him looking quite young ; and others 
have seen him what they tliouglit was middle-aged. He manages 
his voice equallj^w*’!!. If you go into twenty streets, only men¬ 
tion me^and you will find him at the same moment in all of them. 
Happily, he always hits in tlie wrong place. He says I am rest¬ 
less for celebrity ; he says I w;int vigor and originality ! ” 

He ended with three little titters; and tlicse, at least, were in 
good metre, and showed care in the composition. 

Vitiaria. Happy man ! for vanity is rarely attended by vexa¬ 
tion of spirit, and nobody is oppressed by a sense of emptiness, I 
must now undertake his defence. 
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MicheUAngelo. Properly, tlien, have you exclairnec'r happi 
man / 

Vittoriu. T!ie clock and bell, indeed, arc stumblinp,-blocks $ 
but tliere arc some instances in which even so inopportune an 
introduction of them is less censurable than in others. Suppose, 
for example, a dramatic poet in an age when the greater part of 
his audience was rude and ignorant. After he had supplied the 
more learned and intellectual with tlie requisites of his art, I 
would not quarrel with him for indulging the market folk with a 
hearty peal of bells, or perhaps a discharge of artillery, while they 
are following the tnumphal car of Ca'sar oi* shouting round the 
conllagration of Pcr.scpolis! But if anothei, in offering his 
tragedy for the perusal of our times, should neglect to sweep 
away the remnants of an old largess given to the multitude, it 
can only be from the cotuiction that they are his propej' com¬ 
pany ; that he is about to lx* tried by his own order; that his 
services are mostly due to the majority; anti that the world's 
population in simpletons is by no means on the wane. Consider 
now, my dear Michel - Angelo, if consistencies, absurdities, 
anachronisms, arc to be found only in one de])artmcnt of the arts, 
I ap])eal to you, the president, prince, dictator of them all, 
whether it is as ridiculous to represent an angel playing on a violin, 
for whicli your master Ghirlandajo and some other more ancient 
jiainters have been reprehended, as it is to represent, what we 
find on many rtrent monuments, a poet or a musician witli a lyre 
in his hand. For, if angels play on any instrument at all, tliey 
may as well ])lay on such as men invented late as early ; since, 
at whatever time men invcntetl them, angels may have invented 
them before. 

Michel^An'^efo, A lyre in the hand of poet or musician born 
* in our times is a contradiction to ages, a tlefia^cc to chronology, 
and might mislead in i cgard to usages a remote posterity. So, 
indeed, might our silly inscriptions about the manes ancf' ashes of 
our uncles and aunts, who would have been horrified at the idea 
of being burned like Pagans, bottled up in urns, and standing 
bolt-upright, where milk and honey are lapped and sucked before 
their faces, by an ugly brood of devils unamenable to priest or 
purgatory. But while emperors and kings are hoisted upon 
columns a hundred palms above the eartJi, where only a pigeon 



Vittoria Colonna and Michel-Angelo. 171 


Would^fcel secure, and while saints and martyrs, instead of 
receiving us at the door or on the steps, are perched on the 
slope of a hiilustrade, wc need not look on the ground for 
a fresh crop of absurdities. The ancient RomaiivS, quite 
barbarous enough in violating the pure architecture of Greece, 
abstfiined from swell as these, and went no faithor (nor truly 
was there any occasion) than to narrow the street, instead of 
enjarging it, for the march of armies through triumphal aiches. 
The idea, so abused, was taken from the boughs and branches 
hung on poles, which shaded their forefathers at tlieir return 
from plunder, while wine was poured out to them, in the dusty 
path, by wives and daughters. The songs alone continued just 
the .same as they wen* at first,—coarse, ribald, in the trochaic 
measure, which apjiears to be the commonest and earliest in 
most nations. 

V'itlm'uu The di(Terence between poetry and all other arts, 
all other kinds of c<mipositlon, is thivS : in them utility comes 
befon* delight; in this, delight comes belbrc utility. 

MkheUAvgeh, In some pleasing poems, there is nothing 
what.soever of the useful. 


Viltorin. My friend, I tliink you are mistaken. An obvi¬ 
ous moral is indeed a heavy protuberance, v/hich injures the 
graccfulnei.s of a ]>oem; but there is wisdom of one kind or 
other in every sentence of .i r<-ally good composition, and it 
produces its effect in various ways. You employ gold in your 
pictures ; not always of the same consistency or the same pre¬ 
paration ; but several of your colors, even the most different, 
are in pait, composed of it. This is a matter of which those, 


in general, who are gratifu’cl 
The beautiful in itself is useful 


with the piece arc unsuspicious. 
, by awakening our finer sensibilities. 


wl'iich it must lip our own fault if we do not often carry with 


us into action. A well ordered mind touches no branch of 


intellectual ]>lcasure so brittle and incompliant as never to be 
turned to pi'ofit. 

MichcUAn^elo. The gift tliat was just now forced into my 
hand, I sadly suspect, would have produced but little. 

Vittoria,. Have you brought your treasure with you ? Where 
is it ? 

MkheUAngdo^ Knowing your antipatliiy to bad smells and 
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bad poeins, knowing also that Fatiicr Tiber is accusti/ned to 
both of them, £ devoutly made by offering to him as I crossed 
the bridge. 

Vtiloria, Indeed, I am not over-curious about a spetimen; 
and few things that arc hopeless ever gave any one less concern 

M'tcheUAngelo, Such resignation merits all ])Ossiblc rewajd| 
and all that lies in me you shctll receive. As the last pn. 
fluttered on the battlement, I caught two verses, without 
intermediate :— .. 


“ Signor CVtego I la preghiera e vana. 

Spicciti! siMiti! Miona la rampana.” 

And these two in sequence, which arc the conclusion :— 

Cetego casca in terra come un l)Ove, 

E I'anima gli scappa—chi sa dove! 


Ffliorh, If I could suppress my smile, jjerhaps 1 should reprove 
you; but at last I will be grave. Men like youi'self,—men of 
reputiition and imthoi'ity,—should nor t)niy be lenient and indul¬ 
gent, but even grateful, to the vain and imbecile who attempt to 
j)Icase us. If we are amused at an ebullition of fiowardness in 
children, at their little contortions, stamps, and menaces, are not 
the same things at least inoffensive to us, when childi’cn of the 
same character- ai'e gray, wrinkled, and toothless ? From those 
of three feet we only see ourselves in a convex miiTor ; w'c see 
what we were at the same age; hut fi'om others of six feet we 
gather stores for- jrleasantry, for' imagination, and for thought. 
Against their blank wall Is inserted tlie standard by which we 
may measure our friends and ourselves. As wo look up at it. 
Comedy often lays her playful hand on our slioulder ; and, as we 
turn our faces back, wo observe Piiilosophy clos^* behind her. If 
men, in general, were much nearer to perfection than tlicy are, 
the noblest of human works would be farther from it. f*'I'oni the 
fall of Adam to the slaughter of Hector*, how vastly has genius 
been elevated by our imjrerfections! What histoj-y, what romance, 
what poem, inien-sts us hy unmixed good or hy unwavei'ing con¬ 
sistency ? Wc require in you strong motives, pertinacious re¬ 
solves, inflexible wills, and ardent passions ; you require in us all 
our weaknesses. From your shore starts forth abrujrt and lofty 
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) precipices; on ours, di:imetrically opposite, lie sequestered bays 
und deep recesses. We deride the man who is, or would be, like 
us in any thing,—the vain one, in particular. Vanity in women 
'4W not invariably, though it is too often, the sign of a cold and 
.,'selfish heart; in men it always is; therefore we ridicule it in 
society, and in private hate it. 

, Michel-Angelo. You prove to me, Donna Vittoria, that from 
■ base materials may rise clear and true reflections ! 

Vittoria. I wonder that poets who have encountered what 
dicy call the injustice of the world, hold with such pcitinacity to 
the objects of attack. 

Michel-Angelo. We arc unwilling to drown our blind puppies, 
because they are blind ; we are then unwilling to throw them into 
the pond, because they are just beginning to open thcii* eyes; 
lastly, we refuse idle boys, who stfind ready for the sport, the most 
missliapen one of the litter, he having been trodden on in the 
stable, and kicked about by the grooms for his lameness. 

Vittoria. Pretty tropes, indeed ! and before one who dabbles 
' ia^octry. 

. MirheUAngeh. So the silvcT-footed Thetis dabbled in the sea, 
,whcn she could descend at pleasure to its innermost dcjiths. 

Vittoria, You must certainly think, in good earnest, that 1 lay 
high claims to poetry. Here is more than enough flattery for the 
vainest woman, who is not a poetess also. Speak, if you please, 
‘ about others, jiarticularizing or generalizing.’ 

Michel-Angelo. Then, to generalize a little. In our days, 
poetry is a vehicle which does not carry much within it, but is 
top-heavy with what is corded on. Children, in a hurry to raise 
plants, cover their allotment of border with all the seeds the pina¬ 
fore will hold: so do small authors their poetry-plots. Hence, 
, what s]>rings uj) im either quaiter has notliing of stamen, but only 
sickly succulence for grubs to feed on. 

Vittoria, Never say in our days, unless you include many other 
days in most ages. In tliosc when poetry was very flourishing, 
there were complaints against it, as we find by Horace and Aris- 
. tophanes- I am afraid, Michel-Angcio, some idle lx)y has been 
putting a pebble into his sling, and aiming at your architraves; in 
other words, some poetaster or criticaster has been irreverent 
tdward you. I do not mean about your poetry, which perhaps 
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you undervalue; but about the greater things in which you are 
engaged. 

MkheUAn^eh, Nothing more likely ; but, as only the worst 
can be guilty of it, I shall let them fail into other ofrences, that 
heavier jjunishment than I ever take tht‘ trouble to inilict may 
befall tltem. It is only the few that have found tlie way into 
my heart, who c;ui wound it. 

Vittorla* You are safe, then. 

Michel-Angelo. Whoever is engaged in great and difficult 
works, as I am, must iiK'vitably meet with rivals and en(‘inies. 

Vittoria. h’neniies I yes! Say that woi'd only. What a 
pyiamid of skulls from the* insanely hostile does every piedomin- 
ant genius erect! Leave tliose of your light assailants to 
whiten in their native dewMts, and march on. Indeed, it is un¬ 
necessary to exhort you to magnanimity ; foi you appear unusually 
at <‘ase and serene. 

Michel-Angelo. Serenity is no sign t)t' security. A stream is 
nevt'i' so smooth, equable, and silvery, as at the instant before it 
liecomes a cataract. 'Fhe ciiildren of Niobe fell 
of Diana under a bright and cloudless sky. 

Vittoria, Alas! the intellectual, the beautiful, and the liappy 
arc always the nearest to dan;’er. 

Michel-An^i'lo. 1 come to you at all times, my indulgent 
friend, to calm my anxieties, whensoever they oppress me. You 
never fail; you uevtT falter. Sometimes a comj)assionate look, 
sometimes a cheerful one, alights on the eaitlily thought, and 
dries uj> all its noxiousness. Music, and a voice that is more 
anti belter, arc its last resorts. I'he gentlcnes.s of your nature 
has led yon to them when we ^botJi had jvaused. There arc 
songi. that attract and melt the heait njorc sweetly than the 
Siren’s. Ah ! there is love too, even here belo'W, more precious 
than immortalily ; but it is not tJie love of a Circe or a Calypso. 

Vittoria. Nor weiv they happy themselves ; and yet, perhaps, 
they were not altogethej undeserving of it,—they who could 
select for the object of tlieir affections the courageous, the en¬ 
during, and the intelligent. There are few men at anv time 
whom moral dignity and elevation of genius liave made con¬ 
spicuous above the mass of society ; and fewer still arc the women 
who can distinguish them from persons of ordinary capacity. 
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endowed with qualities merely agreeable. But, if it haj)pen3 that 
* a man of highest worth has been read attentively and thoroughly 
by those eyes which he has taught the art of divination, let 
■ another object intervene and occupy their attention, let the be¬ 
loved be induced to tliink it a merit and a duty to foiget him, 

. yet memory is not an outcast nor an alien when the company of 
' the day is gone, but says many things and asks many questions 
which she would not turn away from if she could. 

Michel-Jltigcln. The morning comes, the fresh world opens, 
and the vestiges of one are trodden out by many; tlicy were 
only on the dew, and with the dew' tliey are departed. 

VtUorta, Although you are not alluding to yourself at the 
present time, nor liable to l)c interrupted in the sccreter paths of 
life, yet I think you tof) susceptible in those you are pursuing; 
and I was anxious to discover if anything unpleasant Ii.id occurred. 
For little minds in high ])liices are the worst impediments to 
great. Chestnuts and esculent oaks permit the traveller to pass 
onward under them ; briars and thorns and unthrifty grass enlanglc 
him. 


Mkhel-An^ch. You teach me also to talk figuratively; yet 
not remotely from one of the arts I profess. Wc may make a 
large hole in a brick wall, and easily fill it up; hui the sliglitest 
flaw in a ruby or a cliiyjolite is irreparable. Thus it is in minds. 
The ordinary simn take olfence, and (as they call it) make it up 
again: the sensitive and delicate are lon'g-sufi’cring; but their 
wounds heal imperfectly, if at all. 

V'tUoria, Are you quite certain you are witliout any ? 

M'u'hd-An^ch, You and Saint Peter insure me. The im¬ 
mortal are invulnerable! 


Vittoria. livader! but glad am I that you have spoken the 
word, iilthough ypu sa at nought thereby the authority of Homer. 
For you remind me that he, like Dante, often has a latent 
meaningly the aide of an evident one, wliich, indeed, is jx’culiar 
to great poets. Unwise commanders call out <dl their forces to 
the field ; the more prudent have their reserves posted where it is 
not cveiybody that can discover them. 

In the Iliad two immortals aii; wounded; Venus slightly, 
Mars severely. The deities of love and war arc the only ones 
exposed to violence. In the former, weakness is shown to be 
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open to aggression; in the latter, violence to resistana: and '' 
impulse; and both nre subject to more pain than they can well ' 
endure. At tlic same time, Juno and Pallas, Mercury and 
Apollo and Nej)tune, do not stand aloof, but stand unassailable. 
Here we perceive that sontetimes tlie greater gods are subtilized 
and attenuated into allegories. Homer bestows on tlioni more ’ 
or less potency, at hia pleasure. One moment we see a bright 
and beautiful god ct.ind manifest before us; jiresently his form 
and radiance are indistinct; at hist, in the place where he was 
standing, there arc only some scattered leaves, inscribed with 
irregular and uncouth characters; these invite our curiosity with 
strange similitudes ; we lf)ok moie attentively, and they seem 
brought closer together; the god has receded to deliver the 
oracle of his wisdom. 

Michel-Angeh, Homer left a highway, overshadowed with 
lofty trees and perennial leafage, between the regions of Alle¬ 
gory and Olympus. The gloom of Dante is deeper, and the 
boundaries even more indiscernible. We know the one is cen¬ 
sured for it; perhaps the other was. ^ 

Vitlor 'uu To the gloiy of our Italy be it spoken, we .in 

detractive than our forefathers, the Romans. Dante and Petrafipa, 
were estimated highly by those nearest them. Indeed, to conffeiSs 
the truth, Petrarca has received for his poetry what ought rjj^er 
to have been awarded him for rarer and sublimer deseits. ij^Knte 
has fared less sumptuously ; and there are fewer who could enter¬ 
tain him. Petty Latin things called classics^ as their betters are, 
—smooth, round, light, hollow, regularly figured like pasteboard 
zodiacs,—were long compared, and even preferred, to the triple 
world of Dante. I speak not of Grecian lileraturc, because I 
know it not sufliclently ; but I imagine Rome is to Greece what 
a bull-ring is to a pnUstray the games of tlie circus to the Olympic, 
fighting bondmen to the brothers of Helen, the strirry twins of 
Jupiter and Lcda. ‘ ^ 

Michel-Angelo. Boccaccio first scattered the illusion by which 
the guide seemed loftier and grander than the guided. The spirit 
of the immortal master, our Tuscan, no longer led by the hand, 
nor submissively following, soared beyond Itdy; arul is seen at 
last, in his just proportions, right against the highest pinnacle of 
Greece. Ariosto has not yet been countenanced by the Italian 
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potentrXes, nor fostered in the genial fur of our Holy Fathers, 
,wilh tJie same tendeiness as some minute poets, wlio (.lirty tlieir 
' cold fingers with making little clay models after old colossal 
marbles. But Ariosto is too marked in his features to be fondled, 
and too broad in his shoulders for the chairs they occupy. He is 
to Ovid what Sicily is to Italy : divided by a narrow channel ; 
.. the same warm climate, the same flowery glebe ; less variety, less 
extent. Not only these, but perhaps all poets, excejiting Pindar 
and -dischylus, want comprt'ssion and curtailment; yet the parings 
of some would be worth the pulp of others, 

Vittoria. Those to whom, I will not say genius, but splendid 
talents have been given, are subject to weaknesses to which inferior 
men are less liable; as the children of the ricli arc to diseases from 
which those of the poorer gcneially are exempt. 

Mkhd-yhgela. The reason, 1 conceive, ixS this. Modern 
times have produced no critic contemporary with an eminent 
f>oet. There is a pettishnes,s and frowardness about some literary 
men, in which, at the mention of certain names, they indulg-.* with¬ 
out moderation or shame. They are prompt and alert at showing 
their sore places, and strip for it u]> to the elbows They feed only 
a comfortable warmth when they are reproved for their prejudices 
and antipathies, which often are iu> more to be traced to their 
origin than the diseases of the body, and come without contact, 
without even breatliing the same air. No remedy being sought 
for ilK‘m, they rapidly sink into the mental constitution : weaken¬ 
ing Its mtc'rnal strength, and disfiguring its external cliaracter. In 
some persons, at first they are covered and concealed ; but after¬ 
ward, when they are seen and remarked, are exhibited in all their 
virulence, with swaggeiing effrontery. 

Viiloria. Geese and buffaloes are enraged at certain colors; 
there are certain r^olors, also, of the mind lively enough to excite 
choJer at^a distance in the silly and ferine. I have witnessed in 
authors the most vehement expression of hatred against those 
whose writings they never read, and whose persons they never 
approached. All these arc professors of Christianity, and some of 
moral philosophy. 

Mkhel’^An^do. Do not wonder, then, if I take my walk at a 
distance from the sibilant throat and short-flighted wing,—at a 
distance from the miry Jiide and blindly directed horn. Such 
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prople as you describe to me may be men of talents; bvi? talenW';) 
lie below genius. y 

Occasionally, we attribute to a want of benevolence what in ’ 
reality is only a want of discernment. The bad sticks as closely^ 
as the good, and ofu-n more readily. If we would cover with- 
gold a cornice or a sUitue, wc rcquiie a preparation for it; smoke ' 


docs Its business in a mooicuL. 

Vitiorin. Sometimes we ourselves may have exercised our 
ingenuity, but without any cotisciousncss of spleen or ill-humor, 
in ilelecting and discussing the peculiar faults of great poets. 
This has never been done, or done very clumsily, by our critics, 
who fancy that a measureless and shapeless jihantoni of enthusiasm^ 
loaves an impression of a powerful mind, and a quick a])[)rehcnsion 
of the beautiful. 

“ Wlio,'’ they ask us, “ who would look for small defects in 
such an admirable writer ? Who is not tiansportcd by Iris anima¬ 
tion, and blinded by his brightness ? *’ 

To this interrogation my answer is,— 

“ Very few, indeed : only tlie deliberate, the instructed, and; 
the wise. Only they wlio jiarl ikc in some degree of his nirture 
know exactly where to find his infirmities.” 

We, perhaps, on some occasions Iiave sjioken of Dante in such 
a manner as would make the unwary, if they heard us, believe 
that we estimate him no higher than Statius, Silius, Valerius, and.' 
the like. (3n the other hand, we have admired the versatility, 
facility, and invi'ntion of Ovid, to sucli a degree, as would excite 
a suspicion that we prefer him even to Virgil. But in one we’ 
sjiokc of the worst parts ; in tlie othei, of the best. Censure and 
praise cannot leave the lips at the same breath: one is ciiught 
before the other comes; our verdict is distributed abroad when we '■ 
have summed uji only one column of the evidence. 

MilheUAngelo. Surely, 1 have heard you declare that you' 

could produce faults out of Virgil graver than any in Ovid. 

Vii(ona* The faults of Ovid are those of a playful and unruly 
boy ; the faults of Viigi] are those of his master. I do not find 
in Ovid (as you may remember I then observed) the hypallage; • 
such, for instance, as Virgil’s “ The odor brought the 
instead of “ 7'hf ^vind brought the odor*' No child could refraitt 
from laughter at such absui'dity ; no pedagogue, from whi|jping 
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' him f<^ laughinjT at such authority. This figure (so the grammarians 

■ are pJoased to call it) far exceeds all other faults in language; for 
it reverses the thing it should represent. If I buy a mirror, I 
would rather buy one wliich has fifty small flaws in it, than one 
which places my feet w'here my head should be. 

There arc poems of Ovid which I have been counselled to 
cast asiile, and ray curiosity has never violated the interdict. 
But, even in Homer himself, nothing of the s;imc extent is more 
. spirited, or truly epic, tlian the contest of Ajax and Ulysses. 
You shall bear in this apartment, someday soon, what our Bemho 
thinks about it. No Roman, of any age, cither has written more 
purely, or sliown Jiiinself a moie consummate judge both of style 
and matter. 

Mkhi'I-An»th). I think so too ; but some have considered 
him rather as correct and elegant, tlian forcible and original. 

ViUaria. Because he is correct; of which alone they can 
form a notion, and of this im])crfectly. Fiad he written in a 
negligent and disorderly manner, they would have admired his 
freedom and cojnousncss; ignorant that, in literature as in life, the 
rich and noble are as often frugal as the indigent and obscure. 

, T'he Cardinal never talks vaguely and superficially on any species 
of composition ; no, not even with his friends. Where a tiling 
is to be admired or censured, he explains in what it consists. He 
, points to the star in the ascendant, and tells,us accurately at what 
distance other stars arc from it. In lighter moods, on lighter 

■ matters, he shakes the beetle out of the rose, and shows us what 

species of insect that is which he has tlirown on its back at our 
feet, and in what part and to what extent the flower has been 
corroded by it. He is too noble in bis nature to be habitually 
sarcastic, and too conscious of power to be declamatory or 
diffuse. * 

Mkh4‘An»elo. Nevertheless, in regard to sjircasni, I luive 
• known him to wither a fungus of vanity by a single beam of 
. wit. 

Vittoria, Fie may, indeed, have chastised an evil-doer; but 
a glance of the t‘ye or a motion of the hand is enough, llirough- 
out the ample palace of his mind, not an instrument of torture 
can be found. 

Michel-Angelo, Perhaps, in the offices below, a scourge may 




be* suspended for intrusive cuts, or lor Uiievcs disguised irf stolen' 
liveries. 1 wisli my friend of this morning had met the Cardinal 
instead of me. Possessing no sense of sliame or decency, and 





fancying that wlierever he lias tlirust a book he has coni erred a <v 
distinction, he would have taken the same easy liberty with his ; 
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ViUmht, If he continues to be so prolific, we shall soon see ' 
another island emerging from tlie Tiber, Our friend the Cardinal ’ 
has indeed no time to sciiuindcr on those who, like your waylaycr, 
infest the juiblic roads of literature, by singing old songs and 
screaming old complaints. But I wish his political occupations ^ 
would allow him to pursue his j)leasanter studies, and especially in 
exercising his acute judgment on our primary poets. For our 
country, both anciently and of late, has always wanted a philo¬ 
sophical critic on poetical vvorks; and none are popular in the present 
day but such as generalize or joke. Ariosto, in desjjitc of them, is, - 
however tardily and ditficultly, coming into favor. '^Phere is cpite 
enough in him for our admiration, although we never can 
compare him with some among the ancients. For the Ininian 
heart is the world of poetry; th(’ Imagination is only its atmo¬ 
sphere. Fairies, ;ind genii, and angels themselves are at best its 
insects, glancing with unsubstantial wings about its lower regions 
and less noble edillccs. 


Michcl-jlngelo. You have* been accustomed, O Madonna, to ‘ 
contemplate in person those illustrious mi'ii who themselves were 
the destinies of nations; and you are therefore less to be satisfied ' 
with the imaginative and illusory. 

Pltioria. There arc various kinds of greatness, as we all know ; , 
however, the most part of those who profess one sjvecies is ready' 
to acknowledge no other. The first and chief is intellectual. , 
But SLiiely those, also, arc* to be admitted into ihe number of the ' 
eminently great, who move large masses hy action, by.throwing \ 


their ovvn ardent minti.i into the midst of ])opu]ar assemblies or. 
conflicting Jirmies; compelling, directing, and subjecting. This 
greatness is, indee<l, far from so desirable as that which shines, 
serenely from above, to be our hope, comfort, and guidance ; to , 
leiui us in spirit from a world of sad realities into one fresh from ^ 
the poet’s hand, and blooming with all the variety of his creauon. 
Hence, the mos? successful generals, and the most powerful kings,' 







Vittoria Colonna and Michel-Angelo. i8i 


allt^ays be considered by the judicious and disj>assionate as 
invested with less dignity, less extensive and enduring authority, 
than great piii]o.so})hers and great poets, 

Michel-Au^ih. By the wise, indeed ; but little men, like little 
birds, arc attracted and caught by false lights. 

yittoriiu It was beautifully and piously said in days of old, 
that, wherever a spring rises from the earth, an altar should be 
erected. Ought not we, my friend, to bear the same veneration 
' to the genius which sjirings from obscurity in the loneliness of 
lofty places, and which descends to irrigate the pastures of the 
nnnd with a perennial freshness and vivifying force? If great 
poets build their own temples, as indeed they do, let us at least 
offer up to them our praises and thanksgivings, and hope to render 
them acceptable by the purest .incense of the heart. 

Michel-Aw^ch* Fiist, we must find the priests; for ours are 
inconvertible from their crumbling altars. Too surely we arc 
without an Ariatotelcs to precede and direct them. 

Vitioria* V- c want him, not only for poetry, but philosophy. 
Much of thv' dusty ])crfumery, which thickened for a season the 
pure air of Attica, was dissipated by his breath. Calm reasoning, 
deep investigation, pjitieni experiment, succeeded to contentious 
quibbles and trivial irony. The* son of Aristoteles dispersed the 
unwholesome vapor that arose from the garden of Academus. 
Instead of spectral demons, instead of. the monstrous progeny of 
mysteiy and immodesty, there arose tangible images of perfect 
symmetry. Homer was recalled from banishment; iEschylus 
followed ; the choruses bowed before him, divided, and took their 
stands. Symphonies were heard,—what symphonies ! so power¬ 
ful as to lighten the cliain that Jupiter had riveted on his rival. 
The conquerors of kings until then omnipotent,—kings who had 
trampled on the t#>wers of Babylon, and had shaken the eternal 
sancturiri[fs of Thebes,—the conquerors of these kings bowed 
their olive-crowned heads to the sceptre of Destiny, and their 
, tears ran profusely over the immeasurable wilderness of human 

WXH*S. 

. Mkhel-Angelo. We have no poetry of this kind now, nor 
have wc auditors who could estimate or know it if we had. Yet, 
.as the fine arts have raised up their own judges, literature may, 
ere long, do the same. Instead of undervaluing and beating 
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down, let us .ncknowledgc and praise any resemblance may 
trace to the lineaments of a past and stronger generation. 

Vittoria, Rut, by the manners and habitudes of antiquity, ours 
are little to be improved. Scholars who scorn the levity of 
Ariosto, and speak di.stl.iinfully of the Middle Ages, in the very 
centre of the enchantment thronm over them by the magician of 
Ferraja, never think how much wc owe, not only to him, but 
also to those ages; never think by what energies, coqx)reaI and 
menial, from the barbarous soldier rose the partially polished 
knight; and high above lum, by slower degrees, the accomplished 
and }»erfect gentleman, the summit of nobility. 

MicheUAngelo, Oh that IVscara were present!-—Pescara I 
whom youj' words sepm to have embodied and recalled I — Pes¬ 
cara ! the lover of all glory, but mostly of yours, Madonna I— 
he to whom your beauty was eloquence and your eloquence beauty, 
inseparable as the influences of l)eity. 

V'lUoria, Present! and is he not? Where I am, there is 
he, for evermore. F.arth may divide ; Heaven never does. *l'he 
beauty you sjjeak of is the only thing departed from mt', and that 
also is with him, perhaps. He may—I hope he may—sec me as 
he left me ; only more pacified, more resigned. After I had known 
Pescara, even if I had never been his, I should have been cs]>oused 
to him ; espoused to him before the aSvScmblcd to:.timonies of his in¬ 
numerable virtues,—before his genius, his fortitude, his respectful 
aaperiority, his manly gentleness. Yes, I should have be^m mar- 
^ried to his gloi'y ; and, neither in his lifetime nor when he left the 
world, would I have endured, O Michel-Angelo, any other 
alliance. The very thought, the very words conveying it, are 
impiety. But friendslii]) helps to support tliat heavy j)all to which 
the devoted cling tenaciously for ever. 

MicheUAngeh. Oh ! that at this n\oment— 

Fittoria. Hush ! hush ! Wishes an? by-j)aths on, the de¬ 
clivity to unhappiness: the weaker terminate in the sterile sand ; 
the stronger, the vale of tears. If there are griefs—which we 
know there are—so intense as to deprive us of our intellects, 
griefs in the next degree of intensity, far from depriving us of 
them, amplify, purify, regulate, and adorn them. We sometimes 
spring above happiness, and fall on the other side. This hath 
hapj>ened to me; but strength enough is loft me to raise myself 
up again, and to fallow the guide who calls me. 
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\ Mici^UJingch, Surely God hatli shown thnt mortiil what his 
' own love is, for whom he hath harmonized a responsive bosom, 
warm in the last as in tlic first embraces. One look, of sympathy, 
one regret at parting, is enough, is too much ; it burdens the bcart 
. with overpayment. You cannot gather up the blossoms which, by 
' blast aftt'r blast, have been scattered and whirled behind you. 

. Are they requisite ? The fruit was formed within them cre they 
fell upon the walk; you have culled it in its season. 

Vitioria, Before we go into another state of existence, a 
‘ thousand things occur to detach us imperceptibly fi oni this. To 
^some (who knows to how many i*) the images of early love return 
with an inviting yet a saddening glance, and the breast that was 
laid out for the scj)ulchre bleeds afresh. Such are ready to fol- 
' low where they are beckoned, and look keenly into the darkness 
they arc about to penetrate. 

Did we not begin to converse on another subject ? Why 
have you not spoken to me this half-hour ? 

Michel-An»eh, I see, O Donna Viltoria, I may close the 
volunte we were to read and criticise. 

' Viuoria. Then, I hojie you have something of your own for 
me instead, 

MicheUAiv^do, Are you not tired of my verses ? Your smile 
• is too splendid a reward, but too indistinct an answer. Pray, 
' pray tell me, Madonna !—and yet I have hardly the courage to 
hear you tell me—have I not sometimes written to you ?— 

Vittoria, My cabinet can answer for that. Lift up your 
sphinx, if you desire to find it. Any thing in particular ? 

Michel-Angelo. I would say, written to you with— 

Vittoria. With what ? A golden pen ? 

Michel-Angelo^ No, no. ' 

Vittoria. Ai^ adamantine one ? 

You child ! you child ! are you hiding it in my sleeve.^ An 
' eagle’s jTiumc ? a nightingale’s ? a dove’s ? I must have recourse 
to the living sphinx, if there is any, not to tjie porphyry. Have 
. you other pens than these ? I know the traces of them all; and 

unwilling to give you credit for any fresh variety. But come, 

, tell me, what is it ? 

Michcl-Angelo. I am apprehensive that I sometimes have 
written to you with an irrepressible gush of tenderness, which is 
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but narrowed and deepened and i)iecipitailed by cntei*?n[5 the 
channel of verse. T’his, falling upon vulgar cars, might be niis- 
ioteJ'}U'^’’ted. 

Vittorla. If I have deserved a wise man's praise and a \ir- 
tuous man’s affection, I am not to be defrauded of them by 
stealthy whispers, nor dctcj icd fiom them by intemperate clamor. 
She whom Pescara selected for liis own must excite the envy of 
too many ; but the object of envy is not the sufferer by it: there 
are those who convert it even into recreation. One star hath ruled 
my destiny and shaped my course. Perhaps,—no, not ])erhaps, 
but surely,—under tliat clear light T may enjoy unreproved ,the 
enthusiasm of his friend,— the greatest man, the mo^st ardent and 
universal genius, he has left behind him. Courage ! courage ! 
Lift up again the liead which nothing on e.uth should lower. 
When death approaches m<’, he ])re;:ent, Michel-Angelo, and shed 
as jiurg tears on this liand as 1 did shed 011 the hand of 
Pescara. 

Mirhtl-Jlsv^ih), Madonna, tlicy are tlu'se; they are these! 
Endure them now, rather! 

Merciful God I if there is pic‘ty in either, grant me to beliold 
her at that hour, not in the palace of a heio, not in the chamber 
of a saint, but from thine everlasting mansions! 


XX. Tur. COUNT GLElCHniM; THE COUNTESS; 
TIUaR CHILURKN, AND ZAIDA.* 

Countess. Ludolph! my beloved Ludolph! do we meet 
again ? Ah! I am jealous of these little ones, and of the 
embraces you are giving them. 

Why sigh, my sweet husband ? ^ 

* Andreas Hundoiff' relates that the Pope sanctioned the double 
marriage of eJount (Jleichem, wlio carried his second wife into Thurin¬ 
gia, where &he was well received by the first, and. having no children, 
was devoted to Iier tival’s, [Landor’s authority for this tale is not more 
recondite, so far as 1 can discover, than the “ Biograpliie Universelle,” 
where he found the story and the allusion to Andreas Hondorff, whose 
name he spell« Hundorff. (Works, ii., 1S46. Works, v., 1H76.)] 
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Coinjc back again, Wilhelm ! Come back again, Annabella! 
How could you run away ? Do you think you can see better 
out of the corner ? 

Annahelltu Is this indeed our papa ? What, in the name of 
• mercy, can have given him so dark a color ? I hope I shall 
never be like that; and yet everybody tells me I am veiy like 
papa. 

Wilhelm, Do not let her plague you, jiapa; but take me 
between your knees (I am too old to sit upon them), and tell me 
all about the Turks, and how you ran away from them. 

Countess, Wilhcliji! if your father had run away from the 
enemy, we should not have been deprived of him two whole years. 

Wilhelm, I am hardly such a child as to suppose that a 
Christian knight would run .iway from a rebel Turk in b.ittle. 
But even Christians are taken,' somehow, by their tricks and 
contrivances, and their dog Mahomet. Beside, you know you 
yourself told me, with tear after tear, and scolding me for mine, 
that papa was tiken by thenj. 

Ajinabella, Neither am I, who am only one year younger, 
so foolish as to believe there is any dog Mahomet. And, if 
there were, wc have dogs that are better and faitlifuller and 
stronger. 

Wilhelm (/o his ftUher), I can hardly help laughing to think 
what curious fancies girls have about Mahomet, We know that 
Mahomet is a dog-spirit with three horsetails.' 

Atmahella, Papa, J am glad to see you smile at Wilhelm. 
I do assure you he is not half so had a boy as he was, although 
he did point at me, and did tell you sonic mischief. 

Count, I ought to be indei‘d most happy at seeing you all 
again. 

Annahella, j^nd so you are. Don’t pretend to look grave 
now. 1 very easily find you out. I often look grave when I 
am the ftappiest. But forth it bursts at last: there is no room 
for it in tongue or eyes or anywhere. 

Count, And so, my little angel, you begin to recollect me. 

Annahella, At first, I used to dream of papa ; but, at last, I 
forgot how to dream of him, and then I cried; but, at last, I 
left off crying. And then papa, who could come to me in my 
sleep, seldom came again. 
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Couni, Why do you now draw back from me, Annabc^i ? 

Annahella, Because you really are so very, very brown ; just 
like those ugly Turks who sawed the pines in the saw-pit under 
the wood, and who refused to drink wine in the heat of sumn»er, 
when Wilhelm and I brought it to them. Do not be angry : we 
did it only once. 

Wtlhdm, Because one of them scamped and frightened her, 
when the other seemed to bless us. 

Count, Are they still living ? 

Countess, One of them is. 

fViIhelm, The fierce one. 

Count, We will set him free, and wish it were the other. 

Annahella, Papa, I am glad you arc come back without your 
spurs. 

Countess, Hush, child, hush ! 

Annahella. Why, mamma ? Do not you remember how they 
tore my frock when I clung to him at parting ? Now 1 begin 
to think of him again : I lose every thing between that day and 
tliis. 

Countess. The girl’s idle })rattle about the spui\s has pained 
you : always too sensitive ; always soon liurt, though nevL‘r soon 
offended. 

Count. O God! O my children ! O my wifi'! it is not 
the loss of spurs I now must blush for. 

Annahella, Indeed, papa, you never can blush at all, until you 
cut that horrid beard off'. 

Countess, Well may you say, my own Ludolph, as you do; 
for most gallant was your bearing in the battle. 

Count, Ah ! why was it ever fought ? 

Countess, Why were most battles? But they may lead to 
glory even through slavery. 

Count, And to shame and sorrow. 

Countess. Have I lost the little beauty 1 possessed, that you 
hold my hand so languidly, and turn away your eyes when 
they meet mine ? It was not so formerly,—unless when first we 
loved. 

That one kiss restores to me all my lost happiness. 

Come, the table is ready; there arc your old wines upon it; 
you must want that refreshment. 
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CotM, Go, my sweet children! you must eat your supper 
before I do. 

Countess. Run into your own room for it. 

Annahella. I will not go until papa has patted me again on 
the shoulder, now I begin to remember it. I do not much mind 
the beard; T grow used to it already: but indeed I liked better 
to stroke and pat the smooth laughing check, with my arm 
across the neck behind. It is very pleas;int even so. Am I not 
grown ? 1 can put the whole length of my finger between your 

lips. 

Count. And now, will ml you come, Wilhelm ? 

Wilhelm. I am too tall and too heavy: she is but a child. 
{^Whispers.) Yet I think, papa, T am hardly so much of a 
man but you may kiss me over agajn,—if you will not let her sec it. 

Countess. My dears ! why do not you go to your siijiper ? 

Annahella. Because he has come to show us what ''rurks are 
like. 

Wilhelm. Do noi be angry with her. Do not look down, 
papa' 

Count. Blessings on you both, sweet children ! 

Wilhelm. We may go now. 

Countess. And now, Ludolph, come to the table, and tell me 
all your sufferings. 

Count. The worst begin here. 

Countess. Ungrateful J^udolph! 

Count. I am he: that is my n ime in full. 

Countess. You have, then, ceased to love me ? 

Count. Worse, if worse can be: 1 have ceased to deserve 
your love. 

Countess. No: Ludoljih hath spoken falsely for once; but 
Ludolph is not frdse. 

CounL I have forfeited all I ever could boast of,—your 
affection and my own esteem. Away with caresses! Repulse 
me, abjure me; hate, and never pardon me. Let the abject 
heart lie untorn by one remorse. Forgiveness would s|)lit and 
shiver what slavery but abased. 

Countess. Again you embrace me; and yet tell me never to 
pardon you! O inconsiderate man ! O idle deviser of impossible 
things! 
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But you have not introtiiiccd to me tho8c who p"ithiuc# your 
freedom, or who achieved it by their valor. 

Count, Mercy ! O God ! 

Countrss, Are tliey dead ? Was the plague abroad? 

Count, I will not dissemble--such was ne\or my intention— 
that my deliverance was brought about by mcanb of— 

Countfss. Say it at once—a l.idy. 

Count, It was. 

Countess. Slie fled with you. 

Cormi. She did. 

Countess. And have you left her, sir? 

Count, Ala.s ! alas ! I h.ive not; and never can. 

Countess. Now come to my arms, brave, honourable I-udolph ! 
Did I not say thou couldst not be ungrateful ? Where, where is 
she who has givem me back my hiusband ? 

Count, Dare I utter it!—in this house. 

Countess. Call the children. 

Count, No; they must not affront her; they must not 
even stare at her: other eyes, not theirs, must stab me to the 
heart. 

Coufiiess. They shall bless her ; we will all. Bring her in. 

[ Z/mfu h It (f in by the Count, 

Countess, We three have stood silent long imough; and 
much there may be on which we will for eves keep silence. 
But, sweet young creature! cat) I refuse my piotcction, or iny 
love, to the preserver of my husband ? Can I think it a crime, 
or even a folly, to have pitied the brave and tlu' unfortunate ? 
to have pressed (but alas that it ever should have been so here !) 
a generous heart to a tendei" one ? 

Why do y(hi begin to weep ? 

Zaula, Under your kindness, O lady, lie the* sources of these 
tears. , 

But why has he left us ? He might help me to say many 
things which 1 want to say. 

CouiUcss, Did he never tell you he was married ? 

Zaifla, He did, indeed. 

Countess, That he iiad children ? 

Ziiida. It comforted me a little to hear it. 

Countess, Why, prithee, why ? 
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Aat^a. When I w:is in grief at the certainty of Jiolding but 
the second place in hivS bosom, 1 tliought T could at least go and 
play with tlieni, and win perhaps their love. 

Countess. According to our religion, a man must have only 
one wife. 

Zaida. That troubled me again. But the dispenser of your 
religion, who binds and unbinds, docs for sequins or services 
what our Prophet docs purely through kindness. 

Countess. We can love but one. 

Zaida. IVe^ indeed, can love only one; but men have large 
hearts. 

Countess. Unhajjpy girl! 

Zaida. The vejy h.'qjpiest in the world. 

Countess. Ah, inexperienced creature ! 

7,iiida. The happier for that, perhaps. 

Countess. But the sin ! 

Zaida. Whore sin is there must be sorrow ; and I, my 
sweet sister, feel none whatever. Pven wht'n tears fall from 
my eyes, tliey fall only to cool my breast; T would not have 
one the fewer; they all art for Iiim ; whatever he does, what¬ 
ever he causes, is dear to me. 

Countess (rw/V/fV This is too much. I could hardly endure 
to have him so beloved by another, even at the extremity of 
the earth. (7o Zaida.) You would not lead him into perdi¬ 
tion ? 

Zaielft. I have led him (Allah be pi.iiscd!) to his wife and 
children. It was tor tliose 1 left my fatlicr. He whom we 
love might have stayed with me at home; but there he would 
have been only half happy, e\en had he been free. I could not 
often let him see me thiough the lattice; 1 Wtis too afraid. 
And 1 dared oijy once let fall the watermelon ; it made such a 
noise in dropping and rolling on the terrace : but, another day, 
when Thad pared it nicely, and had swathed it up well among 
vine-leaves, dipped in sugar and sherbet, I was quite happy. 
I leaped and danced to have been so ingenious. 1 woniler what 
creature could have found and eaten it ! I wish he were here, 
dint I might ask him if he knew. 

Countess. He quite forgot home, then! 

Zaida. When we could speak together at all, he spoke 
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perpetually of those whom the calamity of war had separated ' 
from him. 

Countess. It appears that you could comfort him in his 
distress, and did it willingly. 

Zaifia. It is delightful to kiss the eyelashes of the beloved, 
is it not ? But never so delightful as when fresh tears are on 
them. 

Countess. And even tliis too ?—you did tliis ? 

Zaida. Fifty times. 

Countess. Insupportable! 

He often, then, spoke about me ? 

Zaida. As sure as ever we met: for he knew I loved him 
the better when I heard him speak so fondly. 

Countess [to herself). Is this possible ? It may be—ot the 
absent, the unknown, the unfeared, the unsus}>ected. 

Zittida. We shall now be so happy, all tlireo. 

Cmintess. How can we all live together ^ 

Zaida. Now he is here, is there no boiul of union ? 

Countess. Of union? of union? [Aside.) Slavery is a 
frightful thing! slavciy for life, too! And she released him 
from it. What, then ? Imjiossible ! impossible! {fTo 'Zaida.) 
We arc rich— 

Zaida. I am glad to hear ii. Nothing anywhere goes on 
well without riches. 

Countess. Wc can provide for you amply— 

Zaida. Our husband— 

Countess. Our /—husband J — 

Zaida. Yes, yes; I know he is yours too; and you, being 
tlie elder and having children, are lady above all. He can tell 
you how little I want: a bath, a slave, a dish of pilau, one 
jonquil every morning, as usual; nothing mofc.*. But he must 
swear tliat he has kissed it first. No, he need not sw^ar it; I 
may always sec him do it, now. 

Countess [aside). SIic agonizes me. [To Z,aida.) Will you 
never be induced to return to your own country ? Could not 
Ludoijrh persuade you ? 

Zaida. He wlio could once persuade me any thing may now 
command me every thing : when he says I must go, 1 go. But 
he knows what awaits me. 
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Co'^fiiess, No, child! he never shall say it. 

Zaida. Thanks, lady ! eternal thanks ! The breaking of his 
word would break my heart; and better that beak first. Let 
the command conic from you, and not from him. 

Countess [caUing aloud), Ludolph ! Ludolph ! hither! Kiss 
the hand I present to you, and never forget it is the hand of a 
prcserver. 


XXI. DANTE AND GEMMA DONATI.i 

Gemma. We have now been blessed with seven children, ray 
dear husband! 

Dante, And the newly-born, as always happens, is the fairest, 
lovely as were all the rest. 

Gemma. Whether it so happens or not, we always think so; 
the mother in particular. And your tenderness is like a mother’s. 

Dante. What a sweet smile is that, my Gemma! But do 
not talk long, although you talk with the voice and the serenity of 
an angel. How fresh you look! escaped from so great a danger, 
and so recently. A smile is ever the most bright and beautiful 
with a tear upon it. What is the dawn without its dew ? The 
tear is rendered by the smile precious above the smile itself. 

Tlierc is something playful, I perceive, in your thoughts, my 
little wife I Cannot you as readily trust me with them as with tlie 
playfulness about them ? 

Gemma. I do not know whether I can. 

Dante. Beware ! I shall steady those lips with kisses, if they 
arc not soon moie quiet. Irresolute ! why do not you tell me at 
once what is thrilling and quivering at each corner of your beauti¬ 
ful moftth ? 

Gemma. I will, my Dante ! But already it makes me graver. 

Healthy as is the infant, it was predicted by the astrologer and 


[1 The only daughter of Dante and his wife Gemma wa'i christened 
Beatrice. This child, liowever, who was his youngest, must have been 
born before Dante's exile in 1301, ior lie never saw either Florence or 
Gemma after that date. (Works, ii., 1846. Works, v., 1876.) ] 
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caster of nativities, and the prediction has been confirmed^jby the' 
most intelligent of nurses, that it must be our last. 

Dante, While I look on it, I think I could not love another 
so well. 

Gemma, And yet you have loved them all equally, tenderest 
of fatliers, best of husbands ! 

Dante. Say happiest^ my Gemma ! It was not always that 
you could have said it; and it may not be always; but it shall 
be now. 

Gemma, Well spoken ! yes, it shall. Therefore promise me 
that henceforward you will never rigain be a suitor for embassies 
abroad, or nail down your noble intellect to the coarse-grained 
wood of council-boards. 

Dnnie. I can easily and willingly make that promise. 

Gemma, Recollecting that they have caused you trouble enough 
already. 

Dante. If they alone had occupied my mind, they would have 
contracted and abased it. The larger a plant is, the sooner it 
sickens and withers in close confinenicnt, and in a place too low 
for it. But a mind that has never been strained to exertions, and 
troubled by anxieties, will never project far any ubcful faculty. 
The btreani must swell before it fertilizes. It is pleasant to gaze 
on green meadows and gentle declivities; but the soul, O my 
Gemma, that men look up to with long wonder, is suspended on 
rocks, and exposed to ho riven by lightning. The eagle neither 
builds his nest nor puisnes his quairy in the marsh. 

Gemma. Should my Dante, then, in the piazza ? 

Dante. However, we must all, when called upon, serve our 
country as we can best. 

Gemma. Despicable is the man who loveth not his country; 
but detestable is he wlio prefers even his country to her who 
worships him su]>rcmoIy on earth, and solely. 

Dante. To me a city is less than a home. The world around 
me is but narrow ; tiie present age is but annual. I will plant my 
tree in Paradise; I will water it with tjie waters of immortality; 
and my beloved shall repose beneath its shadow. 

Gemma. O Dante ! there are many who would be contented 
to die early, that after ages might contemplate them as the lover 
did,—^young, ardent, radiant, uncrossed by fortune, and undU- 
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tiirbed by any anxiety but the gentlest. I am happier than poetry, 

' V with alf its praise and all its fiction, could render me. Let 
•, another be glorious: I have been tmly blessed. 

If Florence had never exiled you, if she had honored you as 
highly as she must honor you hereafter,—tell me, could you have 
loved her as you loved your Bice ? 

Dante. You also loved Bice. 

Gemma. Answer me plainly and directly, sly evader ! 

Dante. We can hardly love the terrestrial as we love the 
heavenly. The stirs that fall on the earth are not stars of eternal 
light: tliey are not our hope; they are not our guidance; they 
often blight, they never purify. Distinctions might have becon je 
' too precious in my sight, if never a thought of her had intervened. 

Gemma. Indignant as you were at the in justice of your fellow- 
citizens, did not the recollection of the little maid honey your 
bitter bread, and quite console you ? 

Dante. I will pour into your faithful bosom not only all my 
, present love, but all my past, I lost my country; I went into 
,"#j another, into many others. To men like me, irksome is it, O 
. Gemma, to mount the stairs of princes; hard, to beseech their 
'' fiivor ; harder, to feel the impossibility of requiting it; hardest of 
all, to share it with the worthless. But I carried with me eveiy- 
wherc the memoiy of Bice: I carried with me that palladium 
which had preserved the citadel of my soul. Under her guard, 
what evil could enter it ? Before her image, how faintly and 
, cvanescently fell on me the shadows of injury and grief! 

^ Gemma. Brave, brave Dante! I love you for all things; nor 
' least for your love of her. It was she, under God, who rendered 
V you the perfect creature I beliold in you. She animated you 
with true glory, when she inspired you with the purity of her 
love. Worthier qf it than I am, she left you on earth for me. 

Dante. And with nothing on (jarth to wish beyond. 

Ouglit* I to be indignant that my country has neglected me ? 
. Do not men in all countries like those best who most rc'semblc 
" them ? And would you wish me to resemble the multitude who 
are deluded? Or would you rather that I were seated among 
, ' the select who are in a situation to delude ? My Gemma, I 
could never, by any knowledge or discipline, teach foxes to be 
V lionest, wolves to be abstemious, or vipers to be grateful. For 

V. 
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the more ravenous I have excavatt*d a pitfall, deep and durable as 
the foundations of the earth ; to the reptile I toss the fll. Let ' 
us love those who love us, and be contented to teach thost^ who ' 
will hear us. Neither the voice nor the affections can extend- 
beyond a contracted circle. But we may carry a wand with us,.. 
and mark out with it that circle in every path of life. Never in " 
future will I let men approach too near me. Familiarities arc the 
aphides tliat imperceptibly suck out the juices intended for the ' 
germ of Jove. Contented with the few who can read my heart, 
and proud, my sweet Gemma, of the precious casket that encloses ,^;, 
it, I am certainly this day the happiest of men. 

Gemma. To-morrow you shall l)c happier. 

Dante. By wliat possibility? 

Gemma. It is too late in the evening to carry our infant to 
the baptismal font; but to-morrow, early in the morning, in the 
presence of God and angels, in the presence of the blessed Virgin, 

I name it Beatrice. 

Dante. Gemma, she hears thee! Gemma, she loves thee for 
it more than she ever could love me; for this is heavenly ! ^ 

Gemma. How much 1 owe her! Under her influence hatli ' 
grown up into full maturity the happiness of my existence, 

Dante, And of rAinc. Modesty is the bridemaid of Concord. 
She not only hangs her garland on the door of tlie nuptial chamber, 
but she bestrews with refreshing herbs the whole apartment every 
day of life. Without her, where is harmony, or what is beauty ? 
Without her, the sight of returning spring has bitter pangs in it; 
without her, the songs of love in the woodland, and the symbols 
of mated innocence on the tree apart, afflict the bosom, sensitive 
no longer but to reminiscences and wrath. Can it be wondered 
that she who held my first affections holds them yet?—the 
same spirit in another form, the same beauty in another counte¬ 
nance, the same expression in another voice,—the girl Beatrice 
in the bride Gemnia. Oh how much more than Lridc! but 
bride still! 

Gemma, Kiss me, Dante! And now let me sleep! Gently! 
Do not disturb the child,—your Beatrice to-morrow. Further, < 
further from the cradle! Your eyes upon her would surely 
awaken her. Beloved! beloved I how considerate and careful 1 ; 
I am sleepy. Can I sleep ? I am too happy! 
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X^II. LEONORA DI ESTE AND FATHER 
PANIGAROLA .1 

Ijeomra, You hfive, then, seen him, father? Have you been 
able—you who console so many, you who console even mc~to 
comfort poor Torquato ? 

Panigarola. Madonna, the ears of the unhappy man are 
quickened by his solitude and his sorrow. He seemed aware, or 
suspicious at least, tliat somebody was listeninij at his prison- 
door ; and the cell is so narrow, that every sound in it is audible 
to those who sfcind outside. 

Leonora. He mlpht have whispered. 

Panigarola. It would have been most imprudent. 

Leonora. Said he nothing ? not a word ?—^to prove—to 
prove that he had not lost his memory ? His memory—of 
what? of reading his \crse.s lo me, and of my listening to them, 
Lucrezia listened to them as attentively as I did, until she observed 
his waiting for my a])plause first. When she applauded, he 
bowed so gracefully; when I applauded, he only held down 
his head. I was not angry at the difference. But tell me, 
good father! tell me, pray, wh<‘ther he gave no sign of sorrow 
at hearing how soon I am to leave the w<irld. Did you forget 
to mention it; or did you fear to pain him^? 

Panigarola. I mentioned it plainly, fully. 

Leonora. And was he, was gentle Torquato, very sorry ? 

Panigarola. Be less anxious. He bore it like a Christian. 
He said deliberately,—but he trembled and sighed, as Christians 
should sigh and tremble,^—that, although he grieved at your ill- 

“III those d£^'s the famous Father Panigarola came to Ferrara, 
where he had preached the Lent before with much applause; he was 
high in Savour with the Duke and the Princesses ; and to him Tasso 
wrote asking that he would be good enough to visit him. Then Tasso 
begged that Panigarola would kiss Leonora’s hand for him, if she were 
bette^and tell her that he grieved much for her illness, which he had 
not wni'ented in verse by reason that to do so was repugnant to his 
nature; hut that if he could serve her in any other way he was very 
ready, especially if she desired to hear any glad songs. 1 do not know 
if Panigarola was in time to do this kindness.” Serassi, “Life of Tasso.” 
(Last Fruit, 1853; Works, 1876.)] 
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ness, yet that to write, either in verse or prose, on such 4 
visitation of Providence, was rcjmgnant to his nature.* ^ 

Leonora, He said so ? could he say it ? • But I thought 
you told me he fciiicd a listener. Perhaps, too, he feared to 
awaken in me the sentiments he once excited. However it 
may hi eady f feel the chillineSvS of the grave: his words 
breathe it over me. 1 would have entreated him to forget me; 
but to be forgotten betore I had entreated it!—O father, 
father I 

Pmiigarola, Human vtinity still is lingering on the precincts 
of the tomb. Is it criminal, is it censurable in him, to anticipate 
your wishes ? 

< Leonora. Knowing the certainty and the nearness of my 
dcjiarturc, he might at least have told me through you that he 
lamented to lose me. 

Pantgarolu. Is there no voice within your heart that clearly 
tells you so ? 

Leonora. That voice is too indistinct, too troubled with the 
throbbings round about it. We women want sometimes to hear 
what we know ; we die unless we hear what we doubt. 

Panigarola. Madonna, this is too jiassionatc for the hour. 
But the tears you arc shedding arc a ju'oof of your compunction. 
May the Virgin and the saints around her throne accept and 
ratify it! 

Leonora. Father! what were you saying ? What were you 
asking me ? Whether no voice whispered to me, .assured me ? 
I know not. I am weary of thinking. He must love me. 
It is not in the nature of such men ever to cease from loving. 
Was genius ever ungrateful ? Mere talents are dry leaves, tosst^d 
up and down by gusts of passion, and scattered and swept away; 
but Genius lies on the bosom of Memory, ami Gratitude at her 
feet. 

Panigarola. Be composed, be calm, be resigned to fhe will of 

Mr Milman, in his Life uf Tazsx iiiitcrprct^ the **xpression. 
Genio SLi\d ingeniit do not akvays signify His words are txfrtflw. 

tecret rrpvnnsnce of hh genius ; ” but 'l*asso meant temper Or disposition, 
J/fgenivm has the same meaning in Latin. Milton was not thinking 
about bis genius when he wrote,— 

“ Cateraque ingenio non subeunda meo.” ■ 
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Heave) ; be ready for that journey’s end, where the happier who 
have gone before, and the enduring who soon must follow, will 
meet. 

Leonora. I am prepared to depart : for 1 have straggled 
(God knows) to surmount what is insurmountable; and the 
wings of Hope w'ill sustain and raise me, seeing my descent 
toward earth too swift, too • unresisted, and too prone. Pray, 
fatlier, for my deliverance; pray also for poor Torquato’s: do 
not separate us in your prayers. Oh, could he leave his prison as 
surely and as speedily as I shall mine, it would not be more 
thankfully ! Oh that bars of iron were as fragile as bars of clay! 
Oh that princes W(‘rc ns merciful as dcatli! But tell him, tell 
Tl'orquato,—go again ; entreat, persuade, command him,—to 
forget me. 

Panigarola. Alas! even the command, even the command 
from you and from above, might not avail perhaps. You smile, 
Madonna ! 

Leonora. 1 die happy. 
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I. MARCHESr PALLAVICINI AND WALTER 

LANDOR.1 

At Albiiro near (L-noa I ii-ntefl the Palace of Marchese Palla- 
vicini. While he was jiresentinp, the coniplinienta on my arrival, 
the wife of his bailiff brought me fish and fowl from the city, and 
puunid upon the table a basketful of fruit. 

Lmikr. 'Phe walk has tii'ed you, my good woman. Tlie 
hill indeed is rather sta'p, but it is short; and you ap])ear, like 
the generality of Genoese countrywomen, strongly built. 

Pdlimcm. She has been frightened. When the Nea}K)litans 
and hmglish landed hc're in the Bay, she was in childbed. 

Lmdor, Poor woman! the alarm must have been great in¬ 
deed, before you knew that the general was an Englishnjan. 

“Ah, sir! ” was all she re])Iied. 

Signor Marchese, do inform me what she means. 

PaUtvoicini. It is better to forget if we can the calamities of 
war, which usually are the heaviest in the most beautiful countries. 

Landor. Indulge me however in my request. Curiosity is 
pardonable in a» stranger, and, led by humanity, is admissible to 
confidence. 

Paliavidni. You had begun, sir, to say something which 
interested me, in reply to my inquiry how you liked our scenery. 
I shall dciive much more satisfaction from your remarks on our 
architecture and gardens, than you can derive from my recital of 
an inhumanity. It is fair and reasonable, and in the course of 


[• Imag. Conven.. i., 1814. i., i8z6. Works, i.. 1846. Works, vi., 
1876.] 
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things, that wc sliould first arrive at that which may afirici ua 
pleasure, and not flag toward it wearied and saddened, and in¬ 
capable of its enjoyment. 

Landor, I am pleased, as I observed, by the palace opjiosite, 
not having seen in Italy, until now, a house of any kind with a 
span of turf before it. Like yours and that opposite, they gener¬ 
ally encroach on some Line, following its windings and angles lest 
a single inch of ground should be lost; and the roofs fight for 
tile centre of the road. am inclined to believe that the 


number of houses of whicli the fronts are uneven is greater than 
of the even; and that there arc more cramped with iron than 
uncramped, '^riicse deformities are always left visible though the 
house is plastered, that the sum exj)eiided on the iron and labor 
may be evident. If an luilian of condition sjKrnds a lira, he 
must be seen to spend it: his stables, his laundry, his domestics, 
his peasants, must strike the eye together; his pigsty must have 
witnesses like his will, livery m'c is accursed, as that of which 
the Iioly cross was fabricated, and ought to be swejjt away* You 
are surely the most hospitable jicople in the world : even that 
edifice which derives its existence and its name from piivacy 
stands exposed and wide open to tlic stranger, wherever it stands 
at all. 


When I resided on the Iv.ikc‘ of Como, I visited the palace 
of Marchese Odeschalchi. Before it swelled in majesty that 
sovereign of inland waters; behintl it was a pond surrounded with 
brickwork, in which about twenty young goldfish jostled and 
gasj3ed for room. The l^arius had siipped tlie foundation of his 
p:dace, and the Marchese had exert^ all his genius to avenge 
himself: he composed this bitter parody. I inquired of his 
cousin Don Pepino, wlio conducted me, when the roof would 
be put on: he looked at me, doubting if he unck.Tstood me, and 
answered in a gentle tone, “It was finished last summer.’,* My 
error originated from observing red pantiles, kept in their places 
by heavy stones, loose, and laid upon them irregularly. 

“ What a beautiful swell, Don Pepino, is this upon tlie right,’* 
exclaimed I: “ the little hill seems sensible of pleasure as he dips 
his foot into the Larius.” 

“There will be the offices.” 


[- From “ 1 ” to “evident ’* (5 lines) added in 2nd ed.] 
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« W^iat! and hide Grumcllo ? Let me enjoy the sight while 
I can. He appears instinct with life, nodding the netwoik of 
vines upon his head, and beckoning and inviting us; while 
the lig-trees and mulberries and cliestnuts and walnuts, and 
those lofty and eternal cypresses, st[ind motionless around. His 
joyous mates, all dideicnt in form and features, push forward; 
and, if there is not sonuahing in the air or stjmeihing in my 
eyesight illusory, they arc running a race along the borders. 
Stojj a moment; how shall we climb over these two enormous 
pines? Ah, Don Pepino ! old trees in their living state are 
tlu- only things tliat money cannot command. Rivers ^ leave 
their beds, run into cities, and traverse mountains for it; obelisks 
and arches, palaces and tcm]>les, amphitheatres and pyramids, 
rise uj» like exhalations at its bidding; even the free sjnnt of 
Man, the only thing great on e.'jrth, crouches and cowers in its 
presence. It passes away and vanishes before venerable trees. 
What a sweet odor is heie!—whence comes it?—sweeter it 
appears to me and stronger than of the pine itself,'* 

“ I imagine,” &'iid he, “from the linden ; yes, certainly.” 

“ Is that a linden ? It is the largest, and 1 should imagine 
the oldest upon earth, if 1 could perceive that it had lost any of 
its branches.” 

“ Pity that it hides half the row of yon houses from the 
palace! It will be cairied oil with the two pines in the 
autumn.’* 

“O^ Don Pepino!” cried I; “the French, who abhor 
whatever is old and whatever is great, have spared it; the Aus¬ 
trians, who sell their fortresvses and their armies, nay, sometimes 
their daughters, have not sold it: must it fall ? Shall the 
cypress of Soma be without a rival? 1 hope to have left Lom¬ 
bardy before it happens ; for events which you will tell me ought 
never to^intercst me at Jill, not only do interest me, but make me 
(I confess it) sorrowful.” 

Who in the world could ever cut down a linden, or daic in 

[■* First ctl. leads; “command. Palaces and temples and aqueducts 
and amphitheatres rise up befoie it readily: but it must either wait or 
pass away before venerable trees. What a sweet,*' &:c.] 

[* From “0 Don Pepino” to “Caesar” (37 lines) added in znd 
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his senses to break a twin from off one? To a linden was 
fastened the son of William Tell, when th.e apple was cloven on 
his head. Years afterward, often did the fatlier look higher and 
lower, and search laboriously, to descry if any mark were remain¬ 
ing of the cord upon its bark ! Often must he have inhaled this 
very odor!—what a lefreshnient was it to a father’s breast! 
The flowers of the linden should be the only incense offered up 
in the churches to God. Haj)py the man whose asj)irations are 
pure enough to mingle with it! 

How many fond and how many lively Uioughts liave been 
nurtured under this tree ! How many kind he.iits have beaten 
here I Its branches are not so numerous as the couples they 
have invited to sit beside it, nor its blossoms and leaves as 
the expressions of tendernt^ss it has witnessed. What apjjeals 
to the pure all-seeing heavens, what similitudes to the ever¬ 
lasting mountiins, what protestations of ctcrnctl truth and con¬ 
stancy, from those who now are earth,—they, and llicir shrouds, 
and their coffins I The caper and fig-tree have sjilit the monu¬ 
ment. nmbleiiis of jiast loves and future hopes, severed names 
which the holiest rites united, broken letters of brief liaj.'pim's-;, 
besli^’w the road, and speak to the passcr-by in vain. 

To see this linden was worth a journey of five hundred miles. 
It looked directly up the lake, in the centre of its i xtremity, and 
facing the boundary mountsins of the Val-Tellina. 

The cypress of Soma, where the first battle was fought be¬ 
tween Hannibal and Scipio, is in my ojinion the object most 
worth seeing in Italy, unless it be the statue at the base of which 
fell Caesar. 

PallavidniJ* One would imagine it must surely be the 
patriarch of the vegetable world. 

Landar. Lest, Signor Marchese, you sKould remain in 
doubt whether any other tree may be older, I shall refer you 
to Pietro della Valle, a lively, sensible, and vcracit o traveller, 
and credulous only where credulity is necessary to salvation. 
He mentions a terebinthus with three trunks growing from one 
root; and St Jerome writes that it was there in his time, and 
that it was holden in great veneration hy tlie people round. I 

[® From “ Fjllnvhini'^ to “ world*' (2 lines) added in 3rd ed. From 
hanJor to Valle “ (^16 lines) added in znd ed.] 



Mjirchesc Piillavicini and Walter Landor. 205 


do not bclic'vo tho rorebinthus to bo iso durabit; as tho cypress; 
not beinji so slow in growth, and the branches mori* easily 
broken by the wiiivd, whence the rain is admitted, cracks ami 
crevices are m.nie, .ind insects lodge in them and enlarge them. 
^'110 anticjuity of tliis terebinthus must have been (‘Xtr.iordinary 
in tlie time of St Jerome, to be so dislinguisiied from other 
trees, and liold even then in veneration; and its a])pearanco 
could have bc'come but little changed in the twelve centuiios 
between his visit and that of Pietro della Valle.*’ Not many 
years ago, a trei' ev'cn of higher antiquity was living and flourish¬ 
ing at Patras. It was a cypress, mentionetl by Pliny, and seen 
by Spon, wlio visited the country in the year 1676. He repu*- 
sents it as of that Kpecicf? which heic in Italy you c.dl the female ; 
a moie beautiliil tret than the other, but generally thought to be 
ol" shelter duration, from its horizontal branchi's (when (‘Xtrcmely 
long) being subject to be broken by the weight of snow. The 
tnink, in tlie time of Spt'n, w.'is (‘ightecn Frencli feet in diameter. 

/\f/!iivir}rtL You passed by Soma in going to Mil.ui on your 
way 10 Como. 1 would gladly see that Jake, which detained 
you three wliole years among .1 people so Jude and barbarous. 

J.aiul'ir, Barbaious do noi c.ill it, though indeed it may be 
too much so. ft was in Como 1 received anil visited thi* 
brave descendants of the Jovii ;it was in Como I ilaiiy con¬ 
versed with the calm, philosophical Sironi ; and 1 must love 
the little Unreted city for other less ’intrinsic recollections. 
'I'hither came to see me the learned and modest BekktT; and 
it was there, after vscvenil dtlightful rambles, I said farewell to 
Houtliey, 


*’ Si'rond eel. reach: ‘‘Valle, f do not believe that in England we 
' 'VL- ail) oak or yew (for cypresses do not Nourish with ns) older than 
iioiit a thousanc^ years, 'rliere is one id' the latter on iny (‘state at 
l.aiitlujii^ ‘lear the alibey, whicji thf‘ oldest of the inhabitants tell 
they ncjfer liiaid of being difterent in its condition. The decay mn->i 
have begun two 01 three {tnnirics,'' From “ Not ” to Como "in iim s 
added in 3rd d.] 

[" First eil reads • ‘‘ Jovii. and my bosom fe*cLs at this moment that there 
I pre.'i.scd to it the calm philosophical Pironi, I must love that city too 
for other if collections. Thither came ... it was there 1 shed my last 
tear when I .said farewell to Uouthey.” From “If” to “conirary" (5 
lines) added in 3rd etl. First ed. read.s: “our cities are In much bettcp 
ta.ste,” &c.] 
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Pallavidnu Tf ever I should a^yiiin have business at Milan, 
I might almost be tcni])ted to visit the T.arius, greatly as I 
should be ridiculetl at (5crioa for a journey of curiosity. We 
Italians study more the works of Ait tJian of Nature; you 
Englishmen the conlr.iry. 

Our towns, to continue the subject on which we began, are in 
much better style than our villas. 

htnuhr, They indeed are magnificent, and appear the more 
so after the wretched streets of France. In that country almost 
every thing animated is noisy, and almost e^'ery thing inanimate 
is misshapen. All seems reversed ; the^ inhabitants of the north 
are darker than those of the south: indei-d, the women of Calais 
are much browner than any J Iiavc st'en in Italy ; the children, 
the dogs, the frogs, are more clamorouH than ours; the cocks arc 
shriller. But at worst w'e arc shocked by no contjust; the veiy 
language seeming to be constructed upon stinks, and diit and 
ugliness going together. While in Italy w^e cannot walk ten 
paces without observing the union of stateliness and filth, of 
gorgeous finery and squalid meanness; and the expressions of 
vice and slavery are uttered in the acccMits of angels. The 
churclies are fairly divided between juety and prostitution, leaving 
the entrance and a few broken chairs to lx‘ggary and vermin. 
Here always is something of misapplied jiaint and importunate 
gilding. A coiqile of pepper-boxes are mounted on iSt IVteFs, 
whicli also exhibits the incredible absurdity of two clocks in its 
front; a dozen of mass-boxes range the Colosseum ; the Pan¬ 
theon is the tomb of a fiddler. 

Pa/Iint/fhii.'' I have been in London, and was much surjirised 
at the defects of aichiter turc in your capit.'il. Not only Uome, 
Genoa, Venice, Verona, Vicenza, Milan, but Paris itself, excels 
it: and how'incomparably more magnificent mu^t have been the 
public works of Athens! 

Landor. Those both of Paris and London would riot con¬ 
stitute a third of the Piraeus alone, of which the length exceeded 

p Fivjir ed. “the women have hoarse voices; the men squeal. 

The children. , shuUer,” From “But'* to “stinks” added in ind 
ed. ; from *■ <jnd dirt '* to “ together ’’added in 3rd ed. Three lines below, 
from “ and the *' to “ angels ” added in znd ed.] 

[*' Ftom ^'‘Pallavkim ” to ■* plants *’ (199 lines added in 3rd ed.] 
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six miles; the height was sixty feet, not reckoning the founda¬ 
tion, ifcid the breadth at top about twelve. It was of squiire 
stones, fastened together by cramps of iron and by molten Ie;id. 

Pallavicini. iJeing begun and carried on in the greatest haste, 
I wonder how the Athenians had leisure for the sq iaring of 
stones, each of which weighed scver.'il tons. 

Landor. This question has never Ix’cn discussed. In my 
opinion, those of tlie greatest bulk were taken from tlie ancient 
walls of the city, which not only were useless now its boundaries 
wen' quadrujded in extent, but which obstructed the communi¬ 
cations and deformed the beauty of the place. I'liesc originally 
were erected bv ont' of those societies of itinerant masons, which, 
like many colonies, arc* calleti Pclasgian. 1 suspect they were 
Etrurians; a people more early on the road to civilization than 
the inhabitants of Hellas, although they never carried it to the 
same extent. They, indeed, were the Chinese of Europe. 

PaUavicini. Surely you un<leivalue them. 

Landor. Far from it. I was speaking of the ancient: 
Greece alone, of all the nations on the globe, rivals the modern. 
Bat there is lu) evidence or probability that die arts in old Etruria 
ever equalled the same in Cliina ; where moreover the powers of 
imagination and rellcction raise our wonder in their earlier writx'rs. 
'Fhe great wall of China quite obscures the Piraeus by its magni¬ 
tude, unequal as it is in its utility and its beauty ; which may be 
imagint'd, although faintly, if we recollect that to the main walls 
of the Piraeus W'ere added two others; one four miles long, the 
other somewhat shorter, each adorned with statues. 

Pallavicini. This work, then, exceeded any the Romans 
themselves have built. 

Landor. The Romans did less in their city than in the con¬ 
quered territories. The greatest of their labors was the wall 
against the Cafedonians: the most solid and majestic was the 
bridgc*across the Danube. In theatres they excelled the Athen¬ 
ians : those at Athens were worthy of Pollio and Seneca ; those 
at Rome, of aEschylus and Sophocles. The Romans, in ancient 
times as in modern, found plenty of materials among the ruins. 
A band of robbers and outcasts saw on the banks of the Tilx'r a 
city so little dilapidated that it served them lo inhabit. They 
repaired the roofs with sedge and rushes, dcjiorited their plunder 
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within the two fortresses dedicated to Saturn and to Janus, grew 
thrifty and religious with no abatement of enteq)rise or iJdnt of 
spoliation, found order more ami more necessary, and consented 
to elect with more regularity and ceremony their captiii'is and 
arbitrators. Gods and ])iie.'its were imported from all quarters 
after every foray, togi’tlier with oxen, sheep, swine, grain, and 
household utensils. As, however, from their habits of life they 
had brought no women with them, and female cajJtives were in 
insuflicient number, they took others by fraud and violence from 
the villages around. The jvistoral and unwarlike inhabitants were 
as submissive to them as they arc at present to the native bandits, 
and ])erhaps gave them the same assistance and information {)n 
their excursions. The Sabines, who afterward became more 
courageous from the necessity of discipline forced upon them by 
incessant aggression, were at this time among the liMst maitial 
and the least enterprising of nati(ms. Unable to recover their 
wives and daughters, they soon made peace. 

PaUtrokinu We Lrigurians long withstood the Romans; and 
their historians and poets for this reason, while they extol the 
Sabines, show us no mercy. From your account of our con¬ 
querors, it ap])cars that they were at Ica^st as uncivilised as any 
inhabiLants of the Peninsula. 

hamlor. More so than any. No spacious and commodious 
miinsion, no august temple, was erected in five hundred years: 
so uncouth was the genius cjf the j^eoplc. The magnificence of 
Syracuse and of Corinth, the most elegant and splendid cities in 
Europe, ieft little impi'cssion on the destroyers. Their cups were 
(as they termed it) of barbaric gold, while their temples and the 
gods within them were of clay. Captured Veii soon supplied 
Rome with a large assortment of richer images, Lucullus was 
the first of the nation who had any idea of amplitude in archi¬ 
tecture. Julius Caesar, to whom glory in all her forms and 
attributes was moie finiiliar than his own Penates, meditdted the 
grandest works of utilitv and decoration, in the city and out; but 
he fell a victim to insatiable ambition, and left nothing memorable 
in his birthplace hut Ponijiey's statue. Augustus did somewhat 
in adorning the city; but Augustus was no Pericles. Tiberius, 
melancholy at the loss of a young and beautiful wife borne away 
from him by policy, sank into that dreadful malady which blighted 
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every bynch of the Claudian family ; and, instead of embellishing 
the city with edifices and sculpture, darkened it with disquietudes 
and suspicions, and retired into a solitude which his enemies have 
j)co])led witli monsters. Such atrocious lust, incredible even in 
madness itself, was incompatible with the memory of his loss and 
with the tenderness of his grief. Nero—in the beginning of his 
government, and indeed five entire years, a virtuous and beneficent 
prince—was soon affected by the same insanity, but acting differ¬ 
ently on his heart and intellect. He never lost sight of magnili- 
ccnc{‘, and erected a palace before which even the splendors of 
Pericles fade away. Plutarch, in the Life of Publicola, tells us 
that he himself had seen at Athens the columns of Pentelican 
marble for the temple of the Capiroline Jupiter ; that their thick¬ 
ness was reduced at Rome, to the injury of the proportions; 
after which he informs us that tlie gilding of the whole edifice 
cost twelve thousand talents. Now, the hall in tlie palace of 
Nero was as large as this temple ; the ground on which it stood 
was thirtyfold the extent, ami the gilding so general that it was 
called the Golden House. At the decease of Nero, the masters 
of the world trembled to cntei it; removed from it the works of 
Phidias and Praxiteles, of Scopas and Lysippus, of Zeuxis and 
Apelles, of which probably all that were extant weio assembled 
here ; poured fortli the lava of the precious metal from its ceilings, 
its architraves, and its arches; and constructed out of its kitchens 
and stiibles a bath and amphitheatre for the whole Roman 
peci^k^ 

ralhwic'tm. Nero seems to have pacified them surj)risingly, 
after burning down their houses. 

Landor. '^l''hc conllagration 1 believe to have arisen from the 
necessity of i>urifying the city after an endcmical disease, and of 
leaving no narrow istreets in the centre for its recurrence. The 
extreme l^ove which the populace bore toward Nero long after his 
death is a proof tliat they did not attribute the fire to his cruelty 
or caprice; and tliey were abundantly recomj.cnscd by his liber¬ 
ality. Nothing was left for the Flavian dynasty but to demolish 
and reconstruct; nothing for Trajan but to register on marble his 
rapid victories, leaving his virtues to be inscribed on materials 
less perishable; nothing for Hadrian but to imitate the finer works 
of the Athenians. Architecture then sank for ages. The Moors 
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introduced a style of it more fanciful and ornamental, which 
beside had this advantage,—it brought with it no recoDeciions ot 
deterioration and decay. The cathedrals in Spain arc tlie most 
exquisite models of it; and illuminated manuscripts, \-’hich the 
Arabs, Turks, and Persians prize highly, gave, 1 imagine, those 
ideas on which tlie Fiencli, the Germans, and the Fnglisli raised 
many noble edifices, cone\.Ling the heavier and more depressed 
masses of Italy. 

Pdl/avifini. With Saint PauPs <in(l tS.iint Steplien’s before 
you, cottiiges arc built like castles, and palaces like cottages; and 
where the edifice is j)lain and simple the window is a hole knocked 
in the wall, looking like an eye without an eyebrow or eyelashes; 
or else it ivs situated in the midst of an arch, as if a ruin had been 
patched up to receive it. 

Landor. This idea we borrowed from h'lorenee, and very 
lately. The Florentines turnevl their shops into palaces when 
they turned the name of vsilk-merchaiit into that of marquis; 
and the patchwork is equally visible in the house and in the 
master. 

Pfdlavicini, Since I was in lingland, 1 understand that ab- 
su''ditics even more ludicrous are come into fnsliion, and that your 
architects fall back again on what they denominate the Eliza¬ 
bethan style. In fact, condemned by Nature to perennial twilight, 
you wainscot your apartments witli the darkest oak, and impanel 
it in your ceilings; your windows arc divided and traversed by 
thick stone-work, and the panes of glass, extremely small, are 
sometimes made darker by green and puq)Ic, and are held together 
by almost an equal quantity of lead. 

Landor. True enougli; and when we attempt to be more 
classical we run into as gross absurdities. Some of us would be 
Grecian in our houses, forgetting that the Grc“eks made a wide 
difference between the construction of a house and of a temple. 
Even if they had not, still the climates of tlie two countries are 
so different, that what would be convenient on the shores of the 
jEgean Sea would be ill placed on the shores of the British 
Channel. Exjiosed to our biting winds, the Corinthian acanthus 
would soon shed its beautiful foliage. And what, indeed, have 
we to do with the ram’s skull and horns, belonging to tlie Ionian ? 
—we, who slay no rams for sacrifice, and to whom, therefore, 
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such a decoration is without a memorial and witlioiit a meaning. 
But Ionian pilaht<‘i‘s arc admissible to the fronts of our liouses, and 
Ionian columns to our public edifices. However, the ornaments 
of the capitals should be taken from what is indigenous and appro¬ 
priate. 'I'he ])ort:ils in England are despicably poor; wliereas to 
these is greatly owing the dignity of the exterior ; and the dignity 
of the interior to the stall case. In this, likewise, the best houses 
in 1 .ondon, with very few excejitions, ate deficient. 

PaUnmeinu We Genoese are proud of our door-ways. 

Lamlor. They arc* mas\nilicent, so are many in Rome, and 
some in Milan. W<* have none in London, and few in the 
country ; where, however, the staircases arc better. These aic 
usu.iliy oak. 1 inherit an old ruinous house containing one up 
which the tenant rode his horse to stable liim. 

Lt‘1 UK now reflect .igain a moment on Atliens, which I think 
will be somewliat more to our satisfiction. A city not larger 
than Iriverpool, and wliosc inhabitants might almost have been 
lost in Syracuse, produced, within the short period of two centuiies 
(leckoning fiom the battle of Marathon), a greater number of 
exquisite models in war, pliilosojihy, patriotism, oratory, and 
poetry,—in the senii-mcchanic.il arts which accompany or 
follow tliein, Kculpiiire and jainting, and in i)u; first of 
the mechanical, ajchitccture,—tlian the remainder of Europe 
in six thousand years. She rises up again as from a trance, 
and is pushed back by tlie wJioIe company of kings. Tlie 
rulers of nations seem to think they iiave as much interest in 
abolishing the traces of her, if llicy can, as Alexander thought 
he had to demolisli what \\‘erc considered to be tlie monuments 
of tlie Argonautic f'xjjedition. Darius felt differently, lie 
believ(‘d tliat there is jjolioy in content, both in keeping and 
causing it; lie cttablished by Mardopius a republican form of 
government in the Grecian cities of Ionia. 

Pallavidni, Hush! do not s]>eak of republics: the sound 
may blow a man’s head off. We aie safer among the trees. 
And now, if you have said all you proposed to say upon our 
buildings, let us return again to our plants. 

Landor. Enter the gardens and approach the vases; do you 
perceive the rarity, the beauty, the fragrance, of the flowers ? In 
one is a bush of box, in another a knot of tansy. Neptune is re- 
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cunil>ent on a bt'd of cabba^^es, and from the shell of a Triton 
sprout tlirec turnips, to be sold. 

Pallainc'tniy^ Our first object in the ^jarden is profit. The 
vicinity of Genoa protiuces a large quantity of lemons, ai:d many 
families arc supported by icnting, at about thirty crowns, half an 
acre or less of lemon ground. 

Landor. 1 mentioned the fact at Pisa, with some doubt and 
hesitation; and there I learned from Don Luigi Serviti and 
Signor Gcorgio Salvioni, both gentlemen of Massa di Carrara, 
the exti aordinary fertility of a lemon-tree. A wager was laid in 
the year 1812 by Signor Antonio Georgieri, of Massa, with 
Marchese Calani, of Spezia, that at Croscello, half a mile from 
Massa, tlicro was one which would mature, that season, fourteen 
tliousand lemons ; it exceeded the quanrtity. In Spain I was 
informed that a tiecin favourable seasons might ripen nearly three 
thousand ; in Sicily the same. I'lic fruit, however, of the i)lant 
at Croscello is small, of little juice and bad quality ; I presume it 
to be a wilding. This ;>r.d the celebrated vine at Hampton Court 
are the two most extraordinary fruit-bearing trees of their kind on 
record; tlicy liave quintupled the most prolific. 

We Englishmen tilk of planting a garden ; the modern Italians 
and ancient Romans talk of huiklin^ one.* Ouis, the most 
beautiful in the universe, arc not exempt from absurdities; but 
in the shadiness of the l.Cnglish garden it is the love of retiremeTit 
that triumphs over tastx,', and over a sense of the inconveniences. 

Inhabiting a moist and chilly climate, we draw our woods almost 
into our dining-rooms; you, inhabiting a sultry one, condemn your 
innocent children to the ordeal of a red-hot giavel. The shallow 
well, called pcscina^ in the middle of every garden, contains just 
enough water to drown thepi—which happens frequently—and to 
supply a genet ation of gnats for the villeggiantL We again may 
be ridiculed in our turn ; our seqjentine ditches are fog-beds. 

You should cover your reservoirs (an old hat or wig would do 

[u> From PaUavtJni''' to “one” (20 line*!) added in 2nd ed. from a 
footnote which appears in the ist cd.] 

* Cui Cneius noster locum uhi hortosj adytcarH daret.— Cie. ad 
Ep. xvi, 1 . i.v. ’ 

['^ From “ but ” to “ inconvenience'^" (3 lines) added in 2nd cd. 
lines below, irom “ The shallow *' to “ nice ” (32 lines) added in 
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It), we should invite our Naiads to dance along die green a 
good half-mile from our windows. 

The English are more zealous of introducing new fruits, shrubs 
and plants, than other nations; you Italians are less so than any 
civilized one. Better fruit is eaten in Scotland than in ihe most 
fertile and most cultivated parts of your peninsula. As for flowers, 
there is a greater variety in the worst of your fields than in the 
best of your gardens. As for shrubs, I have rarely seen a lilac, 
a laburnum, a raezereon, in any of them: and yet they flourish 
before almost every cottogc in our poorest villages, I now come 
among the ordinary fruits. Tlie currant, the gooseberry, and the 
raspberry—the most wholesome and not the least delicious—were 
domesticated among you by the French in some few places: they 
begin to degenerate airciidy. I have eaten good apples in this 
country, and jjears and cherries much better than ours; the other 
kinds of fruitage appeared to me unfit for the tiible, not to say 
uneatable ; and as your gentlemen send the best to market, whether 
the produce of their own gardens or presents, I have probably 
tjisted the most highly-flavored. Although the sister of Bona¬ 
parte introduced peaches, nectarines, and apricots from France, 
and planted them at Marlia near Lucca, no person cares about 
taking grafts from them. 

We wonder in England, when we hear it related by travellers, 
that peaches in Italy are left under the trees for swine; but, 
when wc ourselves come into the country, our wonder is rather 
that the swine do not leave them for animals less nice. 

I have now. Signor Mcjrchese, performed the conditions 
you imposed on me, to the extent of my observation; ha8tily2 
I confess it, and preoccupied by the interest you excited. I ^ 
may justly call on you to sj>cak as unreservedly and explicitly. 

Pidlavicini. If you insist upon it, I will. Across the road, 
cxactly^four paces from your antechamber, were the quarters of 
your general; exactly forty-eight from his window, out of which 
he was looking, did this peasant woman lie groaning in labor, when 
several soldiers entered her bed-room and carried off the articles 
most necessary in her condition. Her husband ran under the 
apartment of the general, which faced the wife’s, entreating his 
compassion. He was driven away. 

From “ I ” to “ will ” (3 lines) added in 3rd ed.] 
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handor. Was nothin" done \ 

Paltavkinu A few thieats were added. 

Latidor, Impossible ! impossible ! 

Padnvicinu Since, sir, we are in the regions of impossibility, 
do look ag;iin, I entreat you, at the palace just before us: and I 
am greatly mistaken if I cannot fix your attention upon something 
of higlier import tli.in a span of turf. 

handor. It is among the most magnificent and, what is better, 
the most t.'legant that I have hitherto seen in Italy ; for I have 
not yet visited t!ic Venetian territory, .intl know mcicly from en¬ 
gravings the architecture of Palladio. Whose is It ? 

PaUtwlcinu It belongs to the family of Canibiagi, to which 
our icpublic, while it plerused God to preserve it, oweil many 
signal benefits, as doges and as senators. A ])rlv.ite man fron^ 
among them constructed at his own expense.' the most ct>mnH)dioiis 
of our roads, and indeed the first deser\'ing the name that had 
ever been formed in Liguria, wlu'ther by moderns or ancients, 
though Mai ius and Co?sar marclied across. 

Latidor^ How grand is that flight of steps upon wiiich the 
children are playing ! Tlu’se are my vases, Marchese ; thi'se an* 
my images; these are decorations for architecture; this is orna¬ 
mental gardening, and suitable to all countries and cliniair's. 
'Fake care, blessrd creatures! — a fill from such a height !- 

Pallmmmu Over those steps, amid the screams and embiaces 
of those children, witli her arms tied behind her, imploring help, 
pity, mercy, was dragged by the Iniir the Marchesa Cambiagi. 
iMtidor, For what offence ? 

PaUamcini. Because her hubl)and had mastered liis prejudices 
and resigned his privileges. 

Landor. Signor Marchese! the English general, whatever 
may be the public opinion of his talents and his principles, could 
never have known and ])ennitted it. 

Pfdhwkini. l’eiJn'i])s not. T can only declare that his windows 
were filled with milllary men, if iinifoniis nuke them, and that he 
was there : this I saw. Your Plouscsof Parliament, M. Landor, 
for their own honor, for the honor of the service' and of the 


L*'* From “ though ’* to “ acinss ’’ :uKl«.:l in 3rtl ed. 'J'hrt'e line.s hclow, 
fyom "this’’ to climatt-.’' atldrd in 2nd ed.| 
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nation, should have aniniadverted on such an outrage: he should 
answer for it. 

Landur, l^hese two fingeis have more power, Marchesc, than 
those two Houses. A pen !—he shall live for it. What, with 
their animadversions, can they do like this ? 


II. GENERAL KLEBER AND FRENCH 

OFFICERS.i 

An English officer was sitting with his back against the base of 
the Great Pyramid. He sometimes looked toward those of elder 
date and ruder materials before him, sometimes was absorbed in 
thought, and sometimes was observed to write in a pocket-book 
with great rapitlity. 

“ If he were not writing,’* said a b'rench naturalist to a young 
ensign, “ I should imagine liim to have lost his eyesight by the 
ophthalmia. He docs not see us ; level your rifle; we cannot 
find a greater curiosity.” 

'I’he arts prevailed ; the offici'r slided with extended arms from 
his resting-place; the blood, running from his breast, was .audible 
as a swarm of insects in the sand. No other sound was heard. 
Powder had exploded ; lifi' had passed away; not a vestige 
remained of either. 

“ Let us examine Iiis papers,” said the naturalist. 

“ Pardon me, sir,” answered the ensign ; “ray first inquiry on 
such occasions is nvhads 0*clock ? and afterward I pursue my 
mincralogical rescarches.” 

P Napoleon had intended to return from Egypt to Europe through 
Syria and 'rurkey ^ He was foiled in this undertaking, partly by Sir Sidne-y 
Smith's resistance at .Acre, and partly by an outbreak of the plague 
among *iis soldiers. After his return to Egypt, he learnt of the defeats 
sustained by the French during his absence, and deserting liis army, he 
returned to France, lea*-ing Kldber in command. .Kleber was not only a 
good commander, but a man of cliaracter, one of the men of merit, whom 
the Revolution had not neglected. But his assassination, and the incom¬ 
petency of Menou, his successor, who called himself Abdallah, and aimed 
at an Egyptian kingdom, completed the ruin of the French army. Their 
defeat by the English at Aboukir ended the expedition. (Imag. Convers., 
i., 1S24. i. 1826. Work*!, i., 1846. Works, vi., 1876,)] 
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At these words he drew forth the dead man’s watch, and 
stuck it into his sasli, while witli the other hand he snatched 
out a purse containin}’ some zecchins: every part of the dress 
was examined, and not quite fruitlessly. 

“See! a locket with a miniatuie of a young woman!” 
Such it was: a modest and lovely countenance. 

“ Ha I ha! ” said the ensign: “ a few touches, a very few 
touches,—1 can give them,—and Adela will take this for me. 
Two inches higher, and the ball had split it: what a thought¬ 
less man he was ! Tliere is gold in it too: it weighs heavy. 
Peste! an old woman at the back, gray as a cat.” 

Tt was the oflicers mother, in her old age, as he had left 
her. 7 ’here was something of sweet piety, not unsaddened by 
presiige, in the countenance. He severed it with his knife, 
and threw it mto the bosom of her sou. Two foreign letters 
and two pages in pencil were the contents of the pocket-book. 
Tw'o locks of hair had fallen out: one rested on his eyelashes, 
fbi tlie iur was motionless, the other was draw'n to the earth by 
his blood. 

The papers were taken to General Ivlcber by the naturalist 
and his associate, with a correct recitil o^ the whole occurrence; 
excepting the ajipendages of watch, zx'cchins, and locket. 

“Young man,” said Klebei gravely, “is this a subject of 
merriment to you ? Who knows whethei- you or I may not be 
deprived of life as suddenly and unexpectedly ? He was not 
your enemy : perhajjs hu was writing to a mother or sister. God 
help them! these suffer most from war; the heart of the far- 
distant is the scene of its most crtiel devastations. Leave the 
papers; you may go : call the intci-jireter.” 

He entered. 

“ Read this letter.” ^ 

“My aoorei) Hfnry—” 

“Give it me,” cri*d the general: lie blew a strong fire from 
his pipe and consumed it. 

“ Read the other.” 

“ My KIND-HEARTUn AND BELOVED SON-” 

“ Stop : read the last line only.” 
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The interpreter answered} It contains merely the name and 
addrejA.’* 

“ I ask no questions: read them, and write them down 
Jegibly.*’ 

He took the paper, tore off the margin, and placed the line 
in his snufF-box. 

** Give me that paper in pencil, with the mark of sealing-wax 
on it,” 

He snatched it, shook some snufF upon it, and shrunk back. 
It was no sealing-wax ; it was a drop of blood ; one from the 
hcait,—one only ; dry, but seeming Fresh. 

“ Read.” 

“ yt\s, my dear motiu'i, the giLvitesi name that exists among mortals 
is that of Sidney. He wlio now hears it in the front oJ battle could 
not succor me. I had advanced to<» far: 1 am however no prisoner. 
Take courage, my too fond motiiei : 1 am among the Arabs, who detest 
the French ; riiey liberated me. They report, I know not upon what 
authority, that Bonaparte !us de‘>erted his army, and escaped from 
Egypt.” 

“ Stop instantly,” criod Klcbcr, rising. “ Gentlemen,” 
added he to his sfc'iff'-oflicers, “ my duty obliges me to hear this 
unbecoming language on your late coaimandcr-in-eluef: retire 
you a few moments.—Continue.” 

“He hates every enemy acrording to his courage and his virtues; he 
abominates what he c;ninf)f deha.^e, at liome or abroad.” 

“ Oh ! ** whispered Kleber to himself, “ he knows the man 
so well! ” 

“ The first then are Nelson and Sir Sidney Smith, whose friends couUl 
expect no mercy at his hands. If the report be anytliing better than an 
Arabian tale, 1 will surrender myself to his successor as prisoner of war. 
and perhaps may bu soon exchanged. How will this little leaf reach you 
God knows how and when I ” 

“ Is there nothing else to examine?” 

“ One more leaf,” 

« Read it.” 

“ Wkitten in England on the battle or Auoukir, 

Land ot all marvels in all ages past, 

Egypt! T hail thee from a far-off shore; 
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I hail thct*. (loom'd to ri'^c again at last, 

And flourish, as in early youth, <mce more. 

How long hast thou lain desolate! how long 
'I'hc voice of gladness in thy halls hath ceas’d 

ATute, e’en as Memnon’s lyre. tl)e poet’s song, 

And half-svippress’d the chant of cloister’d priest 

*• Even he, locjiucious as a vernal bird, 

Love, in ihy plains and in thy groves is dumb ; 

Nor on thy thousand Nile-fed streams is heanl 
The re<‘d that whispers happier d.iys to come. 

“ O'er cities shadowing some diead name divine 
Palace and fame return the hyena’s cry. 

And huofless camels in long single Hue 

Stalk .slow, with ii»reheads level to the ^ky. 

••No eiraiit outcast of a lawles.s isle, 

Mocker of heaven and earth, with vows and prayers, 

Comes thy contiding otfspring to beguile. 

And rivet to his wrist the chain he wears. 

iiiitain speaks now : her thunder thou hast heard ; 

C'oiKpieror in every land, in every sea ; 

Vcdor and Truth proclaim the almighty word, 

Anti, all thou ever hast been, lliou sb dt ije." 

“ Defender and passionate lover of tJiy country! ** criai 
Klebet, “thou art less unfortunate tlian thy auguries. ICnthusi- 
a.stic Eng 1 i.shnian ! to which of your conquests have ever Ix’cn 
iniparurd the benefits of your laws? Your governors have not 
even coninniuicatcd tiuir language to their va.ss.'ils. Nelson and 
Sidney aie illustrious name.s: the vilest have often been preferred 
to them, and .se\ercly Jiavc they been punished for the importunity 
of their valor. We Frenchmen have undci^jone much : but 
throughout the whole territory of France, througlioiit the range 
of all her new dominions, not a single man of abilities has been 
neglected. Rcniemlier this, ye who triumph in our excesses. 
Yc who dread oi»r examjile, speak plainly: is not this among the 
c.Kamples ye are the least inclined to follow ? 

“ Call my staff and a file of soldiers. 

“ Gentlemen, he who lic.s under the pyramid seems to have 
pos.sc.csed a vacant mind and full heart, qualities unfit for a spy: 
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indeed he w:is not one. He was the friend and companion of 
that Sidney Smith who did all the mischief at 1 'oiilon, when 
Elliot Hfd from the city ; and who lately, you must well 
remember, broke some of our pipes before Acre—a ceremony 
whicli gave us to understand, without the formalities of dip¬ 
lomacy, that the Grand Signor declined the honor of our 
company to t;ike our coffee with him at Constantinople.” 

I’hen turning to the file of soldiers, “ A body lies unck'r the 
Great Pyramid : go, bury it six feet tleei). If there is any man 
among you cajiablc of writing a good ejiitaph, and such as the* 
bra\c owe to the br.ive, he sliall h<ive my authority to carve it 
uptm the Gieat Pyramid ; and his name may be brought back to 
me.” 

“Allow me the honour,” naid a lieutenant; “I fly to obey.” 

“Perhaps,” lejilieil tiie commander-in-chief, “ it may not be 
amiss to know the character, the adventures, or at least the 
name ”— 

“ No matter, no matter, my general.” 

“ Take them, however,” said Kleber, holding a copy, “ and 
try your wits.” 

“(jcner.il,” said Menou .smiling, “ you never gave a command 
niori' certiiin to be executed. What a blockhead was that king, 
whoever he was, who built .so enormous a monument for a 
wandering Englishman ! ” 


III. THE EMPEROR ALEXANDER AND CAPO 

DTSTRIAd 

Ciipo (Plsfriu.^ Your Majesty now perceives the benefits of 
the Hojy Alliance, and may remember my enumeration of them. 

P Laiulor has not treai-'d Capodistrias very fairly in this Conversation._ 
He was 1 )f)rn in Coifu. ncu in a very exalted station, and rose to In tfie 
Foreign Minister of the Russian Empire. loindor speak.s of AK xandcr 
as the li'ader of the reaction, it not be forgotten that he was at 
first of a more liberal mind. lie forced Louis XVIII. to gianr a con.ti- 
tution to Fiance at tlie Restoration, and it was only at a later date that 
his visionaiy liberalism was ebanged to avisionary preference lor tyranny. 
Capotlistrias was raised to oflice when the Emperor was a Liberal, and, 
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Here is a fact for every word. The Holy Allies canr'ot^ retract: 
they have admitted the principle; they have gone to work upon 
it. Austria possesses luily ; turbulence in adjacent Spates may 
bo repressed by invasion : there is not a monarch in Europe who 
denies it; not one who, whatever his fears, whatever his impru¬ 
dence may be, will oppose by action or word your long-meditated 
conquest of the Turkish Empire. 

Alexander. Capo d’Istria, you are a Greek; and would 
engage me, prepared oi unprqiared, in war, for the defence of 
your native country. 

Capo erisitia. Pardon me, niy Emperor ! a Greek, it is true, 
I am ; but you will find me not precipitiite. The country of a 
statesman is the council-board ol his prince. Let the pack bark 
in the kennel; the shc])lK*rd-dog sleeps upon the wallet of his 
master. 

Alexander. P have never yet caught you running into 
vagaries and extravagances, such as even the learned and wise 
sometimes allow to themselves in their frowardness and warm 

as his master became more and moie timidly I’earful of change, his in¬ 
fluence waned. At the congress ol l.albach, when the question of 
iiiLv'rveiitioii to crush the Neapolitan insurrection wa.s being considered, 
he opposed Metternich, hut was beaten hy him. Both men Were equally 
able and unscrupulous, hut Capodistn'as was a liberal man and an honest 
one, and was free from that curiou.s prejudice in favour of tyranny, which 
make.s Metternich seem to modern eye.s a man half dotard, half hangman. 
It is at this point of history that Lander has placed his dialogue, hut later 
event.s might have shown him that he had misjiulgwl Capodistrias. The 
outbreak of the Greek rebellion in 1821 had thrown Alexander’s mind 
into greater confusion than ever. On the one hand, the traditions of 
Russia and the influence of Capodistrias urged him to intervene himself 
in favour of Greece; on the other hand stood Metternich and the “ Holy 
Alliance.” The latter were the stronger Capodistrias resigned and 
retired to Geneva {Aug. 1822). For seven years he rei/ihined in retirement. 
Blit after the battle of Navarino had driven the Egyptians from Greece, 
his countrymen called him to their assistance, and for some time he 
governed Greece, doing his best to restore order to a country where it had 
long been unknown. But his rule found enemies, and at length he offended 
the family of the Manrumichaeli, who, say.s Kolkotrones (“ Autobiog.” p. 
290), * had poured out mucli of their blood in the cause of our independ¬ 
ence, but it was a family which always bad a propensity to commit 
assassinations,’ Two of these killed Capodistrias on February 27, 1831, 
just as he was entering a church.” (See Fy tie’s “ Modern Europe,” vol. ii.)] 
From “ I ” to “ antiquity ” (30 lines) added in 2nd edj. 
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blood. Nothing is idler, nothing is more directly in opposition to 
he actual state of things happily re-established in liurope, nothing 
is attended by worse consequences, than to mention the ancient 
republics as models of good government, or their primary citizens 
as great men. I have agreed with my allies to banish or imprison 
tlie professors who in future shall do it; and 1 hope by degrees 
to introduce a general law (for Europe must be governed on one 
system), under the enactment of which law whoever is found 
guilty of printing or possessing any book, modem or ancient, con¬ 
taining such doctrines, shall be siiut up in a fortress, or sent to 
join the armies on the frontier. Reason with yourself now: in 
such governmenis what should you or I be? Well may you 
Ijow; it is not to rne, but to trulij and conviction. England 
calls herself the mistress of letters, of liberty, of arts ; and, indeed, 
she possesses more than any of what exist on our portion of the 
globe. In relation to her I will not talk of you or me; but 
suppose her to liavc produced the personages her unwary youth 
arc ever prone to admire and applaud. According to her laws 
and usages, Brutus would have been hanged at Newgate j Cato, 
buried with a stake through hl.s body in the high-road Cicero, 
transported to Botany Bay ; Phocion, instead of being called upon 
to serve his country some forty or fifty times, would iuive lost his 
election in any borough of the three kingdoms; and Aristides 
would not have been thought worth the oysLei-shcll on which his 
name was to be written in order to banish him.^ 

I am nauseated with this dust which people stir up about anti¬ 
quity. Come, give me your opinion, supposing war inevitable. 

Capo iVhtrta. First then, if war is inevittiblc, I must ])iiblisli 
in the journals, on the testimony of merchants and bankers, tli.it 
the differences arc accommodated. The violence and pride Oi 
the Turkish char'vctcr will indeed at last break off accommoda¬ 
tion.* Your good allies, at your earnest entreaty, will zealously 
interfere to avoid the effusion of blood: you must request their 
advice how to avert thivS tremendous evil; you must weep over 
the decrepit fathers of families, the virtuous wives, the innocent 

[3 Second ed. reads ; “him; and the death of Epaminondas would bo 
reported as coldly to the Court, by some general who can hardly write, as 
Picton’s was lately. 1 am,” &c.] 

* ^I'his happened three years after. 
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childivn, the priests at the altar, with God in theii mouths, 
weJtering in their gore. ' 

Alexander, To‘^ avoid remonstrance on Greece, I will now 
further tell you my reasons for what you think forbearance. It 
has been agreed privately among my brother rulers, that each, in 
the desire of peace and holiness, sliall invade his we.ikcst neigh¬ 
bour in a friendly and family way: first, liowcvcr, protesting in 
the name of the Holy and Indivisible Trinity, that liis ai niics on 
the frontier liad never such an object or idea as invasion ; and 
shall carry into execution thest' salutary plan«s, in all simplicity and 
sincerity, wlienevcr he judges it convenient. It has beside been 
declared to me as the opinion of them all, that "^Furkey is not yet 
sufficiently despotic ; tliat the janizaries are but Jacobins in loose* 
trousers, and that the violence they often commit on t!ie sublimity 
of their emperor is of dangerous example. Wc deem it requisite 
to insure our inviolability, and to execute what our good pleasure 
prompts us, not only without a straggle, but without a murmur. 

Capo d' 1 stria, 'Fhe worst part of their institutions and usages 
is the niisa])piication of the bowstring, which sometimes gives an 
awkwar(^ twang across the neck of a vizier; and, just the con¬ 
trary of what one would suppose, is always the most terrible when 
it happens to have no arrow to work upon. 

Alexander, Another thing. Do not you know that the liber¬ 
ation of Greece, if this liberation failed to make them my vassals, 
would be greatly and almost solely to the benefit of lingland ? 
Be cautious; be silent; tlte ministers of England have at present 
no such suspicion. If they had, they would fit out a cutter and 
perhaps five-and-twenty marines, a force more than proportionate 
to that wliich they directed against Constantinople in the late war; 
and tins they would be the better disposed to do, as it would 
authorize them in the eyes of Parliament and* of the nation to 
ajjpoint a commissariat of ten or fifteen, and about the same num¬ 
ber of commissioners, vso that every member of the Cabinet might 
have a new appointment at his disposal, with a comfortable half¬ 
pay for life after one montlFs service. 

Capo d'htria. Sire, not only England, but the potentates 
of France, Spain, Portugal, Germany, and Italy, should in sound 
policy desire the formation of republics in Greece; considering 
[* From “ To ” to *■ astray ” (44 lines) added in ind ed.j 



2 23 


The Emperor Alexander and Capo Dlstria. 


that counlry (ot which they know nothin;^^ better) as a mere 
drain, \lliercby tlie ill lunnors of their subjects may be carried 
off. It should serve them as a warehouse of exjjortation for all 
those whose opinions arc dangerous; just as America is to Eng¬ 
land. It is nearer at hand, may be reached at lesvS expense'; and 
here is this fuilher advantage, that, if they should publish tlieir 
opinions, neitlier the princCvS nor tlieir vsubjects can read them; 
the former then cannot be offended, nt)r the latter led astray. 

Alexander, How will France, England, Sweden, act upon 
this occasion ? 

Capo iVIsiria, Youi Majesty must know that England is 
not in a condition to equip twenty thousand troops, and that the 
mainten.ince ol such a force in the fie'ld would cost her nioie than 


a hundred thousand would cost Russia. Hcj' last year's ex- 
penscs in the contest with I"ranee were triple the expenses of 
Russia in all the canij)aigns of Peter llie Cxreat; aiul her march 
to P.iris cost mote lluai the building of Petersburg. If her 
ministers had ever been men of calculation,—which they should 
have been above others fiom the habits and w.ints of their 


country,-- they would have avoided, as Walpole did, nearly all 
continental wars, and would have been contented to throw in a 


military and monied force, there only where its v-cight and 
celerity must turn the balance. The''* folly of others is as useful 
to us as our own wisdom would he without it. 


Alexander. England is a brilliant ])erfoi'mei-, but bad tiniist. 

Capo d*Isiria, Employments in England are properties holdcn 
under certain families ; and viettuies and conquests are secondary 
objects in her wars. Against the most consummate generals and 
the most enthusiastic troops in liurojK* was despatched an inex¬ 
perienced young prince, in whom the soldiers having no confidence 
lost that which personal courage and national pride had irnjjlanU'd 
in them. Every new disgrace and disaster was a new leason for 
employihg liim: expedition follow'ed expedition, defeat folhnved 
defeat. On another occasion, republicans were taken out of thi; 
prisons and brigaded with royalists, to fight for the king of 
France. They landed on the shores of their country, and slew 
their comrades. Afterward the city of Fcrrol was to be 
attacked: neither the general nor any person under him knew 


[® From “The ” to “ it ” added in 3rd ed.J 
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its fortifications or its garrison. They saw the walls and turned 
back, although the walls on tlje side where they landc^d were 
incapable of sustaining one discharge of artillery, and the garrison 
consisted of half a regiment; and although the city of Corunna, 
seven miles distant, is conimanilcd by the hills above it, with 
walls even more feeble and a garrison more defective, and ® might 
hive been t;iken at the same time by the same forces: an attack 
by sea would lie ho]ieh‘ss. Buenos Ayres was assaulted by the 
bayonet, without a grain of powder ; a stone-built city, the doors 
strongly chained across, the windows thickly grated. The con¬ 
dition of Antwerp was unexplored wlien an attack was to be 
made against it; nay, the English ministers had never heard that 
the island of Walcheren was unhealthy,—by which ignorance 
they lost three thousand men. 

The Duke of Wellington himself, then untitled, was sujicr- 
seded by two generals, one after the other, at the moment when 
he had gained th(? most arduous of his victories. Nelson’s brave 
heart was almost broken by persevering injustice and by insolent 
neglect. He returned, like another Bellcrophon, from unex¬ 
pected and undcsired success. Constintlnoplc which never con¬ 
tain? fewer than forty thousand lighting men, was to be assailed 
by four thousand Englisli,—a numbei not sufficient to garrison 
the seraglio, as your Majesty will find next October. 

The ministers of England have squandei ed away the resources 
of their country among their supporters anti dependants ; the 
people are worn down with taxes, and hardly anything short of 
an invasion could rouse them again to war. Beside, in a time 
of discontent it is dangerous to collect together so large an army 
as would be sufficient for any imporUnt purpose. A declining 
nation, it appc.iis to me, must fall before il can recover its 
strength ; as a ball must strike the earth before i\ can rebound. 

Alexander, But look away from England to the Continent. 

Capo d* I stria, '^fhe armies there have not yet done what 
they are destined to do. Pertinacity among rulers, in mak¬ 
ing them the instruments of their ambition, has made them 
the arbiters of their fate. I would not speak so dearly, if I 

f* From “ and ” t« grated ” (5 lines') added in and al.] 

E From “ Ato *■ Capo d’Istria ” (5 lines) added in 3r(i ed. First ed. 
reads: “ purpose. The armies of Europe have not,’’ &c.] 
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were not convinced thiit your Majesty will find full occupation 
for youi^. Soldiers can never stand idle long together; they 
must turn into citizens or into rebels.* The janizaries are only 
a translation of the Pretorian-guards. 

AkxnmU’t\ This seems true; and certain 1 am tliat England 
is little formidable to me just now. 

Capo iVIsirui. Strike the blow, and she will be less. If she 
attack you, let her attack you in possession of Turkey, not in 
writing a declaration of war. Threaten her with exclusion for 
twenty years from your poits, if she moves. 

Alexander, Her liigh spirit wotdcl not brook this language. 

Capo dt I stria. Her spirit must rise and fall with her condi¬ 
tion. She has thrown her enemy upon the ground, but he will 
rise u]i first. In a time of the greatest plenty England removes 
a tax upon mall, to the advantage of the brewer only. She will 
proceed in conciliating first one tiade, then another, until she 
sacrifices her which ought to be sacred as the debt 

itst'lf. It should never hne been diminished; on the contrary 
it should have been augihentcd with whatever could have been 
curtailed from unnecessary and osUaitatious offices. Yet f 
confess I do indeed entertain some fears on the part of England. 

Ah’xandcr. All at once ! 

Capo I stria. Yes, Sire! 1 urn afraid that even a short 
delay nj.iy give her time to turn hcrselt .and nix'!! her eyes. It is 
her interest that we do not interft're in the affairs of Greece; it 
is her interest to watch ovet them, brotjd over them, and foster 
tiiem secretly into full maturity. If she thinks wisely, or thinks 
at all, she will consider the miiioi' constitutional governments and 
the secondary maritime powers not merely as members, but as 
vital parts of herself. I5y the provisions of the Holy Alliance, 
Russia has obtaine*? the same power and the same right of inter¬ 
fering iii^the political affiiirs of Eurojie as she obtainetl by her 
victories over the Turks in those of Servia, Moldavia, and Wal- 
lachia. Your Majesty has wijied away with the soft part of the 
jien. what the British minister thought he had written indelibly in 
the treaty of Vienna. 

* This was written in 1823, printed in 1824 : the events of 1825 con¬ 
firmed it. 

From *• Yei ” to “ Adriatic " i'34 lines) added in 2nd ed.j 
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Alexander. I shall certainly make some (Icmonsti 
the side botli of Greece and of iSpain. The 
ni.iy bo intimidated. If they should assist South Amt'> f hope, 
views of eommorce in that quarter will be clouded, and 
conquest utterlv sluit out. .''ose of 


Capo (PIsiria. I'ingland looks «o long at an object that 

eyes grow dim upon ii. Wh.it she most should deprecate 
must at last exjiect,-- a violent and long eonllict with her liberated*^*^ 


])rovinv:e.s. ''rhe best, the only allies she could conciliate are the 
rising States of the south ; she .should be the first to helj) them in 
their distress, the nio.st assiduous to strengthen them in their 
growth. 

Alexander. I must prevent this. 

Capo d'Jstria. Alas, Sire! you could a.s easily j^revent it 
from another [jlanet. At present you aie among the Ic.a.st for¬ 
midable of her (‘nemies; you never can touch her hut on the 
Mediterranean or Adriatic. No® nation .seems yet to have di\incd 
till’ importance of California. The Russian,s, I hope, are destined 
to teach it. P().sscs.sion of tlii.^ country was taken by Drake, who 
called it New Albion. Tt i.s wonderful that the I'iriglisli should 
ncif have thought it worth occupation; the moie especially 
since their intercour.se with China. Once possessing it, they 
could hardly by any ]) 0 ssible effort be driven out; certainly not 
by the Mexicans, who never !i.i\e attempted to conciliate the 
natives. 


If indci'd Rngland s'ts down quietly, and sees you take posses¬ 
sion, as you propose to do, of California and the coasts to 
the north of th.it province, by consent of the Sjianish king, 
then indeed may slu' have reason to tremble all ilie ])resent 
century for her dominions in TIinc!o.stan. TJie conquest of them ■ 
you will always find impr.icticalile from the side of 1 arttiry, 
through which Bonajiarte, in the crassitude of his rgnornnee, 
fancied a road was to lie opened. If the Americans and I'higlish 
permii your M-ijesty to occujiy as much of the American, 
shore as you by your imperi.il tdase lay cl.iim to, you become 
the aiiiitrator in tlie first disjnile between them, and jKissess the 
commerce that sliould belong to b(/th. 1 am afiaid tliat, instead ' 


P i'lom “ No ’’ to “ nativL'S ” (9 lines) added in 3rd od.; from •* If" tq ■ 
•* umpire *’ (%'] lirw^) addtnl in 2nd ed.j 
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of this^jinolher kind of Holy Alliance may lie formed again.st 
you; and that America, Sweden, ICngland, Austria, Ihussia,may 
discoM-'r the necessity of putting ,i stop to your cnoer: nor 
would it he surjuisin” if, after some future and net dist.mt 
war, Odessa shouKl he the capital of an independent and licli 
kingi-loni, sUmding up eu'ct between you anil Turkey, and 
bounded by the lianube and the Sc;t of A/,of. 'Fake nubile you 
can and <wh(it you can. Ttnjitand may not .ilways be the dupe of 
a minister whom the lustre of a diamond brings down from his 
highest flight, and a snufT-box simts up for your pockt‘t. Makt!^ 
haste, Sire the liberty of Greece —-and crush it. 

/ilexmdtr. 1 had began lo doubt of your sincciity, my 
faithful friend, and .ilmosi to ipiestion the soundness of your 
politics. In our menacing the '^i'urkish empire, the interference 
of iM-ance is much to be apiuehended; do not you tiiink so. 
Capo d’lstria ? 

Ciipo tVIsirui. The good King of Krance is occupied in 
rocking to slirp the maitial spirit of his children, as he calls 
tliem.^*' ^J'he better p.ul of liis army is favorable to the, cause 
of Greece; and tlu' Spartan fife is pitched to the carmagnole, 
Fnince w.uit.s colonics; England has too many. 'I’o LCngland 
the most sLiccessful war is, on this account, more disastrous than 
to her defeati'd adversary : her conc^uests are the worst of evils 
to her colonies, and the destruction of another’s commerce is 
a violent shock to h.ers. Cy])rus, or Egypt jirci'erably, would 
abundantly eomjjens.ite Frar.ce: eith(‘r would accelerate the 
decadence of hei rival, or at least increase her distresses. 
France will be persuaded by Engkind to make some feeble 
remonstrances, but your Majesty will be informed of their 
import. Sup]iO!;in^ (for nothing is impossible) that England 
should confide in her sincerity, it could jiroducc no more than 
an intemjJerancc of language, the echoes of which boi&terousness 
would sound but feebly on the shores of the Bosphorus. 

Alexander» 'Fho sjiirit of your countrymen is not a s[)irit 
which I am disposed to encourage. I abhor republicanism. 

Capo d^Isiria, So your Majesty should. I feel no such 

First eil. reads: •* them. He is the mott clear-.sighted man in lua 
dominions ; and had he been king of France Hve and tliirty ago, a 
reform, which might afterwards have been done away, wt)uld have pre¬ 
vented the Revolution, 'J'hc better ” &c.] 
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abhorrence : but your Majesty sliall find that my apec^ihitions 
are lowered down to policy and dutj/. Leave the Greeks, my 
countr 3 Mii('n, to tlicir own cfiorls for a time : every day will 
produce some new atrocity ; mutual haticd will increase; 
mutual efforts will be made ince.-santly; both ])artie;; will rs.banst 
themselves; the Turkish cavalry, the strength of the empire, 
will perish where it cannot act, and among the mountains and 
defiles it will want both exercise and provender. Tlic‘ Greeks, 
on becoming your subjects, under whatever form ot government,— 
wJicthcT absolute, mixoiJ (permii me an absurdity), or free,— 
will be heartily glad to repose ; and granting tliat their fibre still 
quivers, their strength will be unable to trouble or molest you. 
Propose to liie King of Persia the invasion and ])OHScssion of tl\e 
best Turkish provinces, suclt as Bagdad and l)amascu8; offer 
him cither a great oi' a small force, whichever lie chooses, of the 
infantry now quartered on his borders. Tiiis will prove your 
sincerity and ensure Iiis success: and you may mt-diale and 
recovcj' the wliole when the sons contend for the kingdom. 
Beside,^^ there is an obscure and ancient pvoj'hecy, that, as flie 
emjjire of PoTsia was conqvK'ied by one Alexandc*r, liie empire* ol 
Turkey will be conquered by ai-'otlicr. 

Akxiindtr. I never heard of this before. Jt hath some 
weight with me. Ncsthing can resist a g(K)d old ]>rophecy. 

Ctipn Ltridi. Thi* Turks h.ive also anothej : th.’t Con¬ 
stantinople will be entered by the northern g.iic. 'Pheir bones 
will crack between tliese projjhccies, if w-e clap them together 
vigorously and oj>j)ariunely. 

Alexander. But Austria will not assist, and m;iy oj>j)Ose, me. 

Capn d'Istriff. God grant it! Her assistimcc, at the best, 
would only be in cutting up the prey ; bur he*i ojtposition would 
end in being cut >ip herself. The united kingdoms of Poland 
and Hungary! We must be fashionable, may it plAise your 
Majesty : muled is the word of the day — unless wc talk of 
marriages. The next year may produce that which must happen 
within the next twenty. The Adriatic is the boundary of the 
Ltastern cnqnre.^- No Runic spell was ever so powei ful as the 

From “ *' to opportunely ’’ (9 lines) atiilccl in ed.] 

First t'd. rends : “ eirpire ; the line above it }s imaginary both 
geographer and politician AlixanUct," &c. From “ no to “ Allianc(^i.M 
(P line.s) added in 2nd eii.J 
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three words, Italy is free^ They would disband every army on 
the cdhtinent, and carry you as in a whirlwind to the British 
Channel. You do not want so much ; but what you want you 
may have. Power says as softly and as invitingly to your 
Majesty, as love said to an liniperor in former times, lm[}eratori 
quod lihei licet: a principle which forms the bavsis of the Holy 
Alliance. 

Alexander^ I again acknowledge my apprehension of France, 
l)Otli frt)in lier j)erpetual f.ivor toward Turkey since tlic reign 
of Francis the First, and from her jealousy of any continental 
superior. 

Capo d*Jstria. Anjxirently there is reason from tlicse motives ; 
but others opcu'ite in a comrary direction. France will be 
cautious of raising up a mllit;ny chief. She remembers how 
much has been ellecLed by one unworthy of her confidence, one 
great only by the littleness of his competitors ; and she remem¬ 
bers tliat her king w.»s inipos('d upon hei by the conquerorJ® 
The command of armies excite:; to ambition, and every officer 
expects promotion under a new dynasty. The king will avoid 
this by the preservation of ]j(,.'icc, which is as necessary to him as 
war ever was to his predecessor. 

Let lus now rake another view of the subject, and look beyond 
the king toward the army. Tlu(?e hundred thousand French 
Ixulles lie exjiosed and stiiF along your tcrritoiy. Place the 
French army between a Kussian and a Turkish, and say to it, 
“ F renchmen, here are tliose who slew' your companions in ai'ms, 
unprovoked aggressors j and heie, on tlie other side, are tliose 
with whom hitherto you have lived in amity,—the slaughterers 
and oj)|iiessors of the Greeks, tliose children of Leonidas and 
Epaniinondas, tiie nation which founded Marseilles, Ajaccio, and 
Aleria, and left flnprinted its finest features on youi character : ” 
they 'i^ould consult their glory rather than their revenge; and 
their only hesitation would be, whether it allowed them to attack 
the weaker endmy. A single spark fires and explodes them. 

I must remark to your Majesty that Russia is the sole country 


First e<i. reads; “canqiieror; and in vain will you demonstrate, as you 
easily may, that she has produced no man so temperate and wise within 
the memory of the living. The command,” &c.] 

First cd. reads: “Tay.”j 
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in the world whose jsoiicy is iniinutahle. Russia, like tl^e star 
tliat shines above her, must renj.iin for cvei a guide to sfet'r by. 
The jxdicy of Fngland h.is v.nied more frequently tliau that of 
any otiicr nation on iccord, because in g('ncja] a new administra¬ 
tion deems it necessary to change the system of the former. The 
jicrsons wlio now administer tlic affairs of that country are ])crson3 
of humble birth and hunibler genius, and are maintained in their 
jdaces by tlie timidity of the aristocracy, and by the eonlcmpt of all 
classes for the leath'rs of o))position. They will hazard nothing : 
they ai\* far more jn'udent (weak as they are) than any past ministry 
for half a century. As we have enterc'l into the French national 
feeling, so will we now into the Fnglisli; and I am confident of 
discovering that no hostility is to be apprehended l)y your Majesty 
from the system of either Cabinet or the spirit of eitht'r people. 

The I'.nglishnian, in all resja'cts the contrary of iiis neighbor, 
is too great and too fierce a creeLiare to be greg.irious. lie has 
little public honor, much private : his own heart makes large 
demands ujjon him, national glory none. '^Dic innermost regions 
of HindosUin, the wildest shores of tire American laikes, should 


have repeated the language of Fngland. '^Phis is jrower; this is 
glory. Rome acquired it, and civilized the world by it,—with 
how much scantier stores of intellect, how much kss leisure, how 


niuclr less intercourse, how much less ])hilaiithropy, liow much 
less wealth ! Fngland would not assist the Gi'eekt; fr'om any 
regard to tlreir past glory, or v/itli any jrrospectivc view to her 
own, but because they have Kufl<*red nnrch and fought bravely. 
When the jropulace has peltt'd tlie king amid his guards (a cere¬ 
mony not uncommon), and oonie have been dismounted in the 
pcifonnance of their duty, they lifne always been hailed with 
loud chcci's. Let a foreigner be :ttt:icked and defend iiimself in 


London, he raises up an arnry in his favor by Mie first effort of 
courage, and the bnrther of Iris antagonist clears the ground and 
demands fair pLy for him : such is the thai'acterastie exjjrcssion 
of this brave unbloody jreople. All in otirer coiurtrics crowd 
about the strorrg: lie rrlono who prevails is in the right; he alone 
who wauls no assistance is assisti*(l. I'lic Englishman is the 
friend of tiic desolate and the defender of the oppressed. Hence 
his hatred and contvaiipt of those who presume to an equality 
with him in other States, and the suddenness with which he 
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breaks o^F intercourse from the few whom he has arlniitted to his 
society.# On these principles your Majesty will prepossess a most 
powerful and generous people; and although in the opinion of a 
few the national inteirst is conccrsied in maintiining the TurkisJi 
empire, the popular mind will aid you in its overthrow. 

On no Ollier resolution than the conquest of Turkey was 
it prudent in your Majesty to grant the dominion of Italy 
to Austria. 7’he occupation of Naples does not require an 
army , four regiments and four hangmen could ke<'p the whole 
peninsula in subjection. \W wanted from governments an 
acknowledgment of the dogma that every ebullition of the 
public sentiment should lie compressed. We obtained it; 
we saw it acted on. The lirst regiment of Austria that 
marched to Najdes pavetl a load for j^our guards to Constant!- 
nojjle. Why should ;ve break'it up again; why abruidon a line 
of policy both ends of which .ne in our hands? lilngland in 
the former city did not >tand merely neutral. The whole corre¬ 
spondence, ])erlidious .md traitorous as Iinglishmen must denomi¬ 
nate it, between the king, then at Vienna, anti liis son, ostensibly 
at tilt* head of the government, witvS carried on through the hands 
and under the cover of a Hritisli envoy. Supposing, which is 
impossible, that any continental power dares to ojspose you, is there 
any that would be so powerful in hostility as the Greeks in amity ? 
Every male t)f that nation, from puberty to decrepitude, would 
tak(' u}» arms ; even her women, her bishops her saenstans, her 
singers. 

Jlhxnnder. Eut France, England, Austria, might confederate. 

CAapo il*/stria. 'riieir confederation would act more feebly 
than the efFons of one xsingly, and would ruin the finances of 
the only State among them which lii'ieafter might injure ytiu 
inateiially. The» could not hold together three months ; the 
very first would serve for tlie seed-time of discord. France has 
a long account to settle with several on her confines: they know 
it, and will keep themselves shut closely up at home. 

Sweden and Prussia have one only warranty for their integrity. 
Prussia may expect and obtain much if England moves a foot. 


P* From “ Englaiut ” to “ envoy ” (6 lines) added in 2nd ed.] 

P® First cd, reads; “ her bishops, her hospodars. But England,’’ &c. 
“ and one line below, “ Cupo J'/itria” added in 3rd ed.J 
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Whatever your Majesty could take away from Sweden is of no 
value to you, and would lie taken only as a punishment fdt defec¬ 
tion. She will therefore seek to cultivate the friendship of a 
potentate, interested more in preserving than in ruining her, alone 
ciipable of cither, and alike capable of both. She sees the neces¬ 
sity of peace: for, although her soldiers have lx*cn at all times 
the best that ever niarchcil upon the eai th, they never marched 
without some gieat object; and none such is now before 
them, 'J'hc Swedes are the most orderly and the most civilized 
people on the continent. J^overs as tliey are of their country, if 
they felt an unnecessary weight ol taxes they would change their 
habitations, well knowing that Swedes make Sweden, in which¬ 
ever hemisphere. The finest countries in the world arc un¬ 
occupied. Avarice hath scazed a few bays, a few river-banks, a 
few savanniihs, a few mines, of America : ihe better and greater 
part lemains unpeopled. Lrinigration has only bep.un: the 
colonists at present there are merely explorers. What rational 
creature would live when* the earth itself is taken away from him 
by Nature onc-half of the year, wlierc he sees nothing but snow 
and sky one-half of his lifotime, if the produce of his labor and 
the exercise of his will were not perfectly his own ? Are light 
and warmth worth nothing ?—They cost much in every cold 
climate. Then' must also be a gieat I'Xpendituie in more costly 
ciothin.^, in more copious food, in more spirituous beveiage, in 
more profuse and wasteful hospitality, b’or solitude is intolerable, 
even to the morose and contcm]dative, without warmth or light. 
Every man then is severely taxed by the North itself; rewards, 
comforts, cnjoynientb, privileges, should be proposed and invented 
to detain him ; not impositions, not hardships. Sweden, whoever 
be her king, whatever her constitution, must avoid them ; and 
must employ all imaginable means of piocuring from her own soil 
her food, her raiment, and her luxuries. Site should inUrdict 
every unnecessary importation ; and her worst land should be 
proved ro be capable of j)roducing fruits from which may be 
extracted strong and delicious and salutary liquors. Such is the 
beneficence of Providence,— rarely well seconded, and often 
thwarted and inteiceptcd,—that the least fertile countries and the 
least genial climates would mature vinous fruits, and administer a 
beverage more wholesome and more grateful than fifty parts in 
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sixty of the grape-wines brewed in Italy and Spain. This is 
perhap? the first time, since the reign of Cyrus, that a minister of 
* state ever talked on such matters. When I was twenty years 
younger, 1 should have come forward with fear and blushes, if I 
had a word to say to my emperor on plums, cherries, currants, and 
raspberries. But a laborer may forget his weariness amid the 
raurmui of his hives, and a citizen be attached to his native soil 
by an apple-tree or a gooseberry-bush. Gardeners arc never bad 
subjects. Sweden will encourage agriculture, plantation, and 
fishery. The latter is the most fertile of her possessions, and 
wants no garrisons or encampments. 'I’hcse occupations will 
deaden excitability to war, without injuring the moral and physical 
force by wluch, wlienever it is necessary, it may be supported. 
But she a])pears to me farther removed from such a nc<#jstty than 
any other nation in tlie world; and your Majesty maj calculate, 
for the remainder of your life, on her neulrality,'*’ 

One argument answers all objections. If the Holy Allies 
agreed that Najjles should be invtidcd because the Neapolitiins 
were turbulent, how greatly more h)rcible is the reason when a 
more powerful nation is not only more turbulent, but when tlie 
.tame principles as those of tlie Neapolitans are in action on one 
side, and a finaticism in hostility to Christianity on the otlier ! 
Your Majesty is Itead of the Greek Church; bishops and 
patriarchs have been massacred by the Mahometans. The 

* It cannot he oxjvcted by thone who know of what material the 
cabinct'j of Emope arc lompobod, tliat any person in them shouM reason 
either thus benevolently or thus acutely, 'I’liis is a blemish in my book ; 
which, however, would be wor^e without it. 'I'he practice oi Shakespeare 
and Sophocles is a better apology for me' than I could oifer of my own. 
If men were to be represented as they are, who would rare alK)ut the 
greater part of the greatest ? My three volumes would shrink into fine, 
and two-tliirds of it would be Hat .md fruitless. Principles and ideas are 
our objects: we mu-st reflect them from hard and smooth, fnim high and 
low, and lead people where they can see them best, and are most inclined 
to look at them. To both speaker.s are attributed more wisdom and re¬ 
flection than they i>o.s.sc.ss. It is as difficult in life to show that those who 
are little an little, as to show that those who are great are great: and in 
dialogue it is even more .so ; for if all men were represented in it just as 
they are, the reader would throw the book aside with indiflercnce or 
disgust. 

From “ The ’’ to “ examination ” (4 lines) added in 3rd ed,] 
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Treaty of Jassy in 1791 , and of Bucharest in 1812 , cede to 
Russia the riglit of protecting the Greek Church ; nifiuy of 
whose membtM's, priests and priniates, have been condemned to 
imprisonment without jnoof and without examination. It 
becomes not the dignity of your Majesty to gnint any acconi'* 
modation on such outrages. You might Iiave pardoned (which 
would liave been too much) the insult offered to your ambassa¬ 
dor ; you might have yielded to the entrertties of your allies in 
forbearing from the same stejis as had been taken by Austria; you 
might have permitted the aggr.indiyement of that jiowerful empire; 
but you cannot abandon the Churcli of God, placed under your 
especial care and sole jirotection. 

Alexander, Capo dTvStria ! is it you w'ho talk in this manner ? 

Ca/>o (V Tstria. No ; it is your M.ijesty. 

Alexander. I have not always found the high pleasure from 
my conquests which I was Jed hy my ministers and generals to 
exjiect. When 1 hail jnirchased of old Cronstadt tlie entrance 
into Finland, and when 1 heard of its being the hajijiiest and best 
cultivated portion of tlie North, and inhabited by not only the 
most industrious hut the most civilized and honest and peaceable 
of men, T exjiectcd the compliments of the empress my mother; 
who, instead of them, calmly said to me, “Son Alexander! if 
you have done w'cll, my congratulations are unnecessary; if 
otheiwise, they will serve you little."'^ And saying this she left 
me with her blessing, to \ isit and comfort a young man in the 
hospital, whose leg had been amputated tliat morning; and T 
found her, on her return, making out an order for the money she 
should remit to his parents, until he could help them as before by 
his business .is a caipentcr. 

Capo d^lstrtu. Sire, let the history of the JCm])ress-MotJier he 
engraven on the hearts of fifty millions, and ijk'ad by a.s many 
niilliona as you jiermit to read ; yi*t, like novels and romances, it 
will intciest few beyond the hour, ami influence still few^r even 
so long; while the hei'oism of your Ma jesty must leave an indel¬ 
ible imj'ression on many generations, and diose who do not read 
will be as sensible of it as those who do. 

Alexander, I am not quite ceitain that God approves of what 
my mother disapproves. While we were walking luilf a mile over 
pi'om “ I ” to “ Alexander ” (66 lines) added in znd vd,] 
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scarlet cloth to render him thanks for the victories of our arms in 
FinJandf he knew as well as I do tiiat they were not the victories 
of our arms, but of our njint; and he sees the Swedish and 
Russian orders, wliicli Cronstadt wears upon his bosom, drawn 
. back from by the peoj)le as if they were flakes of cotton from 
Cairo. Yet this is accoiding to our religion, and to that of every 
Christian church in the world ; and many princes have done worse 
in zealously serving Heaven. My brother Ferdinand of Spain has 
a sister the most religious wom.m upon earth, who did the other 
day what puzzled me; and 1 cannot say even yet whether it is 
altogether as it should be. She Jesolved to ofler a silver lamp to 
the Virgin Mary, whose eyes by this time, the duchess juously 
considers, may want rather more light than tliey did formerly. 
When it was brought to her prilace by the silversmith, he, as he 
held his workmanship in one hand, ])rescnted tlie other to her 
treasurer for payment. Slie Jicrsclf came graciously forth from 
her a])artnient, surveying her otforing with reverential joy, ejacu¬ 
lating a i)rayer and a laud ; and, turning to the tradesjnan, said she 
entertained no doubt whatever that the lamp was of proper weight, 
but that the hook by which it was to be suspended seemed too 
short. He tinswered that he had measured it, and !iad found it 
to correspond with her royal order. 

“Let us see,” said she, “whether it hangs as it should do 
before the picture.” 

A chair was brought; the silversmith hung up his lamp. As 
he descended, still gazing on it, and stopping with botli hands its 
oscillation, the duchess touched liis arm gently with the extremi¬ 
ties of two fingers, and said with religious firmness, “ Remove it 
at your peril! it is now conscentted ; beware of sacrilege! ” 
She then crossed herself Iieforc the Holy Viigin, and implored 
her protection for^ierself, and for each of her children by name, 
and for her brotiier Ferdinantl, and her brother Carlos, and her 
brother fVancesco, and her sister of Portugal, and her cousins at 
Naples, and her other cousins living and dead, and for her poor 
blind sinful peojilc, and above the rest of them, after the clergy 
and cloistered, for that artificer behind her who would lemain all 
his life unj. 

Capo d^htria. Ah! that is carrying legitimacy a trifle too 
far: just conquest is another tiling. Princes have an undou}}ted 
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right to the coined money of their subjects; but plate and jewels, 
should only he taxed, and not taken in the concrete. • 

Alexander* My armies cannot stir in this season of tlie year; 
the Turks can march all winter. 

Capo 1 stria. Let them : we shall have occupation enough 
in preparing stores and proving our sincerity. We shall be com¬ 
pelled intf) the war when we aie ready. Wait only until after 
the Ram.idan : the fierceness of the Turks will subside by fasting, 
and di'ftrenccB will arise between the Kiiropcan and Asiatic 
troops. 

Alexander. We cannot speculate on the latter case; and our 
soldiers also will fast. 

Capo d*fstria. Or not; as your Majesty pleases. The 
Christian is the only teligion, old or new, in \vl)ich individuals 
and nations can dispense, by another’s permission, with their 
boiinden duties; such are fasts, courtesies, crosses, genuflexions, 
processions, and other bodily functions. 

Alexander. This would be a religious war; and Islamism 
may send into the field half a million of combatants. 

Capo d^1 stria. Then is victory ours. Devastated provinces 
cannot furnish provisions to one-third of the number in one body; 
and they would fight, not for articles tif faitli, l^iit for articles of 
food,—Turk against “^rurk, not against Greek and Russian, 
He who has the best commissariat has the strongest army. Your 
Majesty can bring into the field as large a force as the enemy, a 
force better disci]>lined and belter sujrplied; lienee the main body 
will be more numerous; and with the main body the business of 
the Nvar will be effected. March dircctly for Constantinople, 
All great empires have bt*(;n lost and gained by one battle, your 
own excepted. The conquest of the Ottoman w'ill be achieved 
by one: twenty would not win Rhodes. who ruined tlie 

Persians at Marathon was repulsed from the little rock of Paros. 
I beg your Majesty’s pardon for such an offence agjiinst the 
dignity of diplomacy as a quotation of ancient history, at a time 
when the world abounds with young attaches a la legation, all 
braver than Miltiad(;s, more virtuous than Aristides, and more 
wise than Sojon. Your Majesty smiles; I have heard their 
patrons swear it upon their honor. 

Alexander. The very tiling on which such an o;lth should be 
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sworn : Jhe altar is worthy of tlio ofTerin*^, and the ofTeting of the 
altar. 

Capo tVIslrui, A great encounter within sight of Constan¬ 
tinople throws the most distant dominion.s of the Sultan into your 
hands: Selim, the prophet, and Fate bend before you. l^re- 
cedents are good for all, even for Russia ; l)ut Russia has great 
advantages which other powers have never had and never will 
have. Remeniher, now and for ever, she alone can play deep at 
en^ery table, and stake* nothing. 


IV. BONAPARTF AND THE PRESIDENT OF 

THE SENATE.1 

President, Sire, wltile the car of Victory is awhile suspended 
in its course, and mothers are embracing thosf pledges ol affection 
which a frightful Revolution hatli s])ared to their maternity, 
happy France is devising, under the auspicc.s of her immortal 
hero, new pangs and afflictions far the tyrants of the ocean. The 
radiant star th,it shone upon your Majesty's nativity throws a 
lustre that eclipses the polar. It embellishes our soil, and renders 
it fruitful in all iht>se resources of industi-y which will for cv(‘r 

■t 

keep it independent of distant and less hapjiy climates. The bt*et- 
root, indigenous plant, satisfied all the wishes of a nation at once 
the most elegant and Juxurious. “ Frenchmen, 1 am contented 
with yon,” said her tutelary GeniuvS: yes, your Majesty said it. 
Suddenly a thousand voices ciy, Let us make fresh sacrifices: 
we have wished ; it is not enough ; wc will do more.” 

Ardent to fulffl their duties, and waiting but to be instructed 
how, tjje brave youth, and tJiosc wliose grey hairs are so honour¬ 
able, implore that paternal wisdom which never will cea.se to watch 
over them, that they may receive those august commands which 
will accomplish their destinies. 

The enemy no longer pollutes our soil: France recovers her 
attitude. Your Majesty wishes no new provinces: greater tri- 

f* Imag. Convers, i., 1824. i., 1826. Works, i., 1846. Works, vi., 
1876.] 
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umphs, wider dominion, to t!ic successor of (riiarleniagn^ and of 
Trajan ! That mighty mind, to bless a beloved and grateful 
people, shall make the animal kingdom confederate with the 
vegetable. 8ucb are his conquests: the only ones that r( main 
for him to nchievc*. 

From the calm of their retreats the sages of h'nince st(‘p forth, 
—and beliold the ticcrce which your Majesty had already uttered 
at the bottom of their liearts. 

Bonaparte,^ Read it, and make haste. 

Presuhnt, “ To jiut oiir imjilacahle eiK'mies to confusion ; to 
drive proud Albion to desjiair; to abolish the feudal system; to 
wither for ever the iron .'irm of licspotism; and to produce, or 
ratjier to j)iace within the reach of all your Majesty’s subjects, 
those luKuiies which a long wai’, excited by the cupidity of tlie 
monopolizing islanders, seemed to have interdicted to our policy, 
and which our discietion Uiught us manfully to resign, it is j'tro- 
posed that every j egimeiit in the F rench service be subjected to a 
mild and beneficent dial>etes. Our chemists and jihysicians, ever 
laboring for the public good, ha^'e discovered that tins disjiosition 
of the body, which if improj^crly m.inagcd might become a di.seavSe, 
i.s attended with the most useful results, and produces a large 
quantity of saccharine matter. 

“The process wa.i pointed out by Nature herself in the person 
of your Majesty, and of several of the grand dignitaries of the 
Empire, wlicn the barbarians of the North flew from their ea[)ital, 
which they reduced to ashes, anti tlirew tliemseJves in consterna¬ 
tion on the Vistula, the Oder, and the iidbe, to the very shores of 
the Cimbrlan Ciiersonest'.” 

Bonaparte.'^ Strike out that foolery. Now start again. 

President. “ I therefore have the honour of ^ibmilting to your 
Majesty, that the sugar, the produce of this sim])le ojieration, be 
made subsidiary to that of the beet-root in the proportion ftf one- 
I bird; and that this lively and long-desired sugar, so salutary to 
man from' its jirior Rdationship witli his constituent principles, and 
so eager for its reunion, be the only sugar used in the I'rench 
Empire and among the good and faithful allies of your Majesty: 
and further, that, after the expiration of fourteen years, every 

[ “ From UonaparU'^' to “ President ” addi^il in jrd 
^ From Ponaparir" to ** President ” 'Jtlded in 3rd C*d.J 
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Power in amity with France may fabricate it within its own 
tcrritoi^. 

His Majc'siy the T''mpcror of the French, King of Italy, 
Protector ol' the Confederation of tlie Rhine, and Mediatoi of 
Switzerland, w^as graciously pleased to make the following reply.** 
May"* it plrase your Majesty to dictate one ? 

Bonaptiriv. Write, 

“ Sir, President of my Senate, 1 am content with you. My 
Minister of the Interior shall be cliarged to carry your proposition 
mto effect.” 

And now yoii are Ikmc, you may lay your heads together and 
i-repan' an addi'ess to me (m the birth of my son, tlie King of 
Rome. Pr<‘sidcnt! why do you lift up your sliouJders ? 

Presulent. May it please your Imperial Majesty, the glorious 
|rinco, whom Fiance and the whole world sighs for, is unborn. 

Bonaparle, VV'^hat the devil is that to you ? He will be born 
within a day or two, or at most a week, and I may not have 
eisure or inclination to w’nd after you again. Write down my 
words. 

The star wliich, on the day of my birth, promised me a son, 
accomplishes its promise. 'Plu* King of Rome descends on earth, 
already the defender of monarchy and religion. 

Have you written, monsieur, what follows ? 

President. Yes, Sire ; although imperfectly. 

“ France, to commemoiate the event, will aggravate on some- 
future day the grief and malignity of proud Albion, seizing in 
licr despite the noblest monument she left beliind in Fgypt. 
That j)yramid from which forty ages spoke to your Majesty 
the purest French is destined to stand at the bottom of your 
staircase at the ’’J’uileries, anil to bear on its summit the jilumed 
hat of your ador5)le infant.” 

Bfjruiparie. The sentiment is truly French. 

President. “ Memnon shall resound the name to his satellite 
the Odeon.” 

Bonaparte. Bravo! 

President. “And every department of the empire shall 
resjxind to the annunciation.” 

From “ May " to “ write ” added in 3rd ed. Four lines below, from 
“And ’’ to end of' i-onversafion added in 3rd ed.] 
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Uonaparte* J5oimding nnd scnsiblp ; but you have fallen from 
Memnon. Make a dasli again at ICnglund. ® 

PrcsidmU “'Foo long has France permitted the frightful 
chariot of .luggernaut, ilriven by jelentless Albion, to crush 
the cluldren of India. Hrr eagle has one more liight, only 
one more, to make. From the summit of that pyrantid she 
shall cover with her wing the 'Fhames, the Hydaspes, the 
Indus, and the Ganges, protecting the innocent and tearing 
the proud to pieces. No longer shall monopoly, with feudality 
in her train — 

Bmaparie. Stop there ; altei- that; reverse the order; 
feudality comes first. 

President, —“ Contract and poison the sources of <>xistence- 
Thc laborer shall prune' his vine unmolested in the happy plains 
of Cashemir; and Beauty, the child of France, shall deign to 
accept Irer graceful sliawl, earnest of gratitude and good-will. 
The Ge(>rgian»s and Circassians, now groaning under the odious 
yoke of England 

Bonaparte, Of Russia, I think, or Turkey. But lot that 
pass: my good people will never iind it out. 

President. —“ Shall throw it off their necks at the approach 
of the first Frt'nch soldier; and Phasis ^ind Chok.’pes and Idffy 
shall roll their golden sands to the feet, of tiu'ir deliverer. To 
accomplish in one campaign these high destinies, a son, worthy 
of his august genitor, in Irapjiy hour is bom to your Majesty. 
Egypt, from wliom your star removed you, Sire, lies desolate. 
The palace of tire Pharaohs, the Alexanders, and the Ptolemies, 
flew open in vain at the divStant sound fjf your foot. Never 
more shall it rejoice' in your presence; but your legions, under 
their young Alcides, already invincible by his fathei^s name, shall 
carry him thither on their conglotner.itetl arms,'Vo solemnize the 
banquet of Victory. 

“ Resound, O Memnon, thy prelude to that morning-star, to 
which the brightened countenances of all nations are u])liftcd! 
Take thy station, O Pyramid, at the bottom of a staircase which 
a hundrt'd kings have mounted and descended, but only one great 
man! ” 

Bonaparte. President! take some lemonade. 

An instructive volume might be rompoitnl of the speeches made 
to Bonaparte and Louis XV III. The adulation heic lulls short of 
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that presented to Charles X., Ijy M. le Comte de Sei/e, President ot 
thCj^ Covjrt of CfiSs.ition. ‘‘ Tous les Ihmrbons se retscmblent : IK sont 
lous (Ic Uij^nes dc'Ceudanj* de St Louis et de Henri IV. Co sent toii- 
jouri les mcmes vertus, la memc Jhi, la mrinc clemrnte^ Ic meme amour 
pour le pruple, le mhne iK'sir Je t.oniilier /.-j lilnrle^ puldiriues ef Iff tfratls 
saerts da tronc'' 'Lheiv is only one truth in '.dl this, but ii is Uh) 
much oi one; “■'I'ous les liourbons se ressemblenl." 'J’he eulogy was 
delivered in the reign of I'erdinaml VII. of Spain and Ferdinand IV. 
of Naples. 


V. GENliRAL LACY AND CURA MLRTNO.i 

Aferino. Gcnrral, we have fought in the same cause, and I 
shall be sorry if our sentiments at last diverge. What is peace 
if theic bo not concord ? 

T^ry. P'.nthusiasm inikos way for reflection, and reflection 
leads to that concord whirli W(' both desire. Wo think first of 
our wrongs, and afterward of our rights. Injustice may become, 
where there is any thing U» be stirred, a lighter evil to the 
sufferer than to the worker. 

Merino. We talk of the people and of parliaments, and, 
'as it appears to me, are blindly followiitg the restless and 
changeful Fiench. In fict we are ren^y in our politics to 
build up a tower of liabol. Shall these unbelievers persuade 

.Satiic, even Landor’s satire, can hardly outrun the facts, wheif'it 
fakes as it.« .subject the royal faction, which misgoverned Spain after 
Ferdinand'.s rest«>iation in 1X14. 'riu- Cura Merino—half bigot, half 
brigand—wa.s one of the clerical fac ion, who disgraced the king and 
themselves. He raised a gau’rilla ba d to a.ssist tJie 3 ’'rench invaders, 
who came to re.store Ferdinand after tl e Revolution of 1X19 ; at a later 
period he was one of the leaders of the 'obber hands, who .supported Don 
Carlos. * Lacy was a commander, w to had won distinction in the 
national resistance to Napoleon. He endured the'misrule of Ferdinand 
foV a time, but in 1819 lie attemjjted a military rising in ILircelona. 
*rht' troop.s did tiot answer to his call, and he was arrested. Ferdinand, 
unmoved by apfseal.s for mercy, called forth by Lacy’.s character and past 
exploits, determined his death. But he feared to provoke pojinlar indig¬ 
nation. Lacy was .secretly conveyed to Minorca, and there sliot. For 
the hi.story of Spain, see Baumg.u ten. iL. e.sp. p. 206. (Imag. Convers., 
ii., 1S24. ii., 1826. Works, i., 1846. Works, vi., 1876,)] 
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us that they aie the cleverest iK’ople in th<‘ woild, by sweeten¬ 
ing us a cup of chocolate with a hunch of turnips or a truss 
of hay, or by whip])ing us off a leg while we are saying an 
Ave~Mnrta? l.et them instruct us in surgery ;ind chemistry, 
but let them always be considered as our inferiors in morality 
and government. 

Lacy, Here, ISenor L'ura, we agree perfectly. Prosperity 
has made them so giddy, .adversity cannot sober them. The 
varnish that once covered their sharp and shallow character 
cracked oft in the dogdays of the Revolution, and they h.ive lost 
the greatest of their virtues, their hypocrisy. Although f have 
foiiglit against them arul against their jKirtisans, white they were 
under the wine banners, yet 1 would gl.idly see all Spaniards in 
amity and at home. The f'rencli .action, as you call it, fought 
for the same object .is we did. 

Merino, How ! they fought for our beloved l''erdinand i* 

Lacy. They fought for our beloved S]jain, for her independ¬ 
ence, for her freedom. Ought they to be jic'rsecuted because 
they were betrayed ? Should we niutder a man bee.iuse he has 
fallen into a pit ; or .stirve liini to death because he h.is gone for 
bread to another b.iker llian ouis?—and liln-rty is .surely, like 
bread, an article of the finst nea>.sitv to a Spaniaid. 

Merim. '^i'liey followed not tli<*!i l.ivuuf king. 

Lacy. Did we ? Did any wise man ? Did not .ill imi-lore 
him to remain ? Did not all depivo.ite anti detest tliat Inwe.st of 
degradation which he neither scoined nor shunneil, but nin into 
and courted ? 

Merino, It was God’s will. As for those rebels, the finger 
of God— 

Lacy, Pry thee, Henor Cura, let (iod’.s finger alone. Very 
worthy men are aj)t, tt) snatch at it iijion too light occa.slons: 
they would stop tlieir tobacco-jiijies wiili it. If Spainy in the 
opinion of our late op| onents, could have obtained a free Consti¬ 
tution by other means, they never would have joined the French. 
True, they peisistcd: but how few have wisdom or courage 
tmough to make the distinction between ri'tiacting an error and 
deserting a cau.se! tfe who declares himself a party-m.in, let 
his party profess the most liberal sentiments, is a rcglsleicd and 
enlisted slave: he begins by being a zealot and ends by being a 
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dupe; he is tfx'rricntcd by rej;ret and anper, yet is he as inoap.ibJe 
, from sftinie and irresolution of throwing:; of! the livery under 
whicli he sweats an<l fumes, as was that stronger one, more 
generously mad, t})e garment empoisoned with the life-blood ol 
tlie Centaur. 

Merino, How much better is it to abolish parties by fixing 
a legitimate king at the head of affairs! 

Lacy. The object, ih.ink God, is accomplished. Ferdinand 
is returning to Madrid, if perverse men <lo not mislead liint. 

Merino. And yet tlicre arc Spaniards wild enough to talk of 
Cortes and Chambers r>f Peers. 

J.dcy. Of the lat'ci I know nothing ; but 1 know that Sjrain 
formerly was great, {Vee, and haj'jiy, by the administration of 
her Cortes; and, ars 1 prefer iji jjolicy old experiments to new, 1 
should not be sorry if ilie madness, as you call it, sj)re.id in that 
direction. 


There are many forms of government, but only two kiiuls; 
the free and the despotic : in the one the people hath its repre- 
s<*ntatives, in the c'ther not. b'rcedom, to be, must be perfccA : 
the half free c.m no moie exist, e\en in idea, tlian the half-entire. 


Restiaints laid by a peo[ile on it.'.i.'if are sacrifices nLnIe to liberty ; 
and it never exeits a moie benefujent or a greater power than in 
imposing them. The nation that pays t'lxes without its own 
consent is under slavery ; whosoever causes, whosoever maintains, 
that slavery subveitvS or abets the subveicion of social order. 
Whoever is almvc the law is out of the law, just as evidently as 
whoever is above this room is out of tliis room. If men will out¬ 


law themselves by overt acts, we are not to condemn those who 
remove them by tlie means least liazardous to the public peace. 
Tf even my daughter bi ought forth a monstei, I could not arrest 
the arm that shouTd smoiiiei it; and monsters of this kind are by 
infinite degrees less pernicious than such as rise up in society by 
violation of law. 


In regard to a Chamber of Peers, Spain does not cont;iin the 
materials. What has been the education of our grandees ? How 
narrow the space between the horn-book and sanhenito / The Fng- 
lish are amazed, and tlie French are indignant, that we have not 
imitated their Constitutions. All Constitutions formed for tlie 
French arc provisionary. Whether they trip or tumble, whether 
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they f'tvv or slirje, the tendency is direct to sin very ; none but 
a most rigid government will restrain tlK'in h'om cruelty f)r from 
misciiicf: tlicy are scourged into good humor and starved into 
content. 1 have reatl whatever I could find written on tlie ling- 
lish Constitution ; and it appears to nie, like the Deity, an object 
universally venerated, but requiring a Revelation. I do not find 
the House of Peers, as i expected to find it, standing between 
the king and peOjile. Throughout ii long >sciies of years, it has 
been only twice in opposition to the Commons: once in declaring 
that the slave-trade (night not to be abolished ; again in declaring 
that those who believe in transubatantiation are unfit to command 
an army or to decide a cause. 

Ilft'rwo. Into what extravagances docs infidelity lead men, 
in other things not unwise! IJlessed virgin of the thousand 
pains! and great Santiagi' of Compostella! deign to bring that 
benighted nation back again to the right patli. 

Lucy. On Deity we reason by attributes; on government by 
metiiphors. Wool or sand, emhoiiicd, may deaden the viol<;nce 
of what is discharged against the walls of a city ; liereditary 
aristocracy hath no such virtue against the assauhs of despotism, 
wlii-'h on the contiary it will mainl.iin in opposition to the jieoplc. 
Since its power and wealtli, although they are given hy the king, 
must be given from the nation,—the one has not an interest in 
enriching it, the other has. All the countries tliat ever have 
bc'en conquered have been surrendeied to the conqueror by the 
aristocracy, stipulating for its own property, {)ower, and rank, 
yielding up the men, CfiUle, and metals on the ctuumon. Never¬ 
theless, in every nation the proj{x:t of an upper cliamber will be 
warmly cherished- The richer aspire to honors, the poorer to 
protection. Every family of wealth and vespt'cfcibillty wishes to 
count a peer among its relative;;, and, where 6ie whole number 
is yet under nomination, every one may hope it. Thi^se wdio 
have no occasion foi- piotectors desire the power of protecting; 
and those who have occasion for them desire them to be more 
efficient. 

Desfiotiani sits nowhere so secure as under the eifigy and 
ensigns of Freedom. You would imagine that the British peers 
have given their names to beneficent institutions, wise laws, and 
flourishing colonies ,• no such thing; instead of which, a slice of 
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meat between two slices of bread derives its name from one; 
a tunibil- of iieels over head, a feat jierformed by bej^oar-boys on 
the roads, from anothci. The foimer, 1 presume, w,is a practical 
commentator on the Roman fible of the belly and tiu; members, 
and maintained with all Ins ))Ower and interest the supremacy 
of the nobler part; and the latter was of a family in which the 
head never was equivalent to the legs. Others divide their titles 
with a waistcoat, a bonnet, .and a boot; the more illustrious with 
some island inhabited by sfa-calv(\s. 

Merino. I di'pvecat(‘ .'.uch im])oit.itions into our monarchy. 
Ood forbid that the ermine of his Catholic Majesty be t.aggixl 
with the sordid tail of a monster so rougli as feudality! 

Lacy. If kings, whether by reliance on ex-tcrnal force, by 
introduction of extenial institutions, or by misapplication of wh.at 
they may possess wilifm tlie n;alm, show .'i disposition to conspiie 
witli other kings against its rights, it may be expected that 
communities will (some secretly and othc's openly) unite tlieir 
moial, their intellectual, and, when ojiporUmity permits it, their 
physical powers against them. If alliances ,'ire holy wdfich are 
entered into upon the soil i(smp(*d, surely not unholy arc those 
which aie formed ftir dLfence .>g.iinst all kinds and all methods 
of spoliation. If men are marked out for b.inishtuent, for im¬ 
prisonment, for .s]aughti.'r, becMuso they :isse)t the rights anti 
deh'nd the liberties of their country, can you wonder at seeing, 
as you must ere long, a confederacy ol bee countries, fornietl 
for the apjirehensiori oi extinction <'('whoever pays, disciplines, or 
directs, under whatsoever title, those tremendous masses of human 
kind which consume the whole produce of their native land in 
depoj)uiating another ? Is it iniquitous or unnatural that laws be 
opposed to edicts, anti Constitutions to devS]]otism? O Sehor 
Merino ! there iTl’e yet things holy ; all the barbarians and all the 
autocrqfs in the universe cannot make that word a byword to the 
Spaniard. Yes, there may be holy alliances; and the hour 
strikes for their t-stablishmcnt. This beautiful earth, these 
heavens in their magnificence and splendor, have seen things 
more lovely and more glorious than themselves. The throne of 
God is a speck of darkness, if yon contpare it with the heart that 
beats only and beats constantly to pour forth its blood for the 
preservation of our country! Invincible Spain! liow many of 
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thy children have laid ihiK pure sacrifice on the airar! The 
Deity tiath accojited it: and there are those wlio would cast its 
ashes to tlie winds ! 

If ever a ])ei vers'. ness of character, or the perfidy ‘.aught in 
courts, should intluce a king of Spain to violate his oatli, to 
massacre his subjects, to proscribe his fiiends, to imprison 
his decoders, to ibnlish the representation of the people, 
tipain will be drawn by resentment to do what policy in vain 
has whispered in the ear of generosity. She and Portugal will he 
one : nor will she be sensible of disgrace in exchanging a prince 
of iM'ench origin for n jirince of Portuguese. Th('re‘^ is a north- 
we.st passage to t!ic golden shores of P'rei'dom ; and, if jiinitcs 
infest the opener seas, brave adventurers will cm their way through 
it. Let kings tremble at nothing but their own fraudulcnce and 
violence ; and never at popular asscmblii'.s, which alone can direct 
them unerringly. 

Merino. Educated as kings are, by pious men, servants of 
God, they see a chimera in a popular assembly. 

Lary. 'I’hose who refuse to their jicople a national and just' 
representation, calling it a chimera, will one d.iy remember that 
he who purchases their affections at tlic price of a chimera pur- 
chafjL'S them cheaply ; and those who, having ]»;'omised the boon, 
retract it, will put their hand to the signature directed by a hand 
of iron. State after Stiite ciJines forward in asserting its right.s, 
ns wave follows wave; each acting upon each ; and the temjiest 
i.s gathering in regions where no murmnr or voice is audible. 
Portugal p.'ints for freedom, in other words is free. With one 
foot in England and tlie otlier in Br.tziJ, there was danger in with¬ 
drawing cithei : she apjiears however to have recovered her 
equipoise. Accustomed to fix her attention upon l-^ngland, 
wisely will slie act if she imitate^ her example Jii the union with 
Ireland ; a union which ought to cau.'-'e no otJicr regret than in 
having bt>en celebiakd s(i late. If on tlie contj-ary she believes 
that national power anti prosperity are th(" peculiar gifts of inde¬ 
pendence, sh(‘ must believe that Ivngland wa-s more powerful and 
prosjicrous in the days of her hcptiirchy than fifty years ago. 
Algarve would find no more .tdv.intage in her independence of Port¬ 
ugal, tlian Portugal would find in continuing detached from the other 

[“From *'Thvrf ” to ‘‘ unvrringly,” (6 lines) atUletl in 2 ml ed.] 
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portions of our peninsula. There were excellent reasons for 
declaring her independence at the time ; there now are better, if 
better j’.ossible, for a coalition. She, like ourselves, is in danger 
of lo.sing her colonies ; how can either party by any other means 
retrieve its loss ? Normandy and Brittany, after centuries of war, 
joined the other provinces of nmcc; more centuries of severer 
war would not sunder them. We have no such price to pay. 
independenc<‘ is always the sentiment that follows liberty ; and it 
is always die most ardently desired by that country which, 
supposing the administration of law to be similar and equal, derives 
the greatest advantage iVoni tl)(‘ union. According to the stiUe of 
society in two countiies, to the justice or injustice of government, 
to jiroximity or dirt,nice, }nfle]>endcnce may be good or bad, 
Norm.indy and Brittany would have found it hurtful and jierni- 
cious ; they would have been ■ coi riiptcd by bribery, and overrun 
by competitors, the more fovniitiable and the more disastrous from 
a parity of force. 'I'hey had not however so weighty reasons 
for union with ranee, as Portugal has with Spain. 

Ml rhio. To avoid the collision of king and people, wc may 
think about an assembly to be composed of the higher clergy and 
principal nobility. 

/,i7ry. What should pro<l xe any collision, any dissension or 
dissidence, between king and p'ople ? Ts the wisdom of a nation 
Jess than an individual’s ? Can // not set‘ its own interests ; and 
ought /)<" to sec any other? Sunound the throne with stcilc and 
splendour and magnificence, but withhold from it the means of 
corruption, whicli must ou rllow iquin itself and sap it. To no 
intent or purpose; can tliey evex be employed, unless to subvert the 
Constitution ; and beyond the paling of a Constitution a king is 
ffra nfiiur,r. Look at Russia and Turkey: how few of their 
c/ars and sultaq^ have tiicd a natural death!—unless indeed in 
such a state of society the most natuial death is a violent one. 1 
would* not accustom men to daggers and poisons ; for which 
1*0,1800, among others, I would rcmo\e them is far as possible from 
despotism. 

To talk of France is nugatory; England then, where more 
causes are tried within the year than among us within ten, has 
only twelve judges criminal and civil, in her ordinary courts. A 
culprit, or indeed an innoctmt man, may lie six months in prison 
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before his trial, on susjjicion of having stolen a petticoat or pair 
of slippers. As for her civil laws, they are mrn e conir^'dictory, 
more dilatory, moie conijilicated, more uucert;iin, more expensive, 
more inhumane, tlian any now in use among men. "^I’ ley who 
aj>])eal to them for redress of injury sufTer an aggravation of it; 
and when Justice corner down at last, she alights on ruins. 
Public opinion is the only bulwark against oppression, and the voice 
i»f wretchedness is upon most occasions too feeble to excite it. 
Law'* in f'aigland, and in most otlici countries of Europe, is the 
crown of injustiee, burning and intolerable as that hammered and 
nailed ujion the head of Zi'kklei, after he had been forced to eat 
the qjuivfiing llchh of his companions in insurreciion.* In the 
statutes of the Noith American United States, there is no such 
ofTenco as libel upon the Government; because in that country 
there is no worthless wrelcli whose government leads to, or can 
be brought into, eontemjit. I’his undefined and undefinablc 
odt nce in lingland hath consigned many just men and eminent 
scholars to poverty and impiisonnient, to incurable maladies, and 
untimely death. I.aw, like the Andalusian bull, lowers her head 
and shuts iier eyes befoie she makes her jmsh ; auj either she 
misses her object alrogcth(?r, or slu* ie:i\cs it immersed in bioodshtM^. 

When an action is brought by one subject against another, in 
wliich he seeks indemnity for an injury done to Jiis property, his 
comforts, or his character, a jury .iwurds the amount; but if some 
parasite of the king wishCvS to mend his fortune, afti.*r a run of bad 
luck at the gaming-table oi of improvident bets on the racc- 
couise, he informs the aitorni'y-general tlirit he has detected a 
libel on Majesty, which, unless it be chastised and checked by 
the timely interference of those blessed institutions whence they 
are great ami gloiious, would leave no man’s office, or honor, or 
peace inviolable. It may happen that the writet, at worst, hath 
indulged his wit on sonic personal fault, some feature in the 
character far below the crown ; this is enough for a prosecution ; 
and the author, if found guilty, lies at rlic mercy of' the judge. 
The jury in this case is never the awarder of damages. Are then 
the English law's equal for all ? Recently there was a member 
of Parliament wiio declared to the jieopJe such things against the 

[3 From “ Law " to “ lived ” (77 lines) aUdvd in and ed.] 
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Government as were openly called seditious and libellous, both by 
his colb^agLies and his judges. He w.^s condemned to pay a fine, 
amounting to leSvS than the tlirce-hundredth part of,his pi'operly, 
and to be confined for three months,—in an apartment more aiiy 
and more sjjlcndid than any in his own house. Another, no 
member of Parliament, wrote something ludicrous about Majesty, 
and was condemned, he and his brother, to ])ay the full half of 
their property, and to be confined among felons for two years! 
This confinement was deemt'd so flagrantly cruel, that the magis¬ 
trates soon afterward allowed a little more light, a little more air, 
and l)etter eomjiany ; not however in separate wards, but separate 
prisons. '^Phe judge wlu> pronounced the sentence is still living ; 
he liv('s unbruised, unbranded, and he appears like a man among 
men. 

Merino. Why not? He ]-roved his s])irit, firmness, and 
fidelity: in oui country he would be ajipointed grand-intjuisitor 
on the next vacancy, aud l<*,id the c|ueen to her seat at the lirst 
(luto da fe. lillei!> and philosophers may complain ; but certainly 
this ])Oilion of the I'.nglish Institutions ought to be commended 
warmly by eveiv true Spani.iul, every friend to the altar and the 
throne. And yet, Gener.il, you mention it in such a manner as 
wou!».l almost ler a careless, inattentive hearer go away with the 
persnabion that you disapprove of it. Speculative and dissatisfied 
men are existing in all countries, even in .Sjvain and England; 
but we have scourges in store for the pruriency of dissatisfaction, 
and cases and cajis for the telescopes of speculation. 

Lacy. The faultiness of the Itnglish laws is not complained of 
nor pointed out exclusively by the speculative or the 8.inguine, l>y 
the oppressed or the tlis4.ippointed ; it was the derision and scoff of 
George the Second, one of the bravest and most constitutional 
kings. “As to ftur laws,” said he, “we pass near a hundivd 
every session, whicli seem m;ide for no other purpose but to afford 
us the pleasure of breaking them.” 

This is not reported by Whig or Tory, who change principles 
as they change places, but by a dispassionate, unambitious man of 
sound sense and in easy circumstances, a personal and intimate 
friend of the king, from whose lips he himself received it,—Lord 
Waldegrave. Yet an Englishman thinks himself quite as free, 
and governed quite as rationally, as a citizen of the United States: 
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so does a Chinese. Such is the hemlock that habitude administers 
to endurance ; and so lon'T is it in this toiporcre the heartfsickens. 

1 am far from the vehemence of the Itnjilish commander 
Nelson ; a man however who betrayed neither in war nor policy 
any deficiency of acuteness and judfpucnt. Hi? says unambigu¬ 
ously and distinctly in his letters, “All ministers of kings and 
princes are in my ojiinion as great scoundrels as ever lived.” 

Merim^ Certainly there is no reason to complain that he 
is ambiguous or indistinct in his phi-aseology. 

Lacy, Versatility, indecision, falsehood, ingratitude, had 
strongly marked, as lie saw, the two principal ones of his 
country, Pitt and Kox ; the lattei of whom openly turned 
hoiu-sty into derision, while the former sent it wra])pcd up 
decently to market. Now if all ministers of kings and princes 
are, what the admiral calls them from his expcnence, “ as great 
scoundrels as ever lived,” we must be as great fools as eviT lived 
if we endure them : we should look for others. 

H rlno. liven that will not do; the new ones, possessing 
the same power iind tlie sanu' places, will be the same men. 

Lacy, T am afraid then rhe change must not be only in 
th*' servants, but in the masters, .ind that we must not leave the 


clioice to thost? who always clmose “ as great scoundrels as ex'cr 


lived.” Nelson was a ])erson who had had much to do with tlie 
ministers of kings and ]i!'inces ; none of his .ige had more,—an 


age in wiiich the ministers 


had surely no Jess to do than tliose in 


any other age since the ereation of the world. He was the best 


commander of his nation ; he was consulted and employed in 
every diilicult ami doubtful undertaking: he must have known 
them thoroughly. What meaning then shall we attribute to his 
words ? Shall we say that “ as gre<it scoundrels as ever lived ” 
ought to govern tJie universe in per]>etv»ity ? *Or can wc doubt 
that they must do so, if wc* suflTer kings and princes to appoint 
them at each other’s recommendation ? 


Merino, Nelson was a heretic, a blasphemer, a revolutionist. 
Lacy. On heresy and blasphemy I am incapable of decid¬ 
ing ; but neu’r was there a more strenuous antagonist of revolu¬ 
tionary principles j and upon this rock his glory split and 


From Mt-rina ” to “ phraseology ” (z lines) added in 31XI ed. From 
Laty *’ to '• doctrines ”(65 lines) .jrlded in znd ('d-l 
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foundered. Wlu'n Sir William Hamilton declared to the 
Neapolitan insurp^ents,'who had laid down their arms before roval 
])romise.s, that, his Cxovernnient having engaged witli the Allieil 
Powers to eradicate revolutionary doctrines from luirope, he 
couU not countenance the fullllment of a capitulation which 
0])posed the views of t1\e roalition, what did Nelson ? He tarnished 
the brightest sword in liurope, and devoted to the most insatiable 
of the Furies,the purest blood ! A Caroline and a Ferdinand, 
the most opprobrious of the human race and among the lowest in 
intellect, were permitted to riot in the slaughter of a Caraccioli. 

The ICnglish Constiiuiion, sir, is founded on revolutionary doc¬ 
trines, and her kings acknowledge it. Recollect now the note of 
lier diplomatist. Ts Cngland in l''urope? If she is, which I 
venture not to assert, her rulers have declared their intention to 


erailicate the iotmdations of her liberties ; and they iiave broken 
their wort! so often that I am inclined to believe they will attempt 
to recover their credit by kivping it strictly here. Put the aafi'st 
and least costly conquests for E ngland would be those over the 
understandings and the hcails of men. They require no garri¬ 
sons ; they equip no navies ; they encounter no tempests ; they 
withdraw none from labor ; they might extend front the arctic to 
the antarctic circle, leaving eveiy Ihiton at his own lireside; and 
Earth like Oc<!an would Itave her great Pacific. The strength 
of England lies not in armaments and invasions : it lies in the 
omnipresence of her industry, and in the vivilying energies of her 


high civilization. Pherc are protinccs she cannot grasj); there 


are islands she cannot hold fast; but there is neither island 


nor province, there is neither kingdom nor continent, which slie 
could not draw to her side and lix tliere everlastingly, by siiying 
tlic magic words, Be Free* Every land wherein she favors tlie 
sentiments of frt^dom, every land wherein she but forbids them 
to be stilled, is her own ; a true ally, a willing tributary, an 
insejianmle friend. Principles hold those together whom power 
would only alienate. 

Merino. I understand little these novel doctrines; but 
Democracy herself must be contented with the principal features 
of the English Constitution. The great leaders are not taken 
From the ancient families. 


Lacy. These push forward into Parliament young persons 
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of the best talents they hajjpen to pick up, whether at a ball or 
an opera, at a gaming-table or a college-mess, who from ’'ame to 
time, according to the otFiccs they have filled, mount into the 
upper chamber and niiike room for others; but it is understood 
that, in both chnml>ei‘s, tliey shall distribute honors and places at 
tlie command of tlicir patrons- True, indeed, the ostensible heads 
are not of ancient or even of respectable pareiitiigc- The more 
wealthy and powerful jjeors send them from their bi>roughs into the 
House of Commons as they send race-horses from their stables to 
Newmarket, and cocks from tlielr training-yard to Doncaster, 
This is, in like manner, a pndc, a luxury, a spccuhition. Even 
bankrupts have been permitted to sit theie; men who, when they 
succt'ccied, were a curse to their country worse than when they 
failed.'* 

Let us rather collect together our former institutions, cherish 
all that brings us proud remembrances, brace our limbs for the 
efforts wc must make, train our youth on our own arena, and 
never deem it decorous to imitate the limp of a wrestler writhing 
in his decrepitude. 

The Chamber of Peers in England is the dormitoi y of freedom 
and of genius. Those who enter it have eaten the lotus, and 
forget their country, A minister, to suit his puq)Ofies, may make 
a dozen or a score or a hundred of j)eers in a day. If they are 
rich they are inactive; if they are poor they are dejUMufent. In 
general he chooses the rich, who always want something; for 
wealth is less easy to satisfy than poverty, luxury than hunger. 
He can dispi-nse with their energy if he can obtain their votes, 
and they never abandon him unless he has contented them. 

Merino. Impossible! that any minister should make twenty, 
or even ten peers, during one convocation. ^ 

Lary. Ti’he English, by a most happy metaphor, call them 
batches^ seeing so many drawn forth at a time, with the*! rapidity 
of loa v'cs from an oven, and moulded to the same ductility by less 
manipulation. A minister in that system has equally need of the 


[® Note in irt i-t!. reads: “I'he opinions on our House of Commons, which 
I have attributed to Lacy, are those of a contemptuous Spaniard, not per¬ 
fectly informed. We know better; but his character required them so- 
My own veneration for that assembly may be found expressed at the 
conclusion of the third Dialogue. (Henry IV. and Savage.)] 
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active and the passive, as the creation has equally need of males 
and females. Do not imagine I would discredit or deprec at; 
tlic House of Peers. Never will another land contain one com¬ 
posed of characters in general more honorable; moi-e distinguished 
for knowledge, for charity, for generosity, for equity; more per¬ 
fect in all the duties of men and citizens. Let it stand ; a nation 
should be accustomed to no changes, to no images but of sta-ngth 
and duration: let it stand then, as a lofty and ornamental belfry, 
never to be fciken down or lowered, until it threatens by its decay 
the congregation underneatli; but let none be excommunicated 
who retu.v,' to copy it, whethei from faultincss in their foundation 
or from defjcieney in theii materials. Different countries require 
different government.-). Is the ro.se the only flower in the garden? 
Is Hesperus the only star in die heavens ? We may be hurt by 
our safeguards, if we try new ones. 

Don*' Britomarte Delciego took his daily siesta on the grass in 
the city-dyke of Barbastro : he shaded his face with his sombrero, 
and slept profoundly. One day, unfortunately, a gnat aliglited on 
his nose and bit it. Don Britomarte roused liimself; and, re¬ 
membering that he could enfold his arms in his mantle, took off 
a glove and covered the unprotected part with it, Siitisfied at the 
contrivance, he slept again; and more profoundly than ever. 
Wliether there wa.s any savoiy oilour in the glove, 1 know not; 
certain it is that some rats came fn>ni undciMhc fortiiications, and, 
perforating the new defence of Don Britomaitc, made a breach in 
the salient anpje which had suffered so lately by a less potent 
enemy ; and lie was called from that day forward the knight of the 
kidskin Disolrt 

Merino. Sir, 1 do not understand stories: I never found wit 
or leason in them^ 

Lacy. Let UxS return then to graver facts. England in the 
last twenty years has undergone a greater revolution tlian any she 
stniggled to counteract,—a revolution more awful, more pernicious. 
She^ alone of all the nations in the world hath sufTcred by that of 
France: slic is become less wealthy by it, less free, less liberal, 
less moral. Half a century ago she was represented chielly by 
her country-gentlemen. Pitt made the richer peers; the inter- 

iM'om “Don ” to “ facts" (i6 lines) added in 2nd ed.] 

(7 From “ She ” to “ moral ” (3 lines) added in 31-d ed.] 
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nu'diate, ])cnsiontTS; the poorer, exili-K; and his bencl.cs were 
overflowed with “ honorables. ” from the sugar-cask and indigo- 
bag. He changed all the features both of mind and matter. Old 
mansions were converted into workhouses and barracks: children 
who roturnetl from school at the holidays stop|)cd in their own 
villages, and asked why they stopped. More oaks followed him 
than ever followed Orpheus; and more stones, a thousand to one, 
leaped down at his voice than ever leaped up at Amphion’s. 
Overladen® with taxation, the gentlemen of England,—a class 
the grandest in character that ever existed upon earth, the best 
informcii, the most generous, the most patriotic,—were driven 
from their rcsid<‘nces into cities. Their authority ceased ; their 
example was altogether lost, and it appears by the calendars of 
the prisons, that two-thirds of the offenders were from the coun¬ 
try ; whereas until these disastrous times four-fifths were from the 
towns. To what a degree those of the towns themselves must 
have increased, may be supposed by the stagnation in many trades, 
and by tlie conversion of laborers and artisans to soldiers. 

The country-gentlemen, in losing their nmk anil condition, lost 
the higher and more delicate part of their principles. Tliere 
decayed at once in them that robustness and that nobility of 
character, w'hich men, like trees, acquire from standing separately. 
Jdeprived of their former occupations and amusements, and im¬ 
patient of inactivity, they condescended to be members of gaming- 
clubs in the fashionable cities, incurred new and worse ex])enses, 
and eagerly sought, from among the friendMjips they had con¬ 
tracted, those who might obtain for them or for their families 
some atom from tJie public dilapidation. Hence nearly all were 
subservient to the minister: those who were not were marked out 
as disaffected to the Constitution, or at best as lingular men who 
courted celebrity from retirement. 

Such was the state of the landed interest; and what Ivas that 
of the commercial ? Industrious tradesmen speculated ; in other 
words, gamed. Bankers were coiners; not giving a piece of 
mcul, but a sciap of paper. I’hey who had thousands lent 
millions, and lost all. Slow and sure gains were discreditable; 
and nothing was a. sight more common, more natural, or seen with 
more indifference, than fortunes rolling down from their immense 
From “ Overladen ” to “ memory ” (45 lines) added in znd ed.] 
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accumwbuot^. 'Brokers and insurciij and jobhers, pco\ile 'svbosc 
educiWiflin cou\d not have been liberal were now for t\\f first iimt- 
found at the asscmbUcs and at the tables of the great, and wi-vo 
treated there with the lirst distinction. Every hand through 
which money jMSses was pressed affectionately. 'Fhe lilcr part 
of what is democratic;!! w:is supported by the aristocracy ; the 
better of what is republican was throw'n down. England, like 
one whose features arc just now turned awry by an apoplexy, is 
ignorant of the change she has undergone, and is the more 
lethargic the more she is distortetl. Not only hath slie lost her 
bloom and spirit, hut her form and gait, her voice and memory, 
'^rhe weakest of uKutais was omnipotent in P.irllament; and being 
so, lie dreamei! in his drunkcnncos th:it he could comjiress the 
spirit of the tinu'S: and Ix'fon^ the fumes had passed away, he 
rendered the wealthiest of nations the most distressed. The spirit 
of Lite times is only to be made useful by catciiing it :is it ris!‘s, to 
he managed only by concession, to be controlled only by compli¬ 
ancy. Ijike tile powerful agent iff latt* discovery, tliiit impels vast 
masses acioss tiie ocean or raises, them from the abysses of the 
earth, it performs every thing by attention, nothing by force, and 
IS fatal alike from coercion and from neglect. That government 
is the best which llie jieople obey the most willingly and the most 
wist‘ly ; that stale of society in which the greasest number may live 
and educate their iamilies becomingly, by unstrained bodily and 
unrestricterl inteliet tual exertion : wlu're superiority in office 
sljirings from worth, and whcie the chicr maglstmte hath no higher 
interest in ])erspcctive than the ascendency of the laws. Nations 
arc not ruined by war ; for convents and churches, palace^s and 
cities, are not n:ition8. I'he Messenians and Jews and Araucanians 
saw their housi's and temples levelled with the pavement; the 
mightiness of the crash gave the stronger mind a fresh impulse, 
and it sj^j'ang liigh above the llames that consumed the liKst frag- 
menL The ruin of a country is not tlie blight of corn, nor the 
weight and impetuOvSily of hailstones; it is not inundation nor 
storm, it is not pestilence nor f imine: a few years, jierhaps a 
single one, may cover all traces of such calamity. ihii that 
country is too surely ruined in wliich morals arc lost irretrievably 
to tlie greater part of the rising generation; and there are they 
about to sink and perish, wlicre the jiilcr has given, by an unre- 
'pressed and an unreproved example, the lesson of bad faith. 
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Merino. Sir, 1 cannot hear sue!* language. 

Lary. Why then converse with me ? Is the faijlt? mine if 
such language be oifensivc ? Why should intolerance hatch an 
hypothesis, or increase her own alarm by the obstreperous chuckle ' 
of incubation ? 

Merino. Kings stand in the place of God among us. 

Lacy. I wisii they would make way for tlie owner. They 
love (iod only when they fancy he has favored their [)assions, and 
fear him only when they must buy him off. If indeed they be 
his vicegerents on earth, lei them rejiress the wicked and exalt the 
virtuous. Wherever in the material world there is a grain of 
gold, it sinks to the bottom ; chaff floats over it; in the animal, 
the greate.st and most sagacious of creatures hide themselves in 
wood'^ and caverns, in morasses and solitudes, and we hear first of 
their existence wlien we find tlieir bones. Do you ]>erceivc a 
resemblance anywhere ? Tf princCvS are desirous to imitate the 
Governor of the universe ; if they are disposed to obey him ; if 
they consult religion or reason, or, what oftener occupies their 
attention, the sfcibility of power,—they will admit the institutions 
best adapted to render men honest and peace ibbs industrious and 
contented. Otherwise, let them be certain that, although they 
themselves may escajie the chastiscmi'nt tlu'y merit, their children 
and grandchildren will never be out of danger or out of feai*. 
Calculations on the intensity of force are often just; hardly ever 
80 those on its durability. 

Merino. As if truly that depended on men !—a blow against 
a vsupcriuteiuling Providence ! It always follows the pestilential 
breath that would sully the majesty of kings. 

Lacy. iSehor Merino, my name, if you have forgotten it, is 
Lacy: take coinage and recollect yourself. Tlie whole of my 
discourse hatl^ tended to kecj) the majesty of kings unsullied, by 
preserving their honor inviolate. Any blow against a sup^^rintend- 
ing Providence is too insane for reproach, too impotent for pity : 
and indeed w'bat peril can by any one be a])prehended from the 
Almighty, wiien he has Cura Merino to preach for him, and the 
Holy Inquisition to protect him ? 

Merino, I ® scorn the sneer, sir; and know not by what 
right, or after wh at resemblance, you couple my name with the 
From *‘1” to “jubilee,’’ D® lines) added in »nd ed.J 
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Holy Inquisition which our Lord the King in his wisdom hath 
not ye^ro-estnblishcd, and which the HoJy Allies for the greater 
part have abolished in their dominions. 

Jjury. "riiis never would have been effected if the ho’y heads 
of the meek usurpers had not raised themselves alxive the crown ; 
proving from doctois and confessors, from Old Testament and 
New, the privilege they possessed of whipping and burning and 
decapitating the wearer. The kings in their fright ran against tlie 
chalice of poison, by which many thousands of their subjects had 
perished, and by whicli their own hands were, after their retract- 
ings and writliings, ungauutlcted, undirked, and paraly 2 :ed. 

Euro])f, Asia, America, sent up simultaneously to heaven a 
shout of joy Jit the subversion. Africa, seated among tamer 
monsters and adtlicled to milder superstitions, wondered at what 
burst and dayspring of beatitude the human race was celebrating 
around her so high and enthusiastic a jubilee. 

Me ritio, I take ray leave. General. May your Excellency 
live many years! 

I bn atlie the pure s'-i' ct-air again. Traitor and atheist ! I 
will denounce him. l l ' has shaved for the last time : he shall 
never have Christian burial. 


VI. CAVALIERF PUNTOMICHINO AND MR 
DENIS EUSElilUS TALCRANAGH.i 

The Cavalieie Puntomichino was the last representative of an 
ancient family. He ^vas an honest and rich man : so that, when 
his intention Wiis understood at Florence of travelling to England, 
it excited suspicifM in vsorne, ami surprise in all : for Italians of 
that description were seldom known to have crossed the Channel. 
He werft however, and remdined there several years, reading our 
best autliors, and wondering (as he informed me) at one thing 
only ; wiiich is, tliat tliere could leally be in the whole human 
race so prodigious a diversity as he found in almost every five 
men he conversed with in our metropolis. “ I have often 

Eimjg. Convers., ii., 1824. ii.. 1826. Works, i., 1846. Works, vi., 
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observed/’ said he, more variety in a single houselmid than I , 
believe to exist in all Italy.” , 

He never had about him the slightest taint of adcctiition ; yet 
became he singular, and glaringly so, at his first introduction to 
the Academy of La Crusca. l^'or he asserted three paradoxes : 
first, that no sentence or speech in a comedy should exceed a fair ■ 
sheet in (u'tavo ; secondly, that no witticism should be followed 
by an explanation, in the dialogue, of more than two pages ; and 
thirdly, that Shiikspeare had nearly or quite as much genius as 
Goldoni. Henceforward he wavS a worthy man, but an oddity. 
His claim to the literary character I shall forbear to discuss; 
although I have many jiapers, not indeed of Ins own writing, but 
addressed to him by others, some of which go so far as to call 
him a nightingale, some a great doctor, some an eagle, some a 
pheenix, some a sun, and one both a sun and a phoenix. But 
this last was written by a rival of him who wrote the preced¬ 
ing, and therefore its accuracy may be suspected; and it was 
declared by the academy, after three sittings, to be more ingenious 
than correct. 

His sedentary life had been unfriendly to his health, and he 
was seized in the beginning of tliis winter with rejieated and severe 
attacks in the breast. As he hatl inlieritcd a good iiropcrty, and 
had collected many rare books, all the canonics and professors 
began to write tributes^ mmotliesy ele'^ies^ Musm phui^mtes, Kfnirie 
luctuSj and consolations to his heir,—no very distant relative, 
whose brother in the time of the French government had been 
hanged for a robbery at the age of eighteen.- Ho himself was 
m the galleys at Pisa for the murder of his father-in-law, who 
had educated him, and had promised to leave him his estate. On 
the death of the Cav.ilicre, it was foreseen that he, too late indeed 
for his hapjuness and sensibility, would be foiAid innocent of an 
offence, for which the French laws in their precipitancy had con- 
denvned him. Th*' proofs of this innocence were produced, the 
patron found, the sum stipulated, when the Cavalierc died. On 
opening the will, it appeared that he had destined his property to , 
tlie maintenance of soldiers’ widows, and the redemption of slaves 
from Barbaiy* Diavoli! and ca%i!>Q / and cappar'i! and Bacco ! 

[- First ed, reads; ‘'eighteen, proving as others have done in various 
ways, that misfortune is attendant on cafiy elevation. lie," &c.] 
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tripped up and exploded the Mu8e*s and Etruria. Rosini, the 
Pisan i^ofessor, their choregus, who, printer no less than professor 
and j)oet, had already struck off his Lamentatintiy spoke more 
calmly and reasonably than the rest; saying manfully, ** Gabriel, 
tiike d<)wn tliose sheets in papal quarto, and tlirow them upon the 
Codes of Napoleon: the thing won’t do.” The expected and 
expecting heir was accused of falsifying the evidences; and fresh 
severities were added for his attempts to corrupt justice. 

Let me now revert to my first acquaintance with the Cavaliere. 
1 never in my life :icccpt(xl a letter of introduction, nor ever 
cxj)rcs.sed a wish, whatever I might have felt, for any man’s 
society. By sonic accident this peculiarity was mentioned to 
Puntomichinc), and he called on me immediately. Returning his 
visit, I found him in the library; several English books were 
upon the table, and tlierc was seated at the window a young 
gentleman of easy manners and fashionable appearance,—Mr 
Denis Eusebius Talcranagh, of Castle-Talcranagh and of Skuny- 
morc-Park, county Down, and first cousin, as he informed me, of 
Lord Cowslipmead, of Dove’s-nest-Hall, county Meath, a great 
fii'e-eater. 1 bow('d ; on w'liich he fancied that I had known his 
lordship intimately. On my ‘’onfessing the contrary, he appeared 
surprised, “You must however have heart! something,” con¬ 
tinued he, “in your earlier days, of Sir Roderick James O’Row- 
ran, my uncle, wlio, whenever he entered an inn with his friends, 
placed himself at the head of the tiible, and cried, * Whiskey and 
pistols for eight! ' ” 

It was now my turn to be mortified, and I could only rejily 
that there were many men of merit whom it had never been my 
fortune to know. “ Then, sir,” said he, “ ten guineas to one you 
never were in Ireland in your life; for you must have known him 
if you had met Him, whether you would or not.” 

Thc^e was an infinity of good-humor in Mr Talcranagh ; and 
if his ideas were not always perspicuous, they often came forth 
with somewhat of prismatic brilliancy. He acknowledged a pre¬ 
dilection for the writers of his own country, “which,” he said, 
“we authors arc not apt to do.” I then discovered that 1 had 
been conversing with a Uteraiy man, who had published an 
imperial folio of eleven pages on the Irish Wolf-dog. 

“ I sold my copies,” said he, «and bought a tilbury and a 



26 o 


Imaginary Conversations. 




» i* 

\ '1 


leash of setters. And now, sir, if ever you should print anything, 
take my advice: cuts in wood or ciits in stone, and a black-letter 
title-page, for your Jile! I did it, without a knowleiige of printer 
or publisher. To be sure, 1 was master of my subject, wliich 
goes a great way ; and then indeed 1 liad a pair of extvaoidinary 
capitil buckskins, which, it is tiuc, began to carry on the surface, , 
as Southey says of Flemi&ii scenery, 

‘ A gray anti willowy hue; ’ *' 

but I found a fellow in Cockspur-street who procured me a 
favourable criticism for tlieni. I went no further in esqpenditure, 
although Valpy was constantly at the heels of my groO^ Hono- 
rius, pressing him also to write a criticism on the Wolf-do^i of 
Erin for the Classical Journal, —since T from ignorance ot custom 
was too proud to do it,—and assuring him that, look as he might, 
and shake bis head as he would, he was no Jew, and would do 
the thing reasonably. Sir,” added Mr Talcranagh smartly, “'are 
you a friend to dogs ? ” ^ 

“ A thousand thanks to you, Mr Talcranagh,” cried I, “ for 
asking me a qu(?!5tion at last which I c.m answer in the aOirmative, 
Them is a sort of freemasonry among us, I verily believe ; for no 
dog, except a cur, a pug, or a turnspit, evci' barks at me : they 
and children love me universilly. I have more than divided 
empire: these form the best part of the world.” “ Add the 
women,” shouted lie aloud, “and here is my hand for you.” 
Wc saluted cordially. 

“ Indeed,” s;iid I, “ Mr I’alcranygh, you have reason to l>e 
proud of your count)7Women, for their liveliness, their beauty, 
and their genius. The book before us, by Miss lidgcworth, 
which you were looking into, abounds in philosojihy and patriot-^ 
ism; there is nothing of commonplace, nothitl'l* of sicl'dy Kcnti- 
ment, nothing of insane enthusiasm. I read warily; and v/|ienevcr 
I find the writings of a ladj', the first thing 1 do is to cast my 
eyes along hei- pages, to see whetlier 1 am likely to be annoyed 
by the traps and spring-guns of interjections, or if any French or 

P First ed. read*” “ Cockspur-street who rould clean neatly, and these I 
sent with my compliments to the prime hanrl in the * * Review, 

taking care to leave a bran new guinea in the watch pocket. This 
enough. Iwtnt,"’&c.] 
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Italian is sprinkled on the surface; and if I happen to espy 
them, i do not leap the paling. In these volumes 1 see much to 
admire, and nothing that goads or worries me into admiration.” 

“ Crcntlemen,” said the Cavaliere, “ 1 am as warm an ailniirer 
of the ^ Irish ladies in their authorship as either of you; and 
perhaps if one of them, lately liere in Florence, had consulted me 
on a few matters and persons, I could have rendered her some 
service by setting her right. Travellers are profuse of praise and 
censure in proportion as they have been civilly or indecorously 
received ; not inc|uiring nor caring whether the account be quite 
correct, if the personages of whom they write be of celebrity : for 
censure no Jess than jiraise rcquiies a subject of notoriety. Many ^ 
English and Irish coint a stranger of rank* in this city, who 
did not even put on mourning at the decease of his wife’s brother, 
Napoleon ; though he oweil ti> him the highest of his distinctions, 
and the greater part of his unwieldy fortune. He suffered to die 
here, imjnisoned for debt, a woman once lovely, generous, and 
confiding; who had ruined herself to make her house appear 
worthy of his reception. At the moment when she was breathing 
her last in silence, in tioiitude, in want of sustenance, his palace 
resounded witli music, with dances, with applauses to archducal 
guests and their magniliccnt entertainer. The sum exjjended on 
that night’s revelry would have released her from captivity, and 
would have rescued her from death* Our fair traveller does not 
mention this; but did she not know it ? She ** has spoken of our 
patriots: what were they doing ? They were contented to act 
ill the character of buffoons before the court. 

“Do you wish a little anecdote of the Florentine Russel, as 
she called the man ? Go half a mile up the road to Bologna, 
and you will proj^ably sec before their cottage a family of thirteen, 
in te.irs. Ask tlicm why they weep : they will Inform you that 
our Ru«sc], who administers and manages tlie estjites and affairs 

First eil. reads: “ of Lady Morgan as either of you, and if she had 
comuhed,” &c.] 

P From ‘‘ Many ” to “ it ” (14 lines) added in znd ed.] 

* Prince IJoighese. 

[* First ed. reads: Lady Morgan has spoken of our patriots, tlie 
Russels of our city.” From •• 'Fhey ” to •* Gallo ” (35 lines) added in ind ed. 
I'hc and cd. has also another anecdote, but as it does not contain any 
interesting matter it has not been reprinted.] 
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of his father, has given them notice to quit their vineyard. Ask 
them for what reason: they will reply, *Wc are thii-cea in 
number; God lias willed it. Some of us are too old, others too 
young, for work; our family has lived upon this little plot for 
many generations; many a kind soul, now in Paradise, has drawn 
water from this well for the thirsty traveller; many a one has 
given die fig ojf his bread at noon to the woman laboring with 
child, and resting on that stone. We have nothing now to give; 
no, not even a bunch of roses to our Protectress over the gate— 
mercy upon us! Until this unproductive season we have always 
paid our rent: wc arc now thijty crowns in arrears. We went 
to the good old lady ; she sliook her head, and said she would do 
what she could foi' us, but that licr son managed, and he already 
knew the case.* On hearing this, they will tell you as they told 
me, their courage forsook them, groar.s burst simultaneously from 
every breast, des|>eration seized the adulr and vigorous, agony the 
aged and infirm, and the first articulate sounds they uttered were, 

* O God, there is none to help us!’ An Englishman of stern 
countenance came up at the beginning of the narr.ition ; he looked 
at me with defiance, and seemed to say internally, ‘ Be off!* 
As they continued to sjjcak, he closed his lips more strongly ; the 
muscles of his jaw trembled more and more ; he opened his eyes 
wider; I he.ard every breath of air he drew into his nostrils; he 
clenched his fist, stamped with liis heel into the turf; cried, 

* What can this cursed slave do hire?’ and throwing down a 
card of address, without a thought of their incapacity to read it, 
‘Venite da me! * cried he, in an accent rather like fury than 
invitation, tie walked away rapidly ; the wind was in his face ; 

I saw something white blown over his shoulder at intervals till he 
reached the Porta San Gallo. 

“There may formerly have been a virtuous or a brave citizen 
in the family so extolled—and indeed in wliat family has there 
not been, e.ulier or later ?—but if those who now compose it are 
called Russels, with equal right may the cast horses of a sand- 
cart be called Bucephaluses. Strangers arc disposi'd to consider 
us the vilest and most contemptible race in EurojK;^ and they 
must appear to have reason on their side, if such creatures ife 
taken for the best of us. Not ^ a single one of these flaming 
(7 From « Not ” to “ depressed ” (7 lines) added in znd ed. j 
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' piitriots ever subscribed a farthing to aid the Spaniards or the 
• Greeksf nor in furtherance of any agricultural or other useful 
association in tlieir own country. Allowing to the Russel of the 
Bologna-road all his merits, J insist for the honor of my native 
place that no inhabitant of it, be his condition what it may, has 
fewer: I do not depress the one, nor will I suffer the other to 
be depressed. Patriotism has here a different meaning from 
what it has in England. A patriot, with us, is a man who is 
unfriendly to any established government, and who, while he 
Hatters a native prince, courts over an invader. His only griev¬ 
ances art' to pay taxes for the su])port, and to carry arms for the 
defence, of his coiintr 3 f. He would loosen the laws as impedi¬ 
ments to the liberty of action, with a reserve of tliose which 
secure tb him the fruits of nipinc and confiscation : those are 
provident and conservative, and enthroned in light by tlie philan¬ 
thropy of the age. Hospitality is the virtue of barbarians—” 

“ Blood and hounds J ** cried indignantly my young friend, 
“ I would ask him, whoever he is, whetlier that was meant for 
me. If there ivS barbarism in a bottle of claret, there is as much 
of it in a corked as in an uncorked one.” 

“ Sir,” replied mildly Puniomichino, “ I could point out to 
you a Russel of the Italian school, and it is no other than this 
who received unusual civilities in England ; and of all those 
gentlemen there who treated him with attention and kindness, of all 
with whom he dined constantly, not a single one, or any relative, 
was ever invited in his house even to a glass of stale barleywater 
or sugarlcss lemonade.” 

“ Cavaliere,” said I, “ we more willingly give invitations than 
accept them. I speak of others, not of myself, for I have never 
been tempted to dine from honjc these seven years ; yet, although 
I am neither ricS nor convivial, and hardly social, 1 have given 
at lc:ist«a hundred dinners in tlic lime, if not superb, at least not 
sordid; and those who knew me long ago say, ‘ Landor is 
become a miser: his father did otherwise.’ ” 

“ Cappari! ” exclaimed Puniomichino ; “ this whole family, 
with thirty thousand crowns of income, has not done a ninetieth 
part of it within the memory of man.” 

Faith ! then,” interrupted Talcranagh, “it must have come 
into the Russels by a forced adoption. The Russels of England 
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are of opinion, right or wrong, thnt the first things are good 
principles; and the next, goo(l cheer. I wish, sir,” s^,id he, 
looking mildly and somewhat mournfiilly tit me, “ I had not 
heard you say what you did about ^ not dining from home. I 
began to think well of you, 1 know not why ; and I doubt not 
still—God forbid 1 should !—that you are a worthy and con- 
8cientiou.s man. As for tluiL oilier, T thank liim for teaching me 
wliat I never should have learned at home, tliat a fellow may be 
a good patiiot with a very contracted heart and as much ingrati¬ 
tude as he can carry to mai kct. Wliy! yon iniglit trust a 
Correggio across his kitchen-chimney on Christmas-day ; ay, 
Signor Puntomichino ? ” 

“Gentlemen,” (5:iid our liost, “ under the least vindictive of 
princes we may Uilk as loudly as we jileasc of liberty, wliich we 
could not do without fear and trembling wlien we were in the 
hill enjoyment of it. What are vou pondering so gravely, Mr 
Tancnnagh ? ” 

“ Woe! ” replied he, “ woe to the first family that ever dines 
yonder! I^ct tlicm each tike 1 bottk' of fau dc Cnhgne, against 
the explosion of mould fioni the grand evolution of the Uible- 
cloth ! Now, concerning your ministers, there aie some things 
not entirely to my mind, neither: your jiriuce, J il.ire to say, 
knows nothing abutit them.” 

Puntomichino looked calmly, and replied, “ Our ministers are 
liberal, my young friend. T-’hcy have indired betrayed in succes¬ 
sion all the sovereigns who employed them, yet they let every 
man do his best or his worst; and if you aii- lobbed or insulted, 
you may in.sult or rob again. All parties enjoy the same pleni¬ 
tude of power.” 

“ Plenitude ! by ray soul, Sir Cataliere,” cried Mr Talcranagh, 
“ and a trifle, I think, to .sjiare. One of them *a few days ago 
did what a king of GriMt Britain and Ireland would not t^^re to 
do, and which, if the first potentate on earth had done in London, 
he would have been kicked down the stairs for hivS impudence. 
The exhibition of pictures at your Academy was announced as 
opening to the public at ten. His Excellency entered alone, and 
remained in the principal ai)artnient until two, the doors of which 

[® V'rom “ about ” to *■ home ” added in 3rd ed. Three lines below, ist 
ed. le-ids: man ; but 1 would fain have thouglit well of you. A.s," &c.] 
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were locked to others. If it had been jyossible for him to have 
acted s(j among us, he would have been tossed in a blanket till 
the stars blinked upon Jiim ; the people would have perfumed his 
frill and ruffli.s abundantly with home-made essences, would 
have added new decorations to Iiis waistcoatful of orders^ and 
would have treated Ins eagles with more eggs than they could 
swallow.” 

Puntomichino for a time was silent, and then said placidly, 
“ Believe me, sirs, our government, which would be a detestable 
one foi the Pnglisli, is an excellent one for us. Mvery day in 
London biings with it what to a stranger looks like a rebellion, 
or at best a riot; no mischief is done tliereby. Vour strength, 
which causes this irregularity, aust.iins you j but weak bodies bear 
little fermentation.” 

“ Wisely thought and well expressed,” said Mr "ralcranagh. 
“ I am convinced that, if we had not a riot now and then in 
Ireland, we should Ik* mojiish and s'ullen as the 1 English, or 
insincere and ferocious as the Frtnch. And I have observed. 
Signor Cavaliere, that, strange as it may apjycar, whenever there 
has been much of a riot there has been sunshine. Smile as you 
will, Mr Landor, I swear to the fact.” 

To which [ answered, “Your assertion, Mr Talcranagh, is 
quite sufficient; but is it iinj)osslb1e that the line weather may 
have brought together a great eoncouise of people to the fair or 
festival, and tliat whiskey or beauty or politics or religion may 
have incited them to the exertion of their prowess ? ” 

“ There are causes that we know,” replied he, “ and there are 
causes that we know not. Inquiry and reflection are sensible 
things; but there is nothing like experience, nothing like seeing 
with one’s own eyes. We nuiM live upon the spot to judge per¬ 
fectly and to collect evidences. Philosophy ought to lead us, but 
only to^i ceruiin point: there we leave her, and joy go with her. 
1 have seen impudent rogues in Dublin, and have fancied tliat the 
' world could not match them: now what think you of a set of 
fellows, with coats without a collar, who tiikc us by the hand, aod 
say with the gravest face upon earth, * The elements shidljp^e 
. elements no longer,’ and strip them one after another of their xMy-- 
' deeds as easily as Lord Red*ufhiskers stripped a royal duke oll^is 
last curtain and caqyet ? It is enough to make one grave, to think 
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on this abuse of inteliect. Do ^ you know. Signor Cavaliere, we 
have lately had people among us, and learned ones, who %ioubted 
the existence of the I'rojan war, on which chronicles are 
founded ? ” 

Sir,*^ remarked Puntomichino, “ the doubt is not of recent 
origin, Eberard Rudolph Roth attempted, in 1674, to prove 
fium three ancient coins that Troy was not taken. What, if the 
Iliad should be in great measure a translation ? Many of the 
names might lead us to suspect it; such as Ag.amenmon and 
Sai-pedon, which are Oriental ones with dignities prefixed; Aga 
iuid Sha^ which the Greeks and Romans, not possessing the shib¬ 
boleth, could pronounce no otherwise. Thus they uiotc Sapor, 
the same name (with the title preceding it) as Porus, seems 

indeed to liave migrated into Greece among the first Pelasgi, and 
designates in many things what is excellent,—as in dya^og, 
dya-Tjjrog, and several proper names, as Agamcdcs, Agasicles, 
Agatharcides ; but Memnon is not Plellenic.** 

“ Signor Cavaliere, I cannot keep up with you on your Turkish 
liorse,” cried aloud Talcranagh, “ which is better for any business 
than the road. Upon plain ground nearer us, the acutest men 
may La much mistjiken even after long experience. I assure you, 
1 have found grossly inaccurate the first piece of information given 
me by a very cautious old traveller. He mentions the honesty of 
the Savoyards and the thievery of the Italians ; now here have I 
been a fortnight, safe and sound, and have not lost a hair. I had 
not been twenty-four hours in Savoy when they had the meanness 
to steal my hatband. In future I shall be persuaded how illusory 
are sketches of nationtd character.” 

“That^^ a traveller,” said the Cavaliere, **may receive a 
wrong opinion of events and things after even, a deep study of 
them, and with as much knowledge of die world as happens 
to most men, I myself have a proof in my late Uncle Fontebuoni. 
On that marriage, the host fiuit of which was Peter Leopold, he 
was sent into France, to announce the event to the Court of 
Versailles; and aftei- the Revolution, when the Directory wad 
esfciblished, he lesolved to revisit the country of pleasure and 
politeness. He resided there one month only ; long enough, he 

f® From “Do ” to us'’ (20 lines) added in 2nd ed.] 

p® From 'i'hai '* to “general ” (48 Iin»*s) added in znd ed.] 
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protested to me, for any man in his senses. ‘ I have heard the 
same thipg, uncle,’ said 1, ‘and tliat not only politeness is swept 
away, but that the women arc become most indecent and wanton.’ 

* Nephew Puntomichino,* he replied, ‘ in regard to politeness what 
you have heard is indeed too true; but, with all my hatred and 
abhorrence of the j)resent system, I am obliged in conscience to 
declare that the women arc more correct in their morals than they 
were formerly. A heart is to be touched only by a diamond pin ; 
a head is to be turned only by a peruke a la hucrectf worth ten 
louis. A compliment did formerly ; if one knelt, it was uncivil 
not to return the condescension by something as like it as pos¬ 
sible.’ This he said ;it dinner, with his tooth-pick in his fingers, 
wandering and flitting here and there for its quarry over the wold 
of his hard smooth gums. He was in his sixty-ninth or 
seventieth year when he went a second time to Paris, and never 
found out that women arc made continent by our ages more often 
and more efl'ectiially than by their own.” 

“ Well, that never struck me,” said Mr Talcranagh. I was 
here sfcirtled by some musical accents from a sola behind me. 
Puntomichino cried, “ What arc you about, Magnelli?” “ I 
must go,” replied he, “ to the English minister’s. He is com¬ 
posing an opera: he has every note ready, and only wants my 
assistance just to put them in order j whicli I shall have accom¬ 
plished in three weeks by going daily, and taking my dinner and 
supper with him.” 

On this he left the room. “These musicians,” said Pun- 
tomichino, “ are jieople of no ceremony. He entered, as usual, 
without a word, threw himself upon the sofa, sat half an hour, 
and the first we heard of him was the hum of a dozen notes, 

' His observation on parting is very similar to one from a gentle¬ 
man at my nexl-door, a worthy creature, and fond of chess. 
< Why,so much embarrassment, Signor Gozzi?’ ‘It is not 
embarrassment,’ answered he calmly, ‘but reflection. I can 
move my man in a moment; I am only thinking where I may 
put him.’ ‘ Ah! Signor Gozzi,’ said a friend of mine who was 
present, ‘ if ministers of state woujd think about the same thing as 
long, they would dispose of places more wisely than they do in 
general.’ ” 

“ As for systems,” said Mr Talcranagh, come, Signor 
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Cavallcrc, you have wei^jlicd them all. I have not patience to 
talk about them. Conclusions are drawn even from i^dn and 
bones: eyes, noses, teeth,—they will soon come (saving, your 
presence).” 

** I know not wJiat they will come to/’ was the timely reply 
of the Cavaliere ; but 1 can mention as wonderful a fact as the 
sunshine elicited by shillaiahs. My father was a physiognomist, 
and when Lavater first jniblished his work, ‘Now,’ cried he, 
rubbing the palms of his hands together, ‘ men begin to write 
again as tliey should do.’ He insisted that a man’s countenance, 
in ail its chanj^es, indicated ins virtues or vices, his capacities or 
defects, 'i’he teetli, among other parts, were infallible indexes; 
they wcie in the human visage what consonants are in the 
alphabet, the great guides, the [ilain simple narrators. Amid his 
.'pothegms was, ‘ Never trust a man with a twisted tooth.’ In 
fact, of all 1 had ever seen and of all I have ever seen since under 
that c*escription, not one has jnoved worthy of trust. I inquired 
of my fritlier witli submission, whether age or accident might not 
alter the indications. ‘ By no means,’ exclaimed he emphati¬ 
cally j ‘ if the indications are changed, the character is changed. 
God, before he removed the mark, removed the taint.’ He 
observed that, where the teeth turned inward, there is 
warinesjs, selfishness, avarice, inhumanity; where they turn 
outward, there is lasciviousness, prodigality, gaming, gluttony. 
1 then doubted these indications, and imagined that a part 
of the latter was taken up against a priest not indeed in high 
leputation for sobriety or continence, who had offended my 
father in a tender quarter. My father had erected a stile 
for tlie coinenience of bis peasants; but the inscription was 
so prolix,* lie was forced to engiave the conclusion of it 

* Lest an ijT'Vription on a stile .should sui'pas.s the rcatler^s faith, here i* 
one On fl pnncf elu'ti^in^r hut lu- at a Villa^ to the intt*nt, as it says ejosressly, 
that alt men and mtkns iind ajites’^boixXiX know it: “ Honori Ferdinifndi IH. 
Aust.: qui ad vetcreni Etruria: dominationem rudux in hoc Capponians 
gentis pra:torio xv, Kal. Octob. Mueccxiv. tantisper sub.stitit, dum rhedae 
itinoraria: regalis substitiuTefur, qua urbem piincipem inter communes 
phiQsus ft gnutlii lacrimas introiret; herisqiie oh faustitatem eventfts dig- 
nitatemque sibi locoque ab ho.spite tnagno impertitam Ixtitia elatis 
pristinam henevoJentiam rc'mirate allotiuii gratique unimi significatione 
declaravit; Marchio Petrus Roherius Capponiu'. ad meinoriam facti post- 
genitia omnibus traclend.tm,” 
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upon the church-)X)rch. The Latin, as the priest acknowledged, 
was clas^iical; yet he requested it might be removed to our dove¬ 
cote, which was farther off, and not by the side of any roaii. 
The exoteric teeth of the reverend gentleman by some unknown 
accident received a blow, which adjusted them lx*t\veen tJie 
extremes; and my father was avsked, in joke, whether he had a 
better opinion of his spiritual guide since his improvement in 
dentition. * Indeed I have,’ he answered gravely j ‘ for so 
sudden and so great a change, whether brought about by the 
organic mutations of the frame, or by an irresistible stress with 
wliich certain sentiments or sens itions may bear u])on it, must be 
accompanied by new powers, gre.iter or smaller, and by new 
qualities and propensities. Some internal struggle may in 
length of time have produced an eftect not only on the fibres, but 
througli them on the harder jiart of the cxtremitic'S.’ The 
favorable opinion of my father was carried to the priest; who 
lamented (he sjud) no dispensation of Providence by whicli he 
conciliated the better iientiments of so enlightened and cliaritfible 
a man. He was soon a daily visitor at the house ; entered into 
the studies of his liyxcJlency, meditated on his observations, ])raiscd 
them highly, and by degrees had the courage to su|)mit to so 
experienced a master a few remarks of his own. ' He pursued 
them fartlier; anti 1 should blusli to relate, if ail Florence did 
not know it, that iny stepmother, a young l.idy of twenty-four, 
aided him too deeply in his investigations, and confirmed my 
father, although not exactly by working the problem as he would 
have recommended, that an internal struggle may produce an effecr 
not only on the fibres, but through them on the harder part t)i 
the extremities. Then too became it public that another husband 
bad been the holy man’s dentist, in consequence of too close an 
application to siimlar studies in his house.” 

At^^ the end of which cairn narration up started Mr Talcia- 
nagh, and, several times pushing his fingers rapidly through the 
hair over Itis forehead, exclaimed ; “Why! how ! what! do you 
talk in this tone and manner ? Did not you nor your father flay 
the devil alive ? Did not you spigot him, nor singe him ? 

“ I was at school: my father,” said the Cuvalierc, “ took 
his wife to, Siena; proof enough that he resented the injury. In 
our country, as you know, every lady of quality has her cavaliere 
[U From “ At ” to “ exclaimed ” (3 lines) added in 3rd c*d.] 
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serviente. It serves to distinguish the superior order f'*om the 
lower, and belongs to none legitimately excepting th^se who 
by wealth or services have obtained the liberty to stick their knee- 
buckles on their coats with a tag of scarlet. My father, as you 
may suppose, was indignant tli.it a priest out of the gates,— 
ncitlier a canonico nor ma riro di casa^ —should beget his children, 
and asjiire, as he would have done by degrees (for impudence is never 
retrogressive), to conduct his lady to her carriage. I have many 
books in which is the text written with his own hand, * Never 
trust a man with a twisted tooth; ’ but I have searched in vain 
for any such sentence as^ ‘Trust a man with an untwisted otic/ 
His enthusiasm set'nis to Jiave cooled from the time that he found 
a scholar so capable of his place. Another of my father’s 
maxims was, ‘ Open a man’s mouth and look whether his under¬ 
jaw be uneven, with a curvature like a swine’s, which curvature is 
necessarily followed by the teeth ; and, discovering these, you will 
infallibly find him swinish in one way or other; you will find 
him, take my word for it, slothful, or gluttonous, or selfish. I 
have observed few such who were not slothful, and never one who 
was not both selfish and gluttonous/ ‘In the latter case, father,’ 
said T, ‘it will not be necessary 10 open his mouth for him. 1 
may philosophize across the table, finding there all the instruments 
adapted to the process of investigation/ 

It would not demonstrate to you,’ added my father, ‘how 
incorrigible is the nature of such mf n. GoffVido Piccoluomini is 
of the conformation I have described; and his parents, who 
themselves love good living, and w'ho are liberal to excess, 
attempted to divert at a riper age the tendency they were unable 
to conquer in his childhood. Many means were resorted to, and 
failed. He had a cousin at IViugia, an heiress; rich, playful, 
beautiful, and accomplishetl. Several families Verc at variance, 
because the elder son of one had bt't'ti preferred to tfie^elder of 
another, this in the morning, that in the evening; and there were 
only two things in which they agreed,--first, that she was an 
angel of Paradise; secondly, that she was very wrong in not fixing 
her choice. To quiet these animosities, her father, whose health 

First i*d. leads: “lower who aspire to nothing better than the 
liberty,’' fkc.j 

P®From “ Another ** to “ Antonino ’* (132 lint's) added in 2nd ed.] 
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, was declining, resolved to join his brother Guido, the father of 
GofFrido, at the baths of Lucca. Goffrido was beckoning to a 
boy who carried a basket of trout upon his head, when the car¬ 
riage drove up to the door. He stood before it, his eye this 
moment on the trout, tliat moment on his cousin. The bey had 
retreated-a step or two, when he caught him with his right hand 
by the coal, and oj)cned with the left the coach-door. He had 
not seen I.eopoldina since she was a chubby ruddy child, 'fherc 
are blossoms in field and garden, which first are pink, and which 
whiten as they expand: Leopoldina was like one of these. Her 
face alone had retained its plumpness: she was rather pale and 
slender. At sight of Goffrido, who still held the hoy*s skirt, she 
not merely smih-d but laughed; she would however have put her 
hand before her face, for she h.id been educated by a French lady 
of high rank, when she recollected that she must give it to her 
cousin who now held out his. Never had he felt the force of 
admiration to such a degree: his mouth was open; his teeth, 
white as ivory, but unlucky in their curvature, looked like a 

. broken portcullis which would not come down. He actually 
loosed llie lisiier-boy's coat, and almost had forgotten, in the 
midst of his compliments, to desire he would go into tlic house; 
which he did, the first of the party. 

‘“I am incapable of giving such descriptions as would suit a 
novel or romance, and must therefore do injustice to the young 
people. Goffrido is really a fine young man, blooming in health, 

'and addicted to no pleasures but those of the table, which he 
thinks the most solid of ail, and takes especial care shall not be 
the least durable. These however by degrees he divided awhile 
with more visionary and exalted. He filled in no kind of atten¬ 
tion to his fair cousin ; and, when her appetite seemed to flag a 
little, looked out for whatever was choicest at table, presented it 
to her with grace and disinterestedness, and pressed it on her 
attention with recommendations the most anxious, and with solici¬ 
tude the most pathetic. Spring had piissed away, long as it lingers 
in this delightful region, when some moral reflections, I know not 
from which first, induced the fathers to devise a union: and never 
were two children more obedient, If my father wishes it, fiis 
will is mine,” siiid Goffiido. “ Dear sir, you have instructed me 

' in my duty: dispose of your Leopoldina,” was the answer of his 
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cousin. They agreed ro remain together at the batlis until the 
vintage, at which time they must be at Perugia, and the ceremony 
should be performed. It r.ively happened now that either had a 
bad appetite; *and if eitlier liad, the other did not observe it, for 
security had taken jdace ot solicitude, and tenderness had made 
^room for good-humor. '^I'he more ilelicate fruits arc seldom con¬ 
veyed in perf(‘ction uj) thesL mountains; they are generally bruised 
and broken. GoiTrido, observing this, and corroborated in his 
observation by Li'opoldina, rode manfully to Marlia, bouglit a 
basketful of the mt)bt lovely peaches, rolled up each separately in 
several fig-leaves, and retiiined for ilinner. Surely some evil 
genius watches the anti-vestal fire of our lowest concupiscence, 
and renders it inextinguishahle ! Gotirido presented the peaches 
to Lcopoldina, and she took, whether by choice or accident, the 
finest. Her lover, seeing it in her jilate, fixed his heart upon it, 
and staying, “You have taken a bruised one,’* transferred it to his, 
and gave her two othcis. His mother s-iid, laughing, “GofTrldo, 

1 see no bruise, let me look.” He blushed deeply; hi' lost his 
presence of mind; he could not support tlie glance of sui prise , 
which his change of countenance alone had excited in his cousin, 
nor the idea of yielding to so light a temptation : he left the room. 
The old people sat silent; Leojioldin.i was afflicted, for she loved 
him. She too retired soon after; and, being done, began to 
revolve in hei memory her whole accjuaintance with him; and 
this revolving of hers cast uj) many similar things against him. 
P'lnally her thoughts wandered as Kir as Perugia, and dwelt for a 
moment in the chain of ideas on a little boy, who a few years 
liefbre had fought a battle v/ith a stouter, for having taken a jh-MF 
from her and bitten it bi'forc she could catch him. She remem¬ 
bered that, when she would have taken it back and eaten it, her 
champion cried, “No, Signora Lcopoldina, the thief has bitten it; 

I will bring you another instead.” “ Poor Antonino ! sighed 
she, “ what made me think of thee again ?” 

“‘He had not been one of her lovers. How could he have 
beirn ? She was scarcely eleven years old, he only fourteen ; 
beside, he was the son of the parish priest, and, what is more 
scandiilous, the acknowledged son. The father had been 
reproved by his bishop, and threatened with suspension unless he 
denied it publicly. “ My Lord ! ” answered the priest, “ my 
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j^ssions on this one occasion overcame my reason. Tlie mother 
of the fhild, cruelly treated by her family for my transgression, 
sank under the double weiglit of shame and sorrow, ‘ Take my 
poor infant,* cried she : ‘ teach him, O unhappy man, to love 
• God —as well as I thought I did ! * and she expired in my arms. 
I have educated the child to virtue ; the best rejjaration of my 
fault: falsehood, my lord, would be none.** 

“ ‘ !.>eopolditia, on her return to Perugia, walked often on the 
field of battle,—a more important one not only to her but to us, 
if T may ludge by the interest T seem to have excited, than that 
other in the vicinity where Hannibal vanquished the Romans. 
Antonino, she thought, avoided her; she had sometimes seen 
him, and fancied he hail seen her. At last slie was ccitain he 
had ; for while she was fciJking with an old woman she perceived 
the old woman’s eyes to wander from her towai’d the parsonage, 
and heard a window-blind close. She turned round. “Another 
time will do,” said the old woman. “ I must say he had patience 
enough : he has little to give me, but he brings it me himself when 
1 caniu^t walk, or when it rains ; anil he comforts me as much by 
smiling and laughing as aiKitlicr could do by praying.” 

“ ‘ 1 should like to look a little at Leopoldina’s teeth,” added 
my father, ‘ for she is a most singular girl. Would you believe 
it ? she is grown at last as decisive as any in the city : she has 
declined the visits of all her lovers, and has declared to her parents 
that if she ever marries it shall be Antonino.* ” 

"^rhis Conversation is reported in a manner differing from the 
,ic8t. The moaner of us have spoken but seldom. A conversa- 
fion with a young Irishman of good natural abilities (and among 
no race of men are thf)se abilities more general) is like a forest 
walk, in which, while you arc delighted with the healthy fresh air 
and the green unbroken turf, you must stop at every twentieth 
step to ^tricate yourself from a briar. You acknowledge that 
^you have been amused, but that you rest willingly, and that you 
would rather take a walk in another direction on die morrow. 
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Vll. MAUROCORDATO AND COLOCOTR6NI.1 * 

Maurocordaio. Pope ^ Clement the Ninth died of vexation at 
being unable to succor the island of Crete. It is true, die Vene¬ 
tians who v/cre exjiellcd from il were of his church: we are 
separated fiom it only by a syllable. Is there neither pope nor 
king who can step (ner a syllable in our defence r Systematically 
have we been porsecutai, rcgulady have we Iwen abandoned; 
and I know not v/hich despot is most deserving of our abhorrence 
and execration, whether he whose inrolcrabie chains we have 
wrenched and cast away from us, or the colder barbarian the 
most forward to promise and the most able to afl’ord us succor. 
Superseding this picture, and covering it as witli a black crape, lot 
us present anotlier to our coiintiy, worthy to bi' placed on the next 
panel to that which represents the heroic Hofer, the last and 
truest defender of Austria, delivered up by Imt to his murderers. 
No crime of despotism, however enormous, is without a parallel. 
When we fancy we have j cached fhtit point of congelation above 
which it is im|>ossibJe to breathe, wc set^ another such hanging 
with all its honors over our heads. 

p Maurocordati), one of the leaders of the Greeks during the earlier part 
of tlieir revolt, wa*. a Plianarist by birrh, descended from a Greek family 
who had ruled in Wallacbia as Ilospodav'^. He was “ surnior to all his 
rivals in knowledge and breadth of view, Imt wanting in the faculty of 
action required by the times.”—FyHe, ii.. p. 289, He was one of the 
heroic garris(»n, wiio held out in Missolonghi against tlie Turks. Colco>, 
trones, in thi.s dialogue, is probably Gennaios Colcotrone.s, the son of 
Theodore Kolotrones, and a less important person than his fatlier. He 
won his name Gennaios at 'I'ripolitr.a, when only hcventeen years old. 
See the introduction to the ‘‘ Autobiography of Kolotrones,” 

by Mrs Edmonds, v,hen' details as to the various leaders lyi the Greeks 
are given, 'i'he story that Hofer was sut rendered to the French by the 
Austrian Government, wa-, used by Landor in a Conversation already 
printed. See Vol. ii., p. 280. Landor heard it from Southey. See 
Southey’s ‘‘Life,” vol. iv., p. €i. There i«. however, no- historical foun^ 
dation for the .story. The Englishman mentioned in the Conversation 
is Landor himself. (Imag. Convers., ii., 1824. ii., iSi6. Works, i., 
1846, Works, V., 1876.)) 

*'ihe elder; the younger wa-. less faithful to his wiuntry. 

[®From “ Pope ” to “ heads " (18 lines] added in 2nd ed.J 
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The cPilm, inteJJigcnt, and virtuous Giannone, a century ago 
.edited hLs el.iborato and faithful History ofNapiis^ in which a few 
among ine usurpations anti frauds of the Popedom were exposed. 
Inquisitors anil assassins were employed against him ; and he was 
forced to abandon his profession of advocate, to leave his family, 
his friends, his country, and to seek protection where lately Holer 
first and vainly sought it, in Vienna, The friendshiji of Prince 
Eugene could not defend him against the malice of the pope, 
working on the pusill.miinity of the emperor. He was driven 
from Austria, and took refuge in Venice. Here .ilso was a 
’ kind of Inquisition. Giannone was seized by night, and war 
cast before siiniise on the shores of the jiapai territory. He found 
means, however, of esc.’.ping to (^(‘ueva. After a residence of 
several months in that city, lie was invited by an cmiss.iry of 
the Sardinian king, to a villa on the opposite side of the lake ; 
here he w.is aricsted. For \liHlii\iting the privileges of the 
king against tin* j)re'.ensiotis of tlie poj)e his icward was a strict 
and solitary coi ilnement, Hist in a fottress of Savoy, then in the 
citfide! of Turin ; where, after twelve years of imprisonment, he 


died. 

Coloiotruni. Say no more of the de.id. 'l^he curses of good 
men are barren in our days, whatever they were formerly, and 
wither the heart they rise from, not the hcail they tali on. Why 
revert to Giannone? Why to l"lofjT: is not Rhigas nearer? 

Mmrocordaio, Yes, Rhigas,* we know, was bom at Veles- 
tinos in Thessaly, about the year 1753. He was the primary 
mover in our glorious cause since the power of tiie Venetians was 
broken by the common enemy. Enriched by commerce, he left 
it early; and, collecting abtnit him tlie few litcraiy men * whom 
our unfoitLin.ue nation at that time produced, went to Vienna and 
. edited a journal, ^lis inolleivsive manners, his charity, his liber¬ 
ality, conciliated the hearts of all. 'i'hc Government felt and 
acknowledged the utility of his labors: its new subjects were 
better disposed toward it, and others were more ready to become 


P From “'rhe to “ Yes ” (35 lines) added in 3rd eiL'j 
[* From “ RhigiV'ito return ’’ (60 lines) added in and ed.] 

* Zabira, a (ireek of Sialista, Is reported to have left behind him a 
catalogue and biography of the C*reek writers since the capture of Con^ 
stantinople: he died in the year 1804. 
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tso. Above all, the Servians, then under Paswan Oglo-i, read 
with avidity the evangile of their freedom, I’he divan Con¬ 
stantinople was informed of it; .1 demand was made that Rhigas 
be delivered up, and was at once acceded to. He ami eig it of 
bis friends were seized by the police of Vienna, chained, thrown 
into a boat on the Danube, and committed to a Turkish guard. 

In vain was tlu' torture iriiiicted on them to extort the names 
of their accomplices. At the sight of Widdin, “O strong and 
Ijeauteous city ! ’’ cried Rhigas, “ residence ot a wis(' and valiant 
prince! never hast thou seen him abandoning his defenders, nor 
intimidat('d by an enemy, far or near,’’ The animated tone, the 
look of exultation in our protomartyr of resuscitated frectlom, was 
the signal of death to his countumen and himself. Apprehensive 
that it denoted the proximity of a lescuc, the captain of the guard 
ordered the larger stones in the ballast to be fastened aiwut their 
necks. During this operation tltey sang the Hymn of Liberty 
which Rhigas comjiosed, and, when they had begun the louder 
chorus, were cast into the river. 

Cohrofroni 0 Rhigas ! wlio among the blessed sits nearer to 
thy God than thou ? Heai me! look down on our country! 
the eyes of eveiy angel will iollow thine, and weep at its abandon¬ 
ment by the Christian princes. 

Can no apjieal be made to humanity by learning ? 

Mauroiorilalo. In Austria no books are read but cookery- 
books, missals, and lives of the saints. Russia contains only one 
man of erudition, the archimandrite Hyacinthos, who has collected 
and translated the mosr valuable poitum of Chinese literature. 
On suspicion of being a thinker, he has been banished to Arch¬ 
angel, and is dying by an affection of the lungs. 

Coiocotroni. Jn France, in England, is there none who will 
speak aloud for us ? ^ 

Mauroturdalo. Tlic literary men of France have ^ censor 
over them: upon which some have become* missionaries and 
Jesuits, and some Mahometans; others wiite odes on the triumphs 
of the Due d*Angoul6nic, and on the Trocadero in the nurecTy of 
tbc Duchess de IVni. 1 England has party-men in profusion. If 
a solitary sedaU; republican should rise up in that country, they 
would unite and tear him to j'ieces; just as the beggars of two . 
stieets against a stranger at the corner wlio (they suspect) may beg ' 
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Colocotroni The English have no need of a republic, none of 
their habits or imaginarions resting on it, and enjoying as they do 
what liberty iliey desire. Yet 1 cannot see why, when I myself 
am shaven, 1 should break tlie razor, or hinder the use of one in 
those who want it; as they do in regaid to freedom, from an 
imperfect and erroneous calculation in the ledger-book. Nearly 
all the writers may indeed be hired by the Government, and the 
few of them who are not hired may live in expectancy of place and 
profit; yet the public is much inte^rested in our cause, and has tome 
tow.iril us that liberality for which nothing short of eternal 
gratitude can be an adequate return, 

Maurocordato, (yeneral, I have received from an English¬ 
man, who resides at F lorence, a military ma]) of Greece, in 
which all those places are. accurately marked where great 
battles have been fought, and to wliicli a tojiographical de¬ 
scription is addetl, wherever it was to be found either in ancient 
historians or modem traviHers, 


Colocofroni- The ancii'nts, who excelled us in most things of 
impommcc, excelled us princijjally in the variety of expedients 
for attack and defence. Every great general was a great inventor. 
Within the memory of man, I believe, not a stratagem lias b(.*en 
thought of by any in Europe, hi it old or new, original or bor¬ 
rowed. Campaigns are feumed as much by a receijrt as custards, 
and sieges as chi'csecakes. T know the .better part of Greece 
perfectly, and only wish your 1 English friend could devise the 
means for me of bringing my enemy where beaten enemies were 
brought formerly. 

The Greeks have performed, in the last three years, as many 
arduous actions as their ancestors ever performed within the same 


period, and have evinced a constancy such as they have never 
exhibited since t!ic days of Pericles. I'he British force is com¬ 


posed three nations, each striving for precedency in valor, 
rlence whenever a large body of troops is assembled there must 
be a portion of each, and vigor is exerted by all; but when smaller 


detachments of one nation are sent out on what they call diver¬ 
sions, wc generally find them fail, there being no such spirit of 


rivalry and emulation. It cannot be dissembled that the victories 


of the English, in the last fifty years, have been gained by the 
high courage and steady discipline of the soldier; and the most 
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remarkable, where the prudence and skill of the commander were' 
altogether wanting. Plac(' any distinguished gcnei-.d <>j' theirs 
where Murillo was placed in America, Mina in Spain, a.nd then 
inform me what are your ho])es, and whether you exjiect from 
him the sani(‘ activity and the same expedients. Whatever is 
done by the Itnglish is done by open force, to which nothing is 
precursory or subsidiary. Our enemies the '"i’urks arc somewdwt 
of this character. Now I Liy it down as a maxim, that the 
weaker of two powers at variance should never employ the same 
weapons as the stronger: when it cr.nnot find belter, at least it 
should look for what are different and unexjK'cted. If we Greeks 
at present form our regiments on tlie model of the liinglish, we shall 
lose half our strc'ngth. I 3 y good foitane, our troops are composed 
of men united by blood <jr neighbourhood, and partly put into 
motion by the spint of love and concord, jiartly by emulation ; 
for the dideivui regions of Greece, you know, are just as much 
rivals now as they were anciently. In no other part of luirojH? 
is there in tJie militiiry establishments the least consideration of 
moral force ; vices and virtiu'sare ecjuaily comjiressed : men are filed 
and packett'i! like pins and tu'edles, according to their length,— 
an inch in stature divides two brothers, tvm friends, two rivals in 
the affections of the same mistress, leaving room for the union 
of the bra>'e man and tlic coward. Nothing that is ridiculous, 
absurd, injurious, or otfensive is omitted in the modern practice; 
and if your ICnglish commentator draws his conclusions from it, 
and recommends it to our imitation, we have only to thank, him 
for his kind intent. 

Greece has much to do, much not to <Io. Gotl, who hath 
restored her miraculously to her entliusiastic and vigorous youth, 
will guide and protect her in it; and will ojpen^by degrees before 
her all the sources of knowledge, and .ill the means of improve¬ 
ment and prosperity. « 

MaurQcorihito. I’bi paper t hold in my hand recommends 
the thing on which you particularly insist,—tlie diversity of 
weapon ; nor does tlie author quote an English authority, but the 
authority of .an American, who suggested it to his country when 
she was about to cont(*nd with ;» military force to which hers was 
disproportionate botli in numbers and in discipline. 
interest,” says my corespondent, ** 1 feel and have always felt in ' 
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the fortune of those who struggle to free, persuades me to 
submit ^nic reflections, perhaps not unim})orLant, to your country. 
If they were entiiely my own,” adds he, “ I might hesitate more 
to offer them, although of late years I have studied these matters 
with some attention, and have examined them with some industry. 
Franklin proposed to the consideration of the Anglo-Americans, 
whether the bow be not a more effectual weapon tlian the musket. 
Its lightness, the eas(‘ with which it may be kept dry, with which 
it may be concealed and recovered, witli which it may be loaded and 
discharged, with which it may be preserved in order or replaced, 
are not its only advantages. 

“ i^atriotic as are the Greeks, there are many who, on re¬ 
ceiving a musket from the Government, would be induced 
to retuin honu', that they might rather employ it at the chase 
than in battle. 'I’he bow, at least in tlie beginning, would 
not serve the purpose, would m.'ver hold forth such an induce¬ 
ment, and nobody would buy it if offered for sale. When 
munition is exhausted in tl'.e villages and in the mountains 
(where we fight most fiequently), the soldier can find no more, 
and is no longer a soldier for sonic days; while every wood and 
thicket, every house and shed, ])roducc8 the material of arrows. 
Youths, from their tender age O)’ from their idle habits, incapable 
of carrying heavy aims would cany a bow, it being no impedi¬ 
ment either in attack or flight; and, if tlitown away, it is little 
loss to tiiem, and no advantage to the enemy. 

“The fidvice of Franklin was not rejected because it was 
irrational or reprehensible, but because tlic Anglo-Americans 
were nearly all well exercised in tJie management of fire-arms, 
and because they found in the cities a superabundance of powder 
and shot. Far ^different in Greece: the choice is yet to be 
made; and you will surely, make it,” says our friend, “ of that 
materijti which is at once the most plentiful and the most easy to 
work; that in which the exercise is the least laborious, and the 
attainment of skill the least difficult. Suppose two kinds of 
anns, or, if you please, two kinds of tactics, equally good ; if 
either of these be unexpected by the enemy, that is preferable. 
Even the worst, tlie first time it is practised, will give the 
advantage to those who employ it, unless its defects be too 
<i\ndent 
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** The ancients,” he tliinks with you, “ reasoned much more 
and much better on this business than the moderns; and they 
always used a j;re:it diversity oi' weapons in the same army, the 
advantage of wiiich is demonstrated by Folard in his commentary 
on Polybius. 

“The arrow acts in three manners,—rectilincarly, curviline¬ 
arly, and peqjendif’ularlv; the musket-ball in one only, the 
rectilinear. Twelve arrows are discharged before the musket 
can be discharged the third time, even suj)posing that it is always 
clean, and that it never misses fire. The musket without 
bayonet (as arc many of ours) is very inconvenient; for we 
must often draw the sword, and then what becomes of it ? while 
tlic bow, thrown in a moment across the shoulder, leaves the 
right hand at liberty, and the body unencumbered, for the other 
ways of defence or of attack. 

“The Turks fight in close array, so that every arrow strikes 
either man or horse; and it is remarkable that a moderate punc¬ 
ture makes the horse intractable, while to a severe musket-shot 
he often seems for a time insensilile. The report of fire-arms by 
night or in ambuscade betrays the soldiei ; the arrow not. Even 
by day it sometimes is expedient that death conic veiled. The lock 
of lirc-arms is the most important part of them, and is the most 
liable to injury from a blow, from a fiill, or from service. The 
musket is comjioscd of many parts, each subject to be detached or 
loosened, some to be lost, as the rod and the Hint; and the loss 
may not be perceived until it is fatal. 

“ If any considerabli* body of archers, well supported, drew 
upon an unprepared enemy (and all at this day are so) they 
would gain, if not the battle, the advantiige. No fire could 
produce such destruction, such confusion, or leave effects so 
immediately visible, so generally appalling. * 

“ He who carries a bow instead of a musket may also cany 
provisions for five entire days; an incalculable advantage in a 
country laid waste c>u eveiy side, and which will enable him 
in most situations to choose and change his encampment as he 
pleases. When a foot-soldier thus armed has taken the horse 
of an enemy, he may mount and use him, should circumstances 
require it; which he could not do with musket and bayonet, 
even in case of necessity. 
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“The bow has no need of cleaning ; the musket has need of 
it eveiy day ; and after a march or an engagement, when it may 
want it most, the soldier feels little inclination to this surcharge 
of labor, and often has not tow, sometimes not water (as ours 
experienced on the mountains last summer, when even in the 
plains tliere was barely a sufficiency to quench their thirst). 
By the lightness of this weapon, and the little danger there is of 
its sounding loud in striking against any thing, munition-wagons 
and stores may be set on lire, applying to the arrow inflammable 
' substances. 

“Tile Turks are still masters of cities and fortresses which 
you must take. No nation defends a place so obstinately 
and courageously as they do ; and you have some which they 
will soon attack. Here the bow is greatly a bL.*tter weapon 
than the musket. For, in the hurry of firing on those who 
mount to the assault, few balls are well rammed ; hcncc they 
fall out or fall inofTensivcly ; and nothing is more difficult 
than to hit a man, aiming at him perpendicularly. The arrow 
on this occasion would seldom miss. You* may have reason 
then to be glad that they no longer use the bow, in which 
formerly lay their strength.*’ 

Colocoironu These observations are worth attention. What 
have you beside ? 

Maurocordato. The observations on defensive armor are 
original and important, “ Even so late as the reign of L-ouis 
XIV. the officer wore it. In the battle of Waterloo,—more 
glorious to the victor than any since that of Leuctra, if perhaps 
you except four others won by the same nation, at Cressy, at 
Agincourt, at Poitiers, and at Blenlieim,—three regiments of 
light cavalry in succession were ordered to attack the French 
cuirassiers. Erlt'h made several charges, and lost the greater ]);!rt 
of its men in killed or wounded.® If,” adds my correspondent, 
“ these English regiments had been defended by the armor J am 
about to propose for yours, they would have lost much fewer, 
and, although no troops are braver, more expert, or better dis- 

P From “ You ” to “ strength ” (z lines) added in and ed."] 

P First ed. reads: “wounded. This, continues my autJior, belongs to 
history, and shall find its place there together with tJte inquiries and 
reflections it excites—an imprudence unexampled. If,” &c.] 
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ciplined than the French cuirassiers, would probably have re- , 
pulsed them ; for the English horses were fresher, nojf having 
surmounted such acclivities, nor having toiled vso long over a 
a deep tenacious clay. 

“ Sui>[)ose it possible to discover a substance on which the ‘ 
seasons have little or no elfect; which resists heat, cold, moisture: 
iron doc*8 not. Suppose il possible to discover a substance which’ 
leaves every limb its elasticity, its full play and action; iron does 
not. Suppose it possible to discover a substance in which the 
soldier, if necessary, may slccj): in iron he cannot.’^ 

In fact, General, he recommends the use of cork armor; 
the usual thickness of which material is sufficient to resist 
the bayonet, and whicli a niusket-ball will rarely jienctrate. 

“ By employing this, the soldier who cannot swim has all the 
advantages of him who can ; he may be knocked tlown in it, 
but he will not be killed nor badly wounded; seldom will a 
particle of it enter the flesh, and in case it should, no sub¬ 
stance whatever is so easily extracted; nor will there ever 
be tliose contusions which arc often moitil in the head, for 
although the sabre does not })enetrate the metal, it indents 
it so deeply as to ])ioduce the «<ime effect. Wc have expen- 
cnced the dizziness that the helmet occasions in a few hours 
of exertion; this destroys both activity and sticngth. Nothing 
is so cool to the head as cork, or presents so equal and wholi> 
some a temperature in all seasons. Its additional weight is 
imperceptible to the horw ; nor is the dismounted soldier lost, as 
the steel-cased cuirassier is. This armor is cheap and durable j 
it occuj)ieH no time in cleaning, none in putting on; every one 
can mend or replace it.” 

Some of the other jjrojectvS must be l(*ft to^thc discretion of 
our Government; they are j>oJitical rather than military ; they 
are calculated to act instantaneously and effectually, twtd the 
author says of them, “ I’here are circumstances in which 
Themistocles sliould be heard before Aristides, and indeed 
without him.” 

He recommends that the Acro-corinthos, and some other 
positions, should be flanked with strong Martello towers, and 
gives an account of an English ship of seventy-four guns 
utterly mined oft Corsica by such a tower, mounting one only. 
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Here is also a pro]ios;jl to construct, oi' rather to employ (for 
we have them in many of oiir ports), gunboats similar to those 
used by the Russians in tlio b.ittle of Tchesme. 

Coloroironi. I hope we are not yet reduced to imitate tlie 
Russians in any thing. The least inventive of the hunirm race, 
and the most hostih* to inventions and improvements, can hardly 
be presented to Greeks for a model by one who appears well 
acquainted with our Itisiory, wit.h our capacities, and with our 
wants. 

Maurocordalu. ffe informs me that the invention of this is 
duo to his countryman and friend, Genera! Bentham, a man 
equally tlistinguished for courage, humanity, and science.^ 

Colorofrofii, I know almost as little of h'nglisli inventors as 
the I'miperor of Tuikcy, or Morocco, or Austria- War is my 
pursuit; coni(‘ to the point; let me see his jiroject. I may 
recommend it; for the wisest men and most useful things want 
recommendation, and tlie tongue of the fool is often requisite to 
the inventions of the wise. 

Mnurorordatfu Gencia! Bentham commanded tlie naval arma¬ 
ment of Russia at the battle of '^I'chcsme, under (where princes 
are entrusted with command this word usually means rmer) Prince 
Potemkin. Gunboats had always been built solidly, with strong 
traverses, to prevent the recoil of the gun. Hence, after every life 
the motion of the vessel was so violent and of so long continuance 
that the discharges were intermitted and uncertain. One would 
imagine that little experience was requisite to demonstrate how, 
leaving the cannon to its recoil and the vessel to its own action 
upon the water, no violent shock could be given, and how the 
succeeding charges would be more rapid and more easily direcretl. 
Instead of the old gunboat, constructed at much expense and soon 
ruined, he placed heavy cannon upon batks deemed before incap¬ 
able yf bearing them ; but it was soon apparent that, on still 
water, they were adequate to destroy the most forniiiliible ships of 
the line. The gcnenil showed the troops and mariners that the 
water itself gives tlie proper degree lioth of recession and of resist¬ 
ance, without danger to the gunner or detriment to the boat. 
The advantages of the invention are these : that the boats, if they 

First cd. reads: “ science,and whose brother I h.ave heard represented 
as the only true philosophei of his nation since Locke. CoUeotram,''' &r .1 
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are to be built, do not cost a fifth of tlie others; that worse 
timber and a smaller quantity of it will serve ; and tliat njcrchant- 
ships taken from the enemy may be converted into them. 

Coheoironu Do the blnglish use them constantly ? for in tliese 
matters they have more authority with me than in otlicrs. 

Maurocordato, I'hcy ilo not; because they have no need of 
gunboats on their coasts, commanding, as they do, the ocean j 
because, too, their seas are tempestuous, and their expeditions for 
the greater part distant; and because they are reluctant that their 
enemies should acquire from tlicm the benefit of an invention, by 
which they tliemselves could not profit in the same degree. The 
small gunboat not presenting a broadside to an enemy, the Turk, 
the worst of gunners, would hardly ever strike it; while it would 
rarely miss him, and would never fail to discourage where it might 
not disable. 

My correspondent is urgent that every mariner and soldier on 
board should be armed witli a bow, and with a longer and heavier 
pike than any in common use. Recun tng to actions by land, 
he obsc'rves that the Icngtli of the pike gave the victory to the 
Greeks in the first battle against Xerx<’s, when the Immortals of 
that autocrat wcie lepulsed by the L:iced:emonians, according to 
Herodotus, from this cause only. I’lie bow is recommended at 
sea more earnestly, and in our gunboats and small boats most 
particularly, from the necessity of loading them lightly. 

Colocotronu Siroulti any of these suggestions be introduced, it 
must be done suddenly, secretly, and diffusively. 

Maurocordaia, The }>olitic;il reflections of my conespondent 
will be tlie subject of some future consideration. To obuin our 
indejjcndence, he would propose to the Tuik the same annual 
subsidy “as conies into the treasury at present,” which is little 
more than a fifth of what is levied; he would engage that we 
should admit into our ports no vessel of a potentate at wjar with 
1 ‘urkey, and that we should sign no treaty of alliance with any 
one upon her confines; he would consent that the Greeks in 
Asia and other parts should be united in the territory bounded 
on the north by Olympus and the Ceraunians, on the east by the 
^gtean Sea, and including Crete. Property should be exchanged 
by Turkish and Greek Commissioners, aided by the consuls of 
France, England, and Sweden, and the contract should be carried 
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into execution in three years. He informs me that many Chris¬ 
tian an<^ Jewish families have records of places in Crete, where 
the treasures of houses, of churches, and of monasteries were de- 
•posited on its subjugation. Turkey does not derive one hundred 
and eighty thousand zccchins annually from the conquest. She 
would readily compromise in a few years, probably on the break¬ 
ing out of the first war, for the tax stipulated, and accept ten or 
. twelve years’ purchase. Indeed, on her expressing any doubt of 
security of our faith, we might offer as much with no fear of a 
refusal, and could obtain it by a. loan from England. So moderate 
a debt would lather be a bond to unite us than a burden. 

Cvlacotrrm'u A society of Englishmen no IcvSS patriotic has 
kindly sent to me three humlix’d Bibles, in readiness for the Jiext 
campaign, with an exhortation to prohibit dancing in private 
houses, unless among persons of a certain age and rank; a remon¬ 
strance against what is usual at the corners of streets, or lanes, 
or stiible-doors; and a form of prayer to he offered up in our 
churches.*^ Instead of this, oui patriarch may be requested to 
insert in the Litany a petition to the Almighty, that in tiic bowels 
of his compassion it may please him to retain in the goverament of 
the Seven Isles hi»s Exccllencv Sii Thomas Maitland, so that the 

■r ' 

people shall never cease to sigh for union with us; and that like¬ 
wise in his iniinite mercy he may remove all impediment to his 
Excellency by removing for ever Lord Guildford, in whose 
presence learning would almost forget her losses, and dismembered 
Greece lier sufferings. 

Maurocordaio* Yes,^ Greece shall arise again, like Ulysses 
from under the wand of Pallas, when his wrinkles were smoothened 
and his tattered garment cast away from him. 

Colocotroni. Nevertheless, whatever arms she takes up, she 
may look forwai^i to years of agony, and to more enemies than 
the Tiyk. All the old governments in Euro^x* will attempt to 
increase our difficulties, and, when they have augmented them to 
the utmost in their power, will point them out as the natural fruits 
of insubordination,—for such they call resistance, which is ilie 
more ciiminal in their eyes, the longer and the more patiently you 

P First ed. reads: “churches. Mwoconhto. Instead,’'&c.] 
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have home oppression. H.i}ipi)y we have no ally : wc have an 
opprcssor the less. If Sp;iin or Poruignl had any* that ally 
would model the ado))ted form of government; in other words, 
would change the I'e.duies without diminishing t|ie weight of 
slavery. Provi<lencc, 1 trust, will favor our exertions : I would 
propose tiicn to leave a wide* jjpace between us and the dominions 
of a government more aystemaricany and more degmdcdly tyranni¬ 
cal. Indignant as we justly are at the unworthy treatment wc 
have receiveil, and conscious as wc cannot but be that we are the 
undegenerate descendants of a peo]dc which never since the 
foundation of the world.hath beheld a rival in glory, we must 
acknowledge that no concjui'ror is milder than the Turkish, no 
religion more tolerant, no judge more dispassionate, no law more 
equitable. 

ALmrocordato.^^ But many countries, once Grecian, lie deso¬ 
late : Crete can hardly discover the traces of five amid her 
hundred cities. True, islands, which when free :nv the hajipiest 
of countries, ;iic the most miserable when they are subjected. 
For the subjection endured under modern governments is hir dif¬ 
ferent in its effects from that endured under our ancestors and the 
Romans. Towns, harbors, and marts ro^e upon it. Be my 
witnesses on one side Cyprus, Lesbos, Chios, and ye starry liost 
of Cyclades! stand on the other Sicily, Sardinia, Ireland, with 
your herds of mendicants, your hands of robbers, youi pestiferous 
marshes, and your deserted jiorls! What countries are naturally 
more fertile ; what more wretched ? Wild theories have no 
rendered them so; yet the only mischiefs to be extirpated are 
wild theories. 'I’he towns of the Valtellina undoi the protection 
of Switzerland, the cities of Ragusa and Geno.i and Venice, had 
enjoyed a long prosperity, all several hundred years, some above a 
thousand; and one had arrived by its prudence add industry at an 
age which appeared forbidden to human institutions, when suddenly 
a sage, UK) autocratical to be taught any thing by sages of another 
class, draws around his slioulders a cat’s-skin hung with saints, and 
is informed, as he swallows his morning draught of brandy, that 
if they really were happy they were happy from wild theories, and 
must be corrected. Let us, O Colocotroni, cast our eyes a 

nu»( Mauroumlait, ” addfil in 3rd ed.j 
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Jittle way into the wUds of these theories; no such wilds as 
Siberia can open to us, nor the Ukraine, nor the Chersonese, nor the 
plains o&Hun;;ary, nor the Campania of the Popes and Bourbons, 
each by nature so feitile, each by despotism so corroded and ex¬ 
hausted ; but such •wilds as our Attica and our Thessaly and our 
Boeotia once rejoiced in,—wilds of equality, wilds where the 
heart of man in full expansion heaved high and freely through the 
course of ages, where the human form possessed such dignity as 
none other than a native of this country could re])rcsent or could 
imagine. Wild theories, that unite men in justice and amity! 
Wild theories, that gave birth and nurture to every art and every 
science ; tliat even taught reason and humanity to tlie despot who 
lashed the sea ! 

Solon ! Aristides I lipaminondas I Phocion ! ye are authors 
and abbettors oF wild theories. Wlio in tiic* world, O Demos¬ 
thenes, would listen to thy calumnious tongue against Philip? 

^Aisc^lus ! we deemed thee generous, heroic, self-devoted as thy 
own Prometheus; thy blood we thought flowed for thy country, 
for civilization, for enlightened .nid free mankind. It flowed for 
wild theories! O Sophocles! O Euripides ! what lessons have 
you given us ? Wild theories I 

And yet, sir (for scorn must have its period), if we use our 
memories and reject our reason, which autocrats wouKI tell us wc 
arc bound to do,—as for national power, which many look chiefly 
to, as for national defence, which interests all, Rome existed 
in a slate of infancy under her kings, of maturity under 
her consuls, of decrepitude and decay under her emperors. 
People are disposed to acknowledge that a monarch is more 
prompt in giving liis oulers for invasion and annoyance, and that 
he can commence hostilities with greater seclecy, and conduct 
them with greater^dccision. Glorious jirerogative I There must 
then be some strangely countervailing disadvantage in the form 
and striftturc of his government; for never since the creation of 
the world was there an instance of a monarchy concjuerlng a 
republic where the ]>eo])le were equally numerous, or within a 
thir^d; while republics in all ages have conquered many kingdoms, 

[ 1 ® From •* Who to “ Philip ” added in 3rd ed.; from “ ^sch}lus ” 
to “ where *' (27 lines^ added in ind ed.] 
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of which the pojjuJation was the double and even the triple of 
theirs. 

Monarchy has ail her Wood in tlie head ; she looks'- healthy , 
to those who see health in flushed faces, and strong to tl'.ose who, 
look for strength in swollen limbs. Strange deception! if indeed 
any thing is strange where all principles arc perverted; where 
what, is best must not be; where what is worst must be; 
where tyranny alone has rights, and usurpation alone has 
privileges. 

Colorotroni,^^ “ You shall enchain Poland; you shall do with 
Italy and Illyria what you ])Iease ; you sliall dismember free and 
hajipy Saxony,” 

“ What! no more, my brothers ? ” 

“ Wait a little, our brother, wait a little ! Wait, our brother, 
four years at farthcdt; tlicn advance; you will be hailed as a 
deliverer from within and from without. His most Christian 
Majesty is anxious to recover tlie influence of his family in Spain ; 
the English, who waged wai to prevent it from having any, arc 
not in a condition to inteq)Ose an impediment; and the ministers 
arc more interested in suppressing the growth of constitutions than 
in maintaining the dignity of the throne.” 

Emperor of Russia has had the address, by the Con¬ 
gress of Verona, to involve the States- of Europe in confusion; 
and within a yeai' or two he will be able to execute his project on 
the side of Turkt y, having first broken die sinew's of Persia by 
pushing her on precipitately. Greece meanwhile will he prostrate ’ 
before her, ready and perhaps not unwilling to be bound by her, 
blinded as she is by feebleness. 

Maurocardiitfj, The other great Poweis have dechned on 
many occasions their lesolution to set limits to the aggression of 
the Czar. * 

Colocotroui. Austria hath demonstrated that her sympathies 
are stronger with desjKitism than with us, or even thdn with 
Christianity. Her ships, both of commerce and of war, liave 
repeatedly brought succor to the Turks, blockaded and besieged, 
liven the most Christian King hath conveyed in his navy the 
money sent by the Pasha of ligyjJt for die pay of his troops in 

ns a Cdofotroai'' adtU'd in jrd ed.] 
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the Peloponnesc. The military liirelings, who were the readiest 
instruments of Bonaparte’s tyranny, are become the stirrup-holders 
(and intfeed may without shame) of this ambitious satrap, who, 
barbarian as he is, is a soldier of more firmness and valor, a prince 
of more magnanimity and dignity, a politician of more clear¬ 
sightedness and conduct. If the French ministry has engaged 
tliem in such a service, it has acted with wisdom, and may 
triumphantly cry out to the factions, See, what a detestable 
gang of rogues and vagabonds are not only those who long ago 
betrayed you, but those also in whom you still place your trust.” 

Maurocordato. The Amaranthe,” a French vessel of the 
royal navy, acted in the service of the Egyptians both before 
Rhodes and against Crete. But if the report be true tliat 
Cochrane is about to take a command in our defence, we may 
confidently liope that he will destroy any force the French govern¬ 
ment may appoint to act against us. The same blow will dissipate 
the Turks, and disunite the body of the Holy Alliance. 

Colocotroni. Indeed it is time; unless the lowest in civiliza¬ 
tion are to supplant the highest. 

Maurnrordato. In the animal world the insects have the 
largest empire, in the political the Russians. Their dominion 
extends over a space equal to a third of the ohi worhl, and seven 
times larger than the nearest planet. The subjects are educated 
in blind .submission ; and about two millions are soldiers, or may 
becomtj^so, without any loss to agriculture. ' Is there no danger 
to liuJ^pe from so enormous a power, put into motion and 
directed by ministers who mostly have been raised from obscurity 
or from indigence, who have abjured their own countries, and 
must flourish on the decomposition of others? Lately, a vast 
portion of NortJi America has been claimed by tlie Autocmt from 
.the United SfcitJB, Mexico, and England; beginning at the 
thirty-first and extending to the sixtieth degree: enough of itself 
to constitute three enrjrires. 

Sriidocoirom. If Russia should protect us—which God forbid ! 
—srai. \viil break our bones by the weight of her wing ; and other 
nations will fight over us, not for us. The people of England 
are zealouvS in our cause; but England is the only country in the 
world where the ministers are chosen from their dissimilitude to 
the people. I never think of them without the idea of the bear 
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ridden by the monkey,—the stiong by the weak, the gi-ave by tfie i*'' 
pert, the quiet by the mischievous. Since the time of Jhtt die ' '■ 
First (in tin’s manner will politicians teach historians write) ■„ 
she has been governed, with hardly an interval, by iho most 
inordinate and desperate ganiestt'rs that ever her subscription- 
houses drove penniless downstairs. 

Maurocnrthilo. There is an axiom, that the best if c<nrupted ^ 
is the worst. it grieves me to think of Itngland, once the 
favorite of Liberty, and sitting in light alone. All the French, > 
however, cannot have lost entirely that spirit with which twenty 
millions WL*ne animated lately. 

Coiorotroniy'* His most Christian Majesty is said in the 
Chamber of Deputies to lx? “ destined by Providence to close 
the abyss of revolution.’’ He may perhaps close that abyss (as 
he would any other^ by falling into it. 

Maurocordato. The saints of the Holy Alliance punish with 
imprisonment and poverty those who write against the Christian 
religion, while they themselves act against it openly, and assist in 
crushing its defenders,—men descended from those who fust 
received it among the Gentiles. Not only the Catholic princes, 
professing the most intolerant, the most rapacious, and the most 
insolent of superstitions, but the potent and sole protector of the 
Greek Church abandons it to the lust of the Mussulman. I 
dare not call this pusillanimity, still less dare 1 call it perfidious¬ 
ness, baseness, infamy; but I may lawfully ask whether any 
prince, in modern days or ancient, has been guilty of a greatfir. 

For in my zeal in favor of royalty, always amiable, always 
august, and in our times more than c;er, I would fondly hope 
that none has comniit^^ed any tiling beyond a peccadillo, and that 
in political computation even this is nothing worse. Diocletian, 
and the other Roman emperors who persL‘cul»?d the Christians, 
did less than was done by their successors from pulpits and 
convents,—monks and priests, who took upon thcmsJlvcs the 
ridiculous title of pope. Religion was to he totally changed in 
the State by the Christians, and this change the civil power 
always prevents; but tlie popes, as these usurpers called themselves, 
were under no apprehension that the new religion should itself be 

Coktotroai'' addoil in 3rd ed. Four lint-s below, Maurocordata'* 
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Sidjvertcd, for it is one of their tenets that it never shall be; their 
only fear was that they should lose a portion of their power by the 
rejection of absurdities, and a portion of their wcidtli by the 
reduction of ceremonies to tlie simplicity and paucity of the 
original institution. These however, popes or pagans, are not so 
censurable as those princes whose power and riches are in no 
danger on any side, and who by seceding from the cause ol 
humanity, which we vindicate and defend, expose to the world 
their utter indifference to that faith which they, one and all, havt; 
sworn publicly to protect. 

Colocofronl, To rise against o])prcssion ; to teach our children 
their duties and their rights; to remind them of their ancestors, 
and to rescue them from the seraglio,—these are crimes ! They 
arc crimes, in thi‘ eves of \yhom? Of those who profess the 
religion of Clirist! liojy men! sacred allies! catholic, apostolic! 
We, Maurocordato, are inconsiderate; we are rash, we are frantic. 
For what gain we by our vigils, fasts, and toils,—by our roof¬ 
less houses, our devastated farms, our broken sleep upon the 
snowy mountains,—unless it be the approbation of our fathers 
now in bliss, and the consobtory hope of it from oar posterity ? 
The rest of Europe is reduced to slaveiy, one heroic race 
excepted. God alone* can foresee the termination of our con¬ 
flict; but of tliis we both are certiiin,—tint, whenever we fall, 
in whatever part of Gret'cc our bodies lie^ they will lie by the 
side of those who Iiave liefendcd the srime c^se; and that tiierc 
is not a pillar, in ancient days erected by a grateful country, that 
does not in its fragments tell our story. 


vm. LOPEZ BANOS AND ROMERO 
ALPUENTE .1 

Banos, At length, Alpuente, the saints af the Holy Alliance 
have declared war against us. 

Lopez Kanos was one of the followers of Quiroga, when that leader 
seized ujwn the Isle of Lions at the beginning of the revolution of i8zo. 
The failure of Riego’s attempt to induce the Southern parts of Spain to 
rise brought Quiroga into the greatest straits, and it was only the rising 
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Alpuenie, I never heard it until now. 

Banos. They direct a memorial to tlie King of France, 
inviting him to tike such measures as his Majesty* in his 
wisdom shall deem convenient in order to avert the calamities of 
war and the danger of discord from Iiis frontier. 

Alpumte. God forbid that so great a king should fall upon us! 
O I^ord, save us from oar enemy, who would eat us up quick, so 
dcspitcfully is he set against us! 

Ba»Gs. Read tlie manifesto. Why do you laugh ? Is not 
this a declaration of hostilities ? 

Alpumte. To Spniards, yes. I laughed at the folly and 
impudence of men who, for the present of a tobacco-box with a 
fooJ*s head mion it, string together thCvSC old peeled pearls of 
diplomatic eloquence, and foist them upon the world as arguments 
and truths. Do kings imagine that they can as easily deceive as 
they can enslave; and that the mind is as nmch under their snaffle, 
as the body is under their axe ami halter? Bring before me one 
of them, Lopez, who has not violated sonu' promise, who has not 
usurj)ed some territory, who has not oppressed and subjugated 
some peo])le,—then I will belicie him, then I will obey him, then 
T will acknowledge that those literary heralds whc> trumpet forth 
his praises with the newspaper in their hands arc u[)right and un- 
conupted. The courage of Spain dolivc*red the wretched kings 
from the cane and drum-head of a Corsican. Which of them 
did not crouch before him; which did not flatter him ; which did 
not execute his orders; which did not court his protection ; which 
did not solicit his favor; which did not entreat his forbearance; 

in Corunna, MurlHil, and el^iewherc. that enabled him to hold his own. 
Lopez Banos was one of the two messengers sent by Quiroga to Cadiz 
after the success of the revolution, whose appearance there was the sigiuil 
for the murdi rous attack made by the King'** troops upon the people, who 
were rejoicing over llu fact that the King had at last consented to grant 
a constitution. Banos was made a held-mar.shal by the King for ^lis share 
in constraining the monarcli to beliavcin a constitutional manner. Romero 
Alpuenre was a politician of the violent school. He was, says Baumgarten 
(p, 3.^3)“ a stifTijfcked deputy of radical principles a man who bore all the 
obstinacy of the revolutionary dogmas engraved upon a haggard, deeply 
wrinkled face, a face of extraordinary ugliness.'’ For the general history of 
the time, .see Fyffe’s Modern Europe, ii.,*’ or Baumgarten's '< History of 
Spain,” ii. (imag. Convcis.. ii.. if!z4. ii., iSzg. Works, i., 1846. 
Works, V,, 1876.)] 
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which did not implore hia pardon ? which did not abandon and 
betray Jiim ? No ties either of blood or of religion led or 
restrained these neophytes in holiness. And now, forsooth, the 
calamities of war and the dangers of discord are to be averted by 
arming one part of our countrymen against the other, by station¬ 
ing a military force on our frontier for the reception of murderers, 
traitors, and incendiaries, and by pointing the bayonet and cannon 
in our faces ! A b('atcn enemy now dictates terms and condi¬ 
tions ; and this “ most Christian Majesty tells us that, unless 
we accept them instantly, the nephew of Henry the Fourth shall 
march against us—with his army, and his feather, 

Banos, Ah ! thai v/eighs more. 

jifpuente,'^ The French army will march over fields which 
already cover French armies; and over which the oldest and 
bravest part of it lied in ignominy and dismay before our shep¬ 
herd-boys and lumters. What tlie veterans of Napoleon failed to 
execute the household of Louis will accomplish. Parisians ! let 
your comic-opera-house lie among its ruins ; it cannot be wanted 
this se.ison. I ^ trust in Heaven that whoever leads them will 
find an abler in the leader of ours. Upon the summit of the 
Pyrenees, in the Seo de Urgel, is stationed the vigilant and inde- 
fiitigable Mina. Among all the generals of the various nations 
that have come forward in our days on tlie same field, he is the 
only one who never lost a good opportunity of fighting, or seized 
a bad one.^ He gained victories even when his escape from sur¬ 
rounding armies was deemed impossible; and he seems to think 
every soldier in his own a part of himself. Others, when they 
have cciised to command, deem it famous to excel the youngest 
officer in feats of licentiouiiuess; he is abstinent from all light 
pleasures, knowing that whoever is most reverenced is best obeyed. 
Others trip from title upon title, and stoop to pick up pension 
• 

Alfiucnie ” added in jrd ed.] 

From “ 1 ” to “ us {zz lines) added in 2nd ed.] 

Second ed. read.s: “one. Others, the best and rntr-t celebrated, 
with strings about them thicker set than the braces of their drums, have 
been so astonished at the magnitude of their victories, that they could 
give ns no account of them; and (what is worse) have persecuted with 
hatred the memory of the ^nerals to whom principally these victories 
were owing. Mina gained/’ &c.] 
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after pension ; Minn is contented with the nnme of Mina, and the 
fare of a soldier satisfies him ns completely as the fame. « 

Little is tliat, O Lopez, which any man can give us; but that 
which we can give ciirselves is infinitely great. This of all truths, 
when acted upon consistently, is the most important to our hapj)i- 
ness and glory ; and I know not whether by ignorance or deceit it 
has been kept so long a secret from mankind. 

I now have time to think for a moment on the troops which, 
you tcil me, are coming against ns. 

What! '• shall those haiuilions which fought so many years for 
freedom, so many for glory, be suj)plememary bands to barbarians 
from Caucasus and Imaus ? Shall they shed tlie remainder of 
their blood destroy a cause, lijr the maintenance of which they 
offered up its first libation ? 'i'ime will solve tliis ]jrol)lem, the 
most momentous in its solution that ever lay before man. One 
would imagine that tiiose who invented the story of J^rometheus 
were: gifted with the spirit of propiiecy, announcing how human 
genius was in proceSvS of time to be chained for ever to the 
Scythian rock. Incredible is it, nevertlieless, that a barbarian 
entliroBcd u])on it should dictito his ravings to all nations!—a 
mauii'.an whose father was suffocated in his bed for less mischiev¬ 
ous insanity. If we are conquered, of which at present I have 
no apprehension, Luroix; must become the theatre of new wars, 
and be divided first into three parts, afterward into two; and 
the next generation may see all her States and provinces the 
projx'Tty of one autocrat, and governed by the most ignorant and 
lawless of her nations. 

Banos. We Spaniards are accused of republicanism. The 
falsehood of tliis accusation is evinced by tlie plain acknowledged 
fact, that, when wc could have cstriblished a rcpuj?!ic, wc declined 
it. On the contrary, wc were pcrsircutors—I am ashamed to 
8 iiy it—of those who first w'ere liberal among us, and who 
believed (for the wret' Iiednoss of our condition led them thus 
far into credulity) that Bonaparte would be the deliverer of 
Spain. Every man wJio was inclined to republicanism was in¬ 
clined to France; and these* were objects of hatred to our new 

[’'* Fir«t ed. and {.vcotul ed, read; AtfjneHic. What,'‘&c. Six lines 
below, horn ‘‘one’’ to ‘-insanity ” (8 lints) added in and ed.J 

From “We to ‘‘forbearance’’ (loi lints) added in znd ed.J 
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- government. The great favorers of republicanism arc kings 
thcmficlyes; who now demonstrate to the world that no trust or 
coniidence is to be reposed in them, and who have at all times 
shown a disposition to puvsh their prerogative deep into the con¬ 
stitution of their States: not to mention, as aiding in the further¬ 
ance of the cause, the frugality and fairness of governments which 
are without those hard excrescences called kings. He of France 
is proclaimed by liis confederates to be a virtuous one; yet he 
lies in the face of the universe; he declares he has no inten¬ 
tion of attacking us, and, without any change in our conduct, he 
attacks. 

Alpuente, He pciiiaps is a virtuous and consistent king ; yet 
when the pictures anti statues at Paris were demanded back, he 
told Canova that he might indeed take those of his master, the 
pope, but desired him to bear in mind that it was without hh 
consent. Now these things weic restored to their old j)08st\sst)rs 
by the s.ime moans and on the same principles as his throne was 
restored to him. He perhaps is a virtuous and consist<*nt king; 
yet he lefused the payment of debts contracted by him when he 
was not one, on pretext of an obsolete law. 

Bunas, You would make him out, Alpuente, a most detest¬ 
able rogue; vis vde and worthlcsvS as another of the .same lamily, 
wlio exacted eighty-two thousand crowns for his jaivate puise 
before he would sign a contract for furnishing with provisions the 
foreign troops that held liim tight upon his tJxrone, saying, “ I too 
'must have oil for my macaroni.** 

Alpuente. So fir am 1 from wishing to point him out as a 
bad king, I acknowledge him to be among the be.st now living;; 
yet certJtinly there is nothing in him to rciidcr us more enamoured 
of royalty, or mpre attached Uj the funlly of Bourbon. 

BimosJ A j)lnk orbicular good-dinner face, after praising 
the Lewd of Hosts for his capons and oysuns, Ix^seechcs him in 
his mercy and loving-kindness to lift a little liis faming sword 
over Spain, in defence of kings and faith ; and then, in full 
confidence of the Lord’s righteousness, orders out an army to 
assist him in the enterprise, and fdls fast asleep. 

Alpuenie, Was the. people of Spain, then, grown more idle, 
more vicious ? Was it levolt tliat threw us into wrelchedneSvS; 

** Btjnoiy" and 6 lines bulovv, “ Alpuente’’* added in 3rd ed.) 



296 


Imaginary Conversation^. 

or (if the question is a lawful one) was it wretchedness that 
throw us into revolt ? 

Banos. The King of France can answer this, and will 
answer it one day, if God is what that king acknowledges he 
believes he is. 

Our nation was beginning to flourish; the privileged orders 
had become reconciled to justice, and the lower had begun to 
experience her protection, when a king by distributing arms and 
money, by promising aid, protection, and honors, excited the 
ignorant and necessitous to insurrection and treason. And what 
king was this?—one whom treason and insurrection had twice 
driven from his throne. Neither he nor any one else could be 
unaware what calamities must ensue if his plan succccxled ; and 
that the bravest, the most enlightened, the most virtuous of 
Spaniards, would be imprisoned, impoveiashed, exiled, murdered, 
to exalt the most cowardly, the most bigoted, the most jjerljdious, 
the most ungrateful,—a wretch whom his father had cureed, 
whom his mother had disowned, and whom the nation he betrayed 
and degraded had forgiven! 

The most Christian King invades us, that a limited power, 
in t^'cry act beneficial to the people, and employed by the 
magistrates with such clemency and discretion a<s history in 
like circumstances never hath recorded, should be wrested 
from those who hold it by the choice and order of their 
fellow-citizens, and be transferred without stipulation or re¬ 
striction to one who had usurped it from his parent, who hod 
betrayed it to his enemy, and who never had exerted it a single 
hour but to the detriment and dishonour of his people. I do not 
condole with you, Alpuente, on what is ordinary} that even 
constitutional kings, abandoned and deceived us, and that equity 
and policy were disarmed by solicitation *^and fiilsehood. 
Nations are never aided by princes ; not even when those grinces, 
as far as the common eye can follow them, have walked in the 
paths of rectitude through life: and the worst of their fraternity 
have always been succored more zealously than the best. With 
such men it is easier for despots to make favorable treaties, and 
for intriguers to raise large fortunes. 

Alpuente. It appears to be resolved by every prince in Europe 
that their counsels, administrations, and systems shall henceforward 
be the same throughout. 
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Banos, To what purpose ? To condemn tens of thousands 
to waT^, imprisonment, death, exile, insult (I bring before you 
these calamities in the order we Spaniards feci them) ; hundreds 
of thousands to loss of property, loss of relatives, loss of friends; 
millions to barbarism; all to degradation! Men, formerly 
honored by the appellation of flocks, are now considered more 
like their grapes and olives,—^good for nothing until trodden upon 
and pressed. They talk about order: what order is there, 
where one man is in place of all ? They talk about civilization: 
what civilization is there, where there is imposed on the citizen not 
only that wliich he shall do and forbear, but that which he shall 
believe ? They talk of law : what law is there, where a failure 
in belief is subject to a severer penalty than a failure in per¬ 
formance or forbearance ? Tliey ** talk of domestic duties : what 
are those, where a wife is imprisoned for comforting her 
husband ? * 

Thus, familiar and sportive with absurdity are ciuelty and 
injustice ! Cruelty in all countries is tlie companion of anger ; 
but there is only one, and never was another on the globe, where 
she coquets both with anger and mirth. Yet in the Revolution 
. of that people, marked by every atrocity for twenty years 
together, if there was more bloodshed than ain^ong the Spaniards, 
there was less suffering witliin equal periods; for trium))hii 
lightened it. Sj)ain heaves with abject weakness, and writhes 
under intolerable domination. 

Domestic virtues, you see, are political crimes ; and imprison¬ 
ment is the reward of them from Catholic and most Christian 
kings. They imagine vain dangers, and cannot see real ones. 
Never was there a revolution, or material change in govern¬ 
ment, effected \^lth so little bloodshed, so little opposition, so 
little sorrow or disquietude, as ours. Months had passed 
away, years were rolling over us, institutions were consolidat¬ 
ing, superstition was relaxing, ingratitude and perfidy were as 
much forgotten by us as our services and sufferings were for¬ 
gotten by Ferdinand, when emissaries and gold and arms, 

[8 From “ They ” to “ ones ” (15 lines) added in 3rd ed.] 

* Jose Espana perished on the scaifold; and his wife languished in 
prison because she had given him an asylum while a fugitive, instead of 
denouncing him.—Humboldt, Personal Narrative^ Vol. iii., p. 474. 
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and Faith inciting to discord and rebeilion, crossed our 
frontier. The religion of Constantine and of Chaijemagnc 
—falsely callcil the Christian, and subversive of its doctrines 
and its benefits — roused brother against brotlier, son against 
fatl'icr; and our fortresses, garnished with the bayont’ts of 
France, echoed with rh(‘ watchword of the Vatican. '^I'he^ 
name of God hath always been invoked when any great 
violence or injustice was to be perpetrated. No fatal blow 
against the liberties of mankind or agaii^st the tranquillity 
of nations hath ever bi‘cn aimed without religion. Even the 
son of Tarquin, tlie violator of whatever is most dear in 
domestic and social life,—even he, on invading his country, 
called upon the gods to avenge the caust* of kings.* If 
Ferdinand had jvgardccl his oath, and had acceded in our 
sense of the word faith to the constitution of his country,— 
from which there hardly was a dissentient voice among the 
industrious and the unambitious, among the pcaceribic and 
tlic wise,—would he have eaten one dinner with less appetite, 
or have embi-oidcred one petticoat with less taste ? Would 
the saints alcmg his chapcl-walls have smiled upon him less 
graciously; or would thy tooth, holy Dominic! have left a 
less plcasureable inijuession on his lips ? Only two strong 
truths could have sliocked him, instead of the many })en>onal 
ones he drew upon his head ; namely, that damnable (Iocs not 
mean combustible^ and that there is the worst heresy where isr 
imposture for the sake of power or profit. Such truths how¬ 
ever arc now, it appears, to be bundled up with gorse, broom, 
and hazel; and he who exposed the mysteries of the Inquisi¬ 
tion t may .soon be a prisoner in its lowe.st chanjlxMs, having been 
expelled from the territoiy, as might be expect'd, of the most 
Christian King. His most Christian Majesty insists “that Fer¬ 
dinand may give his jieople tliose institutions which they own have 
from him only/’ Yes, these are his expressions, Alpuente; these 
the doctrines for the propagation of which our country is to be 
invaded with fire and swo?'d; this is government, this is order, 
this is faith ! Ferdinand nvas at liberty to give us his institutions: 

[® From “ I'lie ” to “ kings ” (8 lines) added in and ed.] 

* Dii regum ultoreh adc'^tc !— Liv. ii. 6. 

f hoiente. 
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he gave thern.^*^ He restored to us the Inquisition ; he restored 
her wijh all her jewels about her, her screws and pulleys, her 
pincers and molten lead. He restored her encompassed with all 
her dignitaries, her ministers, and pursuivants, and familiiiis : her 
insulting clemency, her j)erfidiou{!i pity, her triumphal jubilee, and 
her penal fires. Again he blesses us with processions, and mis¬ 
sions, and miracles; again we are regenerated in the flesh with 
fasts and scourges. And gov<'rnment in danger ? What! under 
the wisdom and piety, the tutelage and intercession, of Ferdinand ? 
The priests are more ])owerful than God himself. So strange 
and intracUible a creature was man, not only when he was made 
but when he was making, that CJiod rested himself immediately 
after the operation. Now, Senor, here stiinds before you, from 
Astorga or I.,,is Tien eras, a clever young prig of a priestling, 
puts a wafer into a baby-box, lilt.s it uj) half a cubit, and, by the 
body of St lago! out come a leasii of Gods created at a word, 
and a-stitrt at the tinkling of a bell. 

yllpumteM Sehor Lope/., be graver on this. It was the belief 
of our country when she was better and happier than she is at 
present. The body of men who introiluced it bring us now, by 
tlieir evil courses, to disbelieve it. Ijul such bodies, bv imnieniion 
in it, would become turbid, and cause perlKqis to be rejected the 
water of a purer stn-mi. Whatever they touch they defile. They 
abjure the world, and they riot in its profusion. Let us abjure 
them ; and tliere cease the abjuration. Awake no man from a 
dream unless he struggles in it, A weak belief is preferable to a 
bitter unbelief. 

Banos. If tliere exists in my garden a beautiful plant falling 
into an unsound condition, no longcM* upi ight, but stretching across 
the path, and jy;tracting by its juices or its odor innumerable 
insects, which not only prey upon it but cover every other all 
around, and seize upon and corrode their buds and suck out their 
very pith,—although I may not perhaps cast it utterly away, I cut 
it down close to the ground, removing the weeds and dead in- 

First t*d, reads: them; what were they ? The inquisition in ail its 
terrors, absolute and arl)itraiy sway, scourges and processions, monk sand 
missionaries, and a tooth of Saint Dominic to crown them all. Our 
priests,” &c. (lo lines below),] 

pi From ‘‘ Alpuenie" to Alputnie '* (io lines) added in 3rd t*d.] 
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cumbrances from about it, and hoping for atraightcr and hcaithier 
shoots another season. 

Alpuente. To sujjport the throne that crushes and &e altar 
that chokes us, march forward tlie warlike T^ouis and the preux 
Chateau liriand. Behold them advancing side by side against the 
calm opponents of Roman bulls. The F rcnch minister has 
given to his private friends a strange reason for going to war with 
us, telling them he muvst fight either in Spain or on tlie Rhine. 

Banos^ He was provoked then, not by the man befort‘ him, 
but by the man in the rear, and fairly kicked into courage. A 
brave citizen or brave nation resents a threat above an injury. 
Here neither was injury nor threat from us; they came from 
behind tlie scenes and ticneath the lam})8, from manager and 
prompter. Under the administration of this whining fox, more 
than thirty slave-vessels sailed in the present year from the port 
of Nantes only; all armed, all equipped with chains and inlst^u- 
ments of torture. If he was ignorant of this, he was little fit to 
be minister; if he knew it, he was less. Often a.s he dijis into 
letters, will he never come up .again with a filament of dialectics, 
ov a grain of undirty reasoning, on some part of him ? Did he 
nuL lately .say to those who had been bleeding in the battles of 
their country, “ Constantinople has not despotism enough to secure 
U.S from your libcj ty ” ? Did he not demand the punishment of 
death to lie inflicted on the authors of seditious writing.s.^ 

Alpuente, A decree so sanguinary and raving nevtT issued forth 
in tlic dog-days of the Revolution. No Louis, no Charles, con¬ 
ceived it; it \vas reserved as a supplement to The Spirit of Christi- 
unity. And this imbecile Chateaubriand would wash out his 
ink.stoins with blood! This paralytic dwarf would shove on his 
unwieldy king into carnage! 

Banos. Although his Majesty be brave as Maximin at a 
breakfast, he will find it easier to eat his sixty-four cutlet^than to 
conquer Spain. 

Alpuente. An imprudent step amid armies raised for the 
defence of other principles may be ruinous to his dynasty. 

Banos. Principles do not mainly influence even the principled: 

pa From “The” to ‘‘him” (15 lines) added in znd ed. where the 
whole of the addition is spoken by Banos.] 

From “ Did ” to “ Banos ” (i2 lines) added in 3rd ed.] 
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' we talk on principle, but we act on interest. The French army 
will find little plunder; and the French ])eopIc must endure new 
taxes. *A Spanish war may precipitate Louis where an American 
war dragged his elder brother. One rule is to be followed in 
all such 1 evolutions as ours. I could lay it down plainly to you ; 
but were I speaking to others, I would deliver it in the form of 
apologue. 

jilpuente. Oive it to me in that or any. 

Banos* Two dogs were fighting for a bone; other dogs ran 
from the vicinity to take i>art in the quarrel. A man tossed the 
bone with his stick over the w.ill. As nothing now was to be 
fought for, the high belligerents parted; the others hurried back 
again, and quarrelled among themselves, until tlieir masters 
whipped them soundly and kennelled them. At the first ()arking 
you heal', remove the bone. 

Alpuente. In wars the least guilty are the sufferers. In these, 
as in every thing, we should contract as much us possible the 
circle of human misery. The deluded and enslaved should be 
so far spared as is consistent with security ; the most atrocious of 
murderers and incendiaries, the purveyors and hirers of them, 
should be removed at any expense or hazard. If we show little 
mercy to the robber who entais a house by force, and less to him 
who enters it in the season of desolation, what portion of it ought to 
be extended toward tliosc who, in the height of such a season, assail 
, every house in our country ? How much of crime and wretciied- 
ness may often be averted, how many years of tranquillity may 
sometimes be ensured to a nation, by one well-chosen example! Is 
it not better than to witness the grief of the virtuous for the debase¬ 
ment and suffocation of virtue, and the extinction of those bright, 
lofty hopes for which the jnstcr and wiser in every age contended? 
Where is the Sian, worthy of the name, who would be less 
affecuxl at the lamentation of one mother for her son, slain in 
defending his country, than at the extermination of some six or 
seven usurpers, commanding or attempting its invasion ? National 

[W First and tiid eds, read: “ dragged in its consequences Ij>ui8 XVI., 

« to a fete which, if he lud not experienced it, he would be acknowledged 
to have deserved.” “His elder brother” added in 3rd ed.; from “one” 
' to “ apologue ” (4 lines) added in 2nd ed.; from “ Alpuente ” to “ Banut ” 
added in 3rd ed.; from “ Two ” to “bone ” (7 lines) added in 2nd ed.] 
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safety legitimates all means employed upon it. Criminals have 
been punished diflcrcntly in dillcivnt countries : but all enlightened, 
all honest, all cniJized men agree who are crinnnal&l • The 
Athenians were perhaps as well informed and intelligent as the 
people on Lake Ladoga; they knew nolliing of the knout, 1 
confess, and no family among them boasted a succession of ass;is- 
sins in sons, fathers, and liusbands : but he who enclangerc*d 

or injured his country wa.s condemned to the draught oi’ hemlock. 
They could punish the offence in another manner: if any nation 
cannot, shall that nation therefore leave it unpunished ? And 
shall the guiltiest of men enjoy impunity from a consideration of 
modes and means ? Justice is not to be neglected because what 
is preferable is unattainable. A housebreaker is condemned to 
die: a citybreaker is celebrated by an inscription over the gate. 
The murdtT of thousands, soon jjcrpetratcd and past, is not the 
greatest mischief he does: it is followed by the baseness of millions, 
deejjening for ages. Every virtuous man in the universe is a mem¬ 
ber of that grand Amphictyonic council, which should pass sen¬ 
tence on the too powerful, and provide that it be duly executed. 
It is just and it is necessary that those who pertinaciously insist on 
an unnatural state of vsociety should suffer by the shock things 
make in recovering their equipoise. 

/fanos.^'^ Wc have hitherto done our utmOvSt to secure the 
advantages wc have obfciined. In every revolution, the landed 
property of the crown and clergy should be divide<l into parcels. 
Out of these the creditors of the State should first be paid; after¬ 
ward farms and tenements should be allotted to public officers in 
place of moiiey, rcvciting to the government on their dismissal or 
decease; lastly, the military should have their part on condition 
of serving well .md faithfully a stipulated time, during which they 
might consign the care and culture of it to their ffithers or brotl^ers 
or friends. Should any such land be remaining unapproj;)ritited, 
it ought to be offered for sale, partly in small portions, partly in 
large : in the former case, that as many as possible lie interested 
in obstructing the return of despotism ; in the latter, that tlie rich 
capitalists, who otherwise would be slow in doing it, might be 
stimulated by avarice, and might labor in loose traces for the 
public good. Whether the full value be paid is unimportant: 

[’■’From Jit/nos" to ‘•reprobation” (56 lines) dtlfiod in znd ed.] 
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what we want to do, is to give men an interest in their country. 
Every village-jn'ic'st should have an augmentation of revenue from 
the cpiicopal tables. No bishop should have more than three 
thousand crowns yearly, nor ever be permitted to sleep out of his 
diocese. The whole of his salary sliould be paid from the 
treasury ; the whole of the priest’s should accrue from the land 
assigned to him. No convent of males or females should be 
tolerated. 

Alpuente^ In your assignment of so large a sum as three 
thousand crowns annually to the bishop, your liberality far out¬ 
strips your equity, as I think I can easily and satisfactorily de- 
monsti'iite to you. Su];})Ose the priest has three hundred: do 
you believe the bishojj is ten times v/iser, ten times better, ten 
times more active ? Do you imagine the duty is ten times more 
dilFicult in the performance of regulating the regulated (for such 
his clergy should be) than the other’s in regulating the ignorant, 
as the greater part ol his parishioners must be ? Then, unless you 
insist, which no man is less ready to do, that tlie civil power 
should be subordinate in weight and dignity to the spiritual, you 
surely would not allow to the superintendent of few a larger 
stipend than to the sujierintcntlent of many ; and yet, according to 
your suggestion, a bisliop should be paid higher than an alcalde or 
corregidor,—an absurdity so great (pardon me, good Lopez!) 
nothing but superstition could tolerate, nothing but despotism 
could devise. In tlie country where an archbishop is superior in 
rank to a general, a bisiiop to a colonel, things have not yet found 
their just proportions nor their full and final settlement. The 
poison may have evaporated or have been poured out, but the 
vessel is darkened by the dregs and crust. Enormity of absui dity 
and abuse, that the inmates of college and cloister, whose best 
learning are the fictions of the just and brave, should, for possess¬ 
ing this knowh'dge of them, take precedency of those whose 
actionifin the field have been as brave, whose decisions in the 
courts of judicature have I'leen as just 1 

Banos We truly are less men than they 1 Be it so; but 
why are we ? Because we left one with his ear against a girl’s 
lips at the confessional, another at play with St Augustine, a third 
asleep in his innocence, and went forth against the invaders of 
[^® “ BantuP and 6 lines below, from “ And ” to ones ” added in 3rd ed.] 
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our country, and brought back with us tlicse scars; marks of 
ignominy and rcprobdtion ! And now, it appears, they ai'e to be 
over-scored by fiosli ones. We may indeed avoid a war if we 
will adopt, the rickety children at the next door: if we will only 
build a house of peeir. we may live quietly in our own.^^ A 
peerage I consider as the ])ark-paling of despotism, arranged to 
keep in creatures both tame and wilcl for diversion and luxury. 
Such instruments are to kings what poles are to rope-dancers, 
enabling them to play their tricks above the heads of the people 
witli greater confidence and security. 

Alpumlt. The wisest and most independent of Knglish parlia¬ 
ments declared the thing useless; butCromwell, when he 
seized the supreme power, thoiigla it needful to resume such a 
support. If the opinion of his nation is now favorable to it, let 
us respect it; but Jet us also teach that nation to re8i)ect ours, 
always less biassed by private interests and less addicted to party. 
The principal gods of antiquity liad eacli his favorite tree; and 
some nations too, the linglish for example, tlieirs,—the oak. 
The Spaniard lias rather the qualities of the cecLir: jiaiicnt of 
cold and heat, nourished on little, lofty and dark, unbending and 
incoriujitible. 

NoUiing should stjmd between the nation and chief magistrate ; 
the laws alone should be checks ; a free people can acknowledge 
no other. In these religion is included, which indeed is the great 
law-head whence* they emanate. It is written in the heart of 
every man ; but it is often so badly siielled as to become a matter 
of contest by the notaries who traffic in transcribing it. 

The Flench, ridiciiJous as it may appear, would be our 
teachers. Let us not envy them the facility with which they 
build up constitutions and pull them down again, with which they 
take oaths and counter-oaths, with which wl.ile tliey violate 
honesty they declaim on honor; let us only ask of them who of 
their most applauded public men has not been both traitor and 
perjurer, who among them has not been the deserter of his 
country or its deluder ? Ingratitude, the most odious of crimes 
in other countries, is not even a blemish there; the sign of the 

First and and eds. insert Banot Ijefore “ A peerage,” and he continues 
.speaking down to “ most lut-trous paper ” (54 lines below),] 
j^iti From but ’’ to support ” (3 lines) added in 3rd ed. J 
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' cross laid over the uniform heals it perfectly. Read over tlie list' 
of nuii blials: which of them has not abandoned his benefactor ? 
Which Sf them does not drink to the health of Louis from wine 
poured out to Jiim by Napoleon ? 

Banos. Dignity without pride was formerly tlie character¬ 
istic of greatness : the revolution in morals is completed, and it is 
now })ride without dignity. 

j/llpuenlt‘. The rejniblic gave commissions for robbery j the 
despot gives keys to secure it; so that every tliief, issuing from 
the foul and slijjpoiy alleys of politics, is glad to creep under 
the tamine. l^pok again at those French marshals, whose heads 
arc now pecpiiis', out from it in quest of fresh plunder: to which 
of them does not ray remark apply, even of tliosc whose palms 
and forelieads are the least deeply brand(*d ? 

Banos, France is powerful by the weakness of Spain, in some 
dcgjee ; and the elder bi'anch of the Bourbons hatli always bad 
the means of Inculcating this truth on the younger. “ If your 
people are flourishing they will be strong; if they are strong they 
will be turbulent; the richer they are, the poorer will you be. 
Let them recover their rights, as tliey call them, and you will lose 
your mines and youi cbases.*' The most wretched nations make 
“ the most splendid kings, as the thinnest rags the most lustrous 
paper. 

Mpuente. liingland, T trust, will exeit, her influence and her 
authority ; for she loses what France gains. 

Banos. There arc two which you cannot trust at once. Ex¬ 
perience and England. As the Catholic Church hohls that 
faith is not to be kept with heretics, so docs the policy of Eng¬ 
land hold that none is to be kept with nations. On tliis she hath 
acted of late univgrKill}^, but most ojjenly and scandalously in her 
promises to Sicily. In rcg.ird to Spain, she seems resolved to 
adopt tfy; principles of tlie Holy Alliance; her king, it is si'.id, 
has a])proved tlicni, and has expressed his regret that the Con¬ 
stitution did not permit him to enter into tlie confederacy ; the 
first time, I believe, that a king of England has openly regretted 
the precautions imposed on him by the Constitution which placed 
his family on the throne. If we should go further than we have 
done, if wc should vote on proofs of treason that our king has 
p*From “ As” to “ Spain” (5 added in and ed.] 
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abdicated his, will England condemn in us what in herself she > 
glorifies ? No, E,ngland will not condemn us ; but her goverri- > 
ment will abmulon us. 

Alpumte. Yet at tliis moment she could obtain from ts more 
than her wars have given licr. By the ct\ssic)n of a fortress, from 
which she derives no other advantage than the appointment of an 
old diowsy governor to about one hundred thousand crowns 
yearly, she might jjosscss our African harbors, wliich alone would 
yield her the dominion both of the Atlantic and Mediterranean. 
She might also, by other c()m])iomise.s of what nc'ither strengthens 
nor enriches her, be mistress of that American island which 
secures and provisions the others, and whence vshe would derive 
advantages beyond her calculation in those dreadful conflicts 
udiicli must decide licreaftcr whether the mother or the daughter 
shall be mistress of the seas. 

Bams. Spain once ruled them; England lailes them now. 
Spain was as confident that her supremacy would be eternal as 
England now is. From the time that we ado])ted a French 
family and French principles we began to decay ; and it is in vain 
that purblind politicians seek the germs of our conuption in. 
America. Let us, Aljmente, rather look to that country for re¬ 
generation : there tlic S])aniard shoots up again ; there also w€5* 
perhaps may lay our bones at last. 

Alpuenie, Eighty years have thrown their burden upon mine ; 
they are not worth the freight. I can still watch for my country; 

I can still mount guard. No voice is such an incentive to valor . 
as the feeble voice of age; neither flag nor trumpet marshals it 
like a man of eighty stabbed on his threshold. 


IX. DON VICTOR SAEZ AND EL RI^Y 

NETTO.i 

. Sae%. The business of an enlightened prince is two-fold; 
namely, to unite kingdoms and disunite their inhabitants. This is 

P After the Frencli intervention had restored Ferdinand to the throne, 
« reign of terror began for tlie liberal party in Spain. A stupid and 
cruel king, the stiipide.st and crudest of a stupid and civiel line, surrounded 
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a tnitli so sound and solid, that it will keep its whole weight for 
another time and occasion, and indeed half the difficulty is sur- 
mountefil already. Of a second truth nobody can be ignorant; 
that it is a kindness to lead the sober, a duty to lead the drunk ; 
in which plight is to be considered a nation that fancies it can rule 
itself. Your Majesty will now perhaps favor me with what 
occurred in your interview with the arch-traitor ? 

Rey Netto. Quiroga did not place in my word the trust 1 had 
a right to expect. 

Stje^. Whjit did you tell him ? 

Rey Netto. That I had need of his talents; and I earnestly 
pressed him to icturn with me to Madrid. He bowed and was 
silent. I added that my heart was royal: he seemed less assured 
than ever. 1 ^astly that, whatever my mother might say to the 
contrary, I was a descendant of St Louis: he .ilmost turned his 
back. I was so angry 1 could have killed him, if he had not 
faced about. I then began to show him my confidence; not, 
father, such confidence as I repose in you, the director of my 
conscience. 

Sae%. Sire, when our consciences ache we unbosom; when 
our bellies ache we unbutton. Confidence has no more to do in 
tlic one case than in the other; in fact, those who show a great 
deal of it gain none. Hens that cackle immoderately, and run 
about the straw-yard, and drop their egi;s anywhere, in clean 
places or in foul, are carried to maiket and sold cheap. It is well 
that the rebel did not take' you by the throat and stianglc you : 
there are many who would have cried “ Well done! ” even 
though your Majesty had died without confession and extreme 
unction. To such a condition are piety and loyalty now reduced 
in Spain. ^ 

by priests* both bigoted and terrified, despite all tire remonstrances of thl* 
French commanders, did the worst that either were capable of. Baum- 
garten (ii., p. 59*) seems to think that Riego’s confession and recanta¬ 
tion may be genuine. Landor's view is at least probable. Richly as 
Ferdinand deserve.s this attack, it is impossible not to regret that Landor 
wrote it. But lie had taken part in the Spanish war of independence. 
He had held a commission in the Spanish army, until he threw it up on 
■hearing tliat Ferdinand had recalled the Jesuits, and it ie this connection 
with Spain which led him to attack Ferdinand in these conversations. 
(Imag, Convers., iii., 1828. Works, i., 1846. Works, v., 1876.)] 
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Rey Netto, With my usual ])resence of mind I drew out and 
presented to him the image of St Antonio, and swore before it, 
calling it to witness, that I had quite forgotten all possible and 
imaginable reasons for displeasure and discontent with him. lie 
looked upon the saint, and observing that it was not the leaden 
one, recoiled witli distrust. If 1 had sworn upon the leaden one, 
would you have absolved me, father ? 

Satz, Venerable as indeed is that image, and manifold as are 
tlie miracles it lias performed in the preservation of your Majesty, 
atill, on this holy occasion, I would not have hesitated ; and cer¬ 
tainly if your Majesty had even kissed the saint, head and feet, 
my duty would liave ])romptcd me lo aboolvc you. 

Rey NfUfi. But the saint niighl have piiiiished me with the 
nightmare, or even with his fire, before I could have confessed. 

Suez. iSujiposing hin) angry. But why suppose him so ? 

Rf.y Ni’tio. Because lie knows that 1 have another image for 
such purposes, which has always answered them well enough. 

“Mais^ lejj dieux sont trnp grands pour titre diflicilcs ; 

’rout est payf d'un ‘.iniplf grain d'encren!'.’’ * 

Satz. In reconciliations we take down the scaling-ladder and 
prepare the mine. 

Rey Netto. (luiioga, I doubt not, has dealings with the devil, > 
who pjom])ted him to look sliarpJy, and to discover that the image 
was not tlie true one, and little or no better than a common 
Madonna or a paltry ciaicifix. 

Saez. The malice of Satan is beyond our prudence and cal¬ 
culation. What, in tlie name of Our I,ady, makes your Majesty 
laugh so heartily ? True, indeed, your deliverance, which spreads 
such universal joy over the nation and over liurope, cannot be 
indifferent to yourself; but tliesc are not tlie first moments of it: 
the first were, I remember, less rajjturous. 1 look for^vard to 
quiet times, when your Majesty may follow the glorious example 
of his most Christian— 

Rey Netto. No, no: not a word more about that. And I 
am surprised, Don Victoi, that you should cliange your tone so 
suddenly. The French may have amnesties: they are made up 

p In lAt ed. tills quotation occurs in the following speech of Saez .1 

^ DiUlle. 
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of them. They remember nothing upon earth. Turn them into 
a new road, and they will run along in it until they find another; 
then th^y make a sharp turn and trot on. But Spaniards have 
spinal bones in their backs, and bend slowly. You must collar 
tlicm, and goad them, and bleed them under the tongue like oxen 
in spring, if they grow riotous. No amnesty ! no talk about it! 

Saez. Sire, 1 had no such meaning, I would only have 
mentioned the innocent and devout olhcc of his most Christian 
Majesty, in condescending to lx? tlic godfather of a bell in the 
Church of Saint l-.ouis at Paris. Tlie Duke Blacas was proxy, 
and promised, no doubt in his Majesty^s name, to instruct the 
new Christian in its duties, to watch over its morals, and in short 
to educate it as a good cliild and good Catliolic, until it come to 
years of discn;tic>n. 

Rey Netto. "^rhis indeed is better than such things as amnes¬ 
ties, the idea of which banished from my royal breast the delight 
I foi etasted in the agonies of Riego. The rogue Riego ! I had 
resolved how to punisli him. My cousin Louis of Angouleine 
would not hear of racks and wheels, nor even of thumb-screws 
and other trinkets of justice ; and rcquc\sted me never to renew 
the subject, lest any impediment or remonstrance on his part, if 
publicly known, might raise a mutiny in his army. I have been 
illuminated from above: my heart floats in the fulness of joy. 

’ The rogue Riego ! if there is an ass in Madrid, he shall be drawn 
along the streets by one. I will give orders, under my royal hand 
and seal, that the hurtlle shall Iiave some sharp-pointed sticks in it, 
with a nail or two here and there.* I prayed to the archangel 
St Micliael, and within a few minutes—ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Saez. Your Majesty is really too jocose with such heavenly 
names. 

* When Riego was taken prisoner, there wras with him an English 
officer ntmeil Matthews, hearing a regular commission fi-om the Spanish 
Government, constitutionally ostablished, and sworn to be religiously 
observed by his Catholic Majesty, This officer was treated with every 
cruelty and ignominy for several months; he was detained in solitary 
confim^ment, and kept without food at one time fifty-three hours. 
General Martin, called the Empecinado, was exposed in an iron cage, on 
festivals, in the public square of Roda. He killed many thousands of the 
' French soldiers in the Late war, and they abandoned him to those of the 
Faith. 
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Rey Netto, I cannot hcl]i it,—he knows my purity: I yield 
to his inspiration. 

Sae%, What did he inspire ? 

Rvy Netlo. First, that the fetters should pinch the tiaitor’s 
legs to the bone, swell them like his most Christian Majesty's, 
and blacken them like a %ampn di Modena, 

Sae%, This is not a thought tor laughter, but for justice. 

Rey Netio. J cannot help it, upon my conscience. 

Snez. The second inspiration, what was that ? 

Rey Netto. My sides sliakc again and ache with laughti*r. Ifc 
was that, before he is carted, a good dose of physic should be 
given to him; for compunction is never so ceitain as with the 
belly-ache: it makes people as grave as the Miserere. 

Sne%. 1 know the rebel too well: nothing will move him— 

Rey Netto. Not jalap ? 

Saez. I would say, to confess his olfences. 

Rey Netto. Let there be monks enough about him, and I will 
force him to edify the people. I will make him sing and sigh, 
and beg pardon of St lago and the Virgin ; of God, and man, 
and me. He may bristle like a wild boar of the Bierzo : I will 
make :« lamb of him. He shall grin like a stuffed crocodile; he 
shall sweat like a Jew in a benilo, roasting at a royal maniago-feast 
in the good old times. 

What think you, father, of these Iiis last words > Read them 
and correct them as you please. 

Sae%, He cannot speak better. 

Rey Netto. I will despatch them instantly. 

Sae%. With strict orders that they be not printed l>efore the 
offender is dead. Who -wrote them ? 

Rey Netto. Father Gil RoncalJe of Valnuiseda. 

Saez. Fathcr Gil is a Carmelite. I wonder* at his precipi¬ 
tancy. He may mean well; but he must correct several ^of the 
expressions. 

Rey Netto. I doubted at first whether it was quite proper to 
represent a man Siiying wltat he never said. 

Saez. Very proper, if the glory of God be increased thereby. 
Beside, what is falsehooti on earth may be truth in heaven ; for 
it is unlawful to sup]>ose that any thing will be the same there as 
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' here,—excepting our bodies, which we know will be identically 
' 'what they are now, without the alteration of a single hair. 

Rey Netto. Oli how comfortablcl I do not mean the hair, 
; but that blessed doctrine touching falsehood. What are you 
writing with your pencil under the last words of Riego ? 

Sae%. “ Gloria deo in cxcelsis ! 

Rey Netto. “ Kyrie elcison ! mater amabilis! ” 

Saez. Your Majesty should not have crossed yourself at Deo ; 
' but only at demomoy or eretico, or constitucional. 

Rey Netto. Father, what have you been eating? Your 
garlic, I think, smells of mutton. 

Saez. I only added a few ounces of mutton, us many of beef, 
}>ork, and veal, with a little virgin oil and garvances; and, having 
finished them, laid down my spoon and fork upon tlie plate as the 
clock was striking. 

Rey Netto. You arc truly religious; but godliness and garlic 
cannot always keep down virgin oil and garvances. 

Saez. I must go to the mlneial waters. 

Rey Netto. Conic with me lo Sacedon. 

Saez. They report that those of Toledo are good for the 
stomach. 

Rey Netto. I would make you archbishop, if my family could 
do without it; and beside, I want you about me. You must 
always be niy spiritual guide, my confessor. 

Saez. No office is so glorious as that of guiding the con¬ 
science of my king, 10 extricate him from the machinations of 
his enemies, to examine his laws and treaties, to control his 
judges, to awe and regulate the Council of Castile, to provide 
that his tiixes be punctually paid and honestly expended; and, 
above all, to provide that the royal house be maintained in its 
ancient dignity atfd lustre, 

Rey ^etto. That is to be minister, 

Saez. Confessors must always mle ministers. 

Rey Netto. I have scarcely any money: it would save me 
;. something if you would exercise both offices. 

' Saez. 1 am too poor : I cannot give cabinet-dinners. Cooks 
' ■.*' are the presidents of wars and treaties; turtles are the seals, and 
services of plate the wax. 
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Rey Netto. I ^ do not hear that any cook is a president j 
objections have been raised even against violinists and valets. As 
to hereditary wealth or poverty, take ten of the leading* men in 
Europe and ytui will find either them or their fathers void of all 
inheritance. Even the honor of paternity, as to some of them, 
is still in abeyance; they have risen by the same merits as will 
raise you, without your piety -md devotion. P'aithful to tliegood 
cause, they have soon deserted their first admirers, who forsooth 
cried up their liberal principles. 

Saez, These principles are not so much amiss when two 
gentlemen have but a pair of breeches between them ; but every 
one who has a pair to himself, and common sense, is ashamed of 
acknowledging that they Avere ever his. 

Rfy Netto. Several of these gentlemen the kings my brothers 
have even made their cousins; some are dukes. For instance 
Fouche and Savary, and the Gascon whom you mentioned just 
now, and whom his most Christian Majesty would have made 
running-footman to an ambassador; but he liumbly represented 
that, being born among rocks, he could not run u])on level ground. 
My brother of France, the best-natun*d man in tlic world, 
ha])|)ened then to be patting the breast of a })lunip and fresh- 
plucked pullet. He chnng('d his royal resolution, and made a 
running-footman of the intended ambassador, and an ambassador 
of the intended running-footman. This, I understand, has drawn 
closer the ties of alJinity between hi.s most Christian Majesty and 
his most Mahometan, who feels himself highly comjjlimcnLed by 
the gradual adoption of his political system in every court of 
Europe. 

Suez, It is much to be feared that the French will corrupt 
our people by tlieii flutes and fiddles; and they arc so fond too 
of chattering and of scribbling, th.'it I should not? wonder if—de¬ 
liverers as th('y call themselves—they drew their pens against us, 
proving this thing and disproving that. Where demonsfrations 
come in tlie van, remonstrations come in the rear. 

Rey Netio, Neither the fiddlc-lK)w nor fiute can overthrow 
us; but Heaven deliver us from the sharpness of tlic pen and 

p Fir&t tfd. reads: “Bring my confessor; you will dine with me. I 
president, except one in Tuscany, where the people of the Austrian 
emperor do the business. As to,” &c.'] 
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from the wiliness of demonstration ! We have Cliateaubriand on 
our side, if we can tmst him. 

SaeM, The scholars on other benches may make a clatter and 
a clamor : the treasury-bench is the only bench that stiinds firm. 
As for Chateaubriand, he is not half so great a rogic as he 
would njake you believe he is. He wishes the world to forget 
that he was an author of voyages and novels, pasquinades and 
puffs, and^ is anibitious of rivalling the Pouches,—a sort of 
ambition very natural to people who leave the jiamphlct for the 
portfolio, the common reading-room for the king’s cabinet. 
According to M. Talleyrand, one of these royal cousins, by his 
own peculiai- virtue, lias anticipated what wc suppose may here¬ 
after take place in heaven, by converting falsehood into truth. 
I hope, Sire, it was not the siime person who swore that Napoleon 
was innocent as a child ? 

’ jRey Netlo, Between ourselves, there are worse men than 
Don Napoleon.. I was never better lodged or better fed than at 
Vallancey. Don Najioh'on gave me the most l>eautifu! watch I 
.ever saw, together with five seals, at parting. One of them plays 
chimes : you have nothing to do but to say three paternosters and 
wind it up, and it will chime of its own accord. The same Don 
Napoleon, too, gave me other tilings : a coral cracifix, v/hich 
coral was once white, but became red through the blood of our 
Redeemer; a silver gridiron, the original of that on which the 
blessed St Lorenzo suffered martyrdom; cind a rosary as miracu¬ 
lous as the chiming seal, good against musket-balls and pleurisies. 
But Prince Talleyrand, who was present, told me 1 must not 
tempt God by catching cold, nor by exposing my sacred person 
in battle; for none of these things was there any stipulation 
made by my brothers of the Holy Alliance. It is true, Don 
Napoleon laugHcd at me when he caught me first. This is 
natural. J laughed at him when he was caught. 

The heretics did not punish him as they ought to have 

dbne. 

Rey Netto^ They might at least have pinched him and stuck 
a needle under his nail. But these kings—God help them!— 

First ed. reads : “ and to be persuaded tliat he has nothing of the 
ungartered honhommie^ which passes, in all quarters for honesty and sin¬ 
cerity ; and in short is ambitious,” &c.] 
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have little power at present. They are kept in jeopardy by the 
constitutionalists, and are deprived of their confessors. “ Kyrie 
elcison ! mater amabalis ! ’’ • 

It will not be long so. All the princes in Eurojie, 
constitutional or legitimate, have one mind, one administration. 
Those of their ministers who talk the most boldly talk by per¬ 
mission ; and it is understood, as your Majesty knows, that it is 
only to delude the people .and keep them quiet. What was 
done at Naples has been done at Cadiz, is doing in Greece, and 
will be done in America. Legitimate kings have no surer 
coadjutors than the ministers of constitutional. These know by 
experience that the people is a football, that it is fed with air, and 
that the party which kicks it fartiiest is the winner. They have 
begun to learn something from us. 

Riy Netto, But they arc so ungrateful as not to acknowledge 
it. As for religion, 1 have no hojie of them; they care not 
whether God laughs or cries; they do nothing for his glory : no 
processions, no aufos da fe, no embroidery, no artificial flowers, no 
iieacl-dresses, no canopies, no candles. Surely, for the sake of 
keeping up a})peaiances with him, they might paint a couple of 
poles white, stick a wick on the top, and j)lace one on each side 
of him at the altar,—as they do in Italy, where piety of late years 
is grown frugal. 

Sac%, Again and again ought we to render thanks to the 
Mother of God for our deliverance from the worst of them, as 
we did when they followed the Frencli across the Pyrenees, and 
left our beloved country without stain, 

Rey Netlo. “ Kyrie cleison ? jubilate domino ! Kyrie elei- 
son ! Amen de profundis! Amen dico vobis. Unus vestrflm, 
unus vestriim traditurus cst me. Jubilate domino. Kyrie eleison! ” 
Saetz, T do not despair of seeing the day when the Parliament 
of England, like that of France, will serve only to register^royal 
edicts, and when her kings shall recommend to colleges and 
cathedrals the sound doctors of Salamanca. 

Rey Netto. Sanguine as are my hopes, 1 sometimes am dis¬ 
couraged, and hardly can expect it. Heretics are very stubborn: 
fire alone can soften and bend them. At present we are able 
but to treat them as ferrets, and sew their mouths up. On this 
achicv'craent the sons ot Saint Louis are unanimously resolved. 
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Sae%. Faith, hope, and chaiity are resplendent on your 
Majesty's countenance, whose gracious smiles, like beams from 
heaven^ announce the certain accomplishment of your pious 
wishes. 

Rey Netto, I did not smile about sewing up their mouths 
like ferrets ; but—upon my life I cannot help laughing—do you 
think it practicable ? They must be careful in binding well both 
arms and feet. Now, my dear father Don Victor, as there should 
always be some person to seize the legs of the criminal who is 
hanged, could not I be so disguised as to pei form the office, and 
nobody know it ? The hand of a man who dies by the halter 
is a cure for some diseases; a mere touch effects it. The leg of 
Riego, pulled as 1 should pull it, would to me be a panacea like 
tlie milk of St Catharine's neck, or the oil running from her body. 

Saez. If his accomplices "should ever hear of it, they would 
be exasperated to madness. 

Rey Netto. I have ordered a Te Deum to be sung for my 
deliverance, not only in vSpain, but also in my kingdoms of 
America and India : this will bring them to reason. 

Saez. Those flourishing kingdoms will, I trust, furnish your 
Majesty with temporal no less than spiritual means of overcoming 
your enemies. 

Rey Netto. To encourage my brothers, the Holy Allies, in 
their good intentions, and to reward them for their past services, 
I intend to open a free trade to them with my kingdoms in both 
Indies ; providing however that no mercantile or other ship sail 
nearer than within one mile of Delhi and Mexico, so that the 
pestilential breath of here^sy may not taint my people. Further¬ 
more ] shall authorize my minister of grace and justice, to revoke 
all diplomas granted to physicians, and all licenses to surgeons, 
by the pretended Cortes ;* thus permitting every man to recover 
tlie money he has paid in fees, talang back his health in statu ^uo. 

Saez. Sire, the great difficulty is the last. 

Rey Netto. Long as I have resisted intercession for a general 
amnesty, I am at last inclined to grant that also, excluding those 
only who have borne arms against me, voted against me, written 
against me, and spoken against me. 

Saez. Generous resolution ! Your Majesty with good reason 

* Incredible as it may seem, this ordinance was issued. 
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rubs yours hands together, and tucks them comfortably between 
the knees. 

Rey Netto. The rogue Riego! I have found a c#nfessor 
for him. 

Sae%. True Christian charity,—to think of our worst enemies 
in our happiest moments, an<l to provide for the safety of their 
souls when the laws demand thc*m ! 

Rey Nettfu Fe.ther Gil Roncalle is the man : he shall ac¬ 
company him on the road, and never leave him. I warrant he 
will make him penitent enough, and as pale in five minutes as a 
quarcsimal fast could do. The father stank so, I had nearly 
lost the salvation of my soul by him. 

Sae%. How, Sire? 

Rey Netto, He stood before me and presented the eucharist: 
such a vapor came u]) with it into my mouth, I was within a 
hair^s breadth of spitting out my Maker with chocolate and 
anchovies. 

Sae%, He would have pardoned an involuntary sin, at the 
intercession of his Church. 

Rey Ndto. Involuntary sin !—^what sin, father, may that be? 

Sae%. Unintentional. Those who commit no voluntary sins 
comniit involuntary; for without sin is none, not even the babe. 
Infants are bom in it. 

Rey Netto, That I knew before ; but a little water, and some 
blessed words, and a cross, so it be not a Greek one—Oh what 
mercy! 

Suez, Yes, we may all come into the right way, if our parents 
and nurses do not look about and chatter at the font, but hold 
our heads quiet, and Utke especial aire we never sneeze. 

Rey Netto, Would that quite undo it? 

Saez, Such a sign of contempt, so early!—tflere is no hope 
for it, no office appointed, no ceremony, no procession. ^ 

Rey Netto, I’Jns knowledge is more importf'int than any other; 
but you will be pleased and surprised, no doubt, to hear that I 
have a motupropriof by which 1 can restore my finances and fill 
my treasury; 

Saez, Sire, I shall indeed rejoice to learn it. 

Rey Netto, As King of the Indies, where the people are more 
tractable tlian in America, 1 shall propose to my vassal, the Great 
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Mogul, his independence of niy crown on condition tliat he pays 
me immediately one hundred millions of dollars, and twenty 
railJioril yearly for ever. From tlie English I shall demand no 
more than a few millions, they being powerful and proud, and 
disinclined to acknowledge my sovereignty dejure* 

Saez.. Your Majesty would perhaps have said dc facto, 

Rey Netio, Wu kings confuse these terms : indeed they are 
immaterial. 

Sae%. The plan is admirable: the only difficulty is in the 
execution. It must ripen a sliort time yet in your Majesty *s 
royal mind. 

[5 First ed. adds a postcript, ‘’The Rcy Nt'tto is a character of such 
feelings as absolute power is capable of exciting in a weak uneducated 
prince, the plaything of a (bildish religion covered with a poisonous 
paint, in the hands of an ambitious priest and hypociice, operating by a 
kind of Anacyropoedia."] 


X. LORD COLERAINE, REV. MR BLOOMBURY, 
AND REV. MR SWAN. 1 

Swan. WJiither are you walking so fast, Mi Bloombury ? 

Bhombury. My dear brother in Christ, Mr Swan, I am 
truly ha])py to meet you. A fine fresh j)leasant day ! Any 
news? 1 am going to visit Lord Coleraine, who has been 
attcicked by an apoplexy. 

Swan. Such was the report 1 heard yesterday. Accidents 

P Lord Coleraine, or Colonel George Hanger, .as he called himself long 
after the title had come to him at his brother's death, was one of the 
Prince Regent's friends. He has left a memoir of himself, which is ex¬ 
traordinary reading. It shows him to have been a man of fashion, and 
of some intellect, but at the same time very much of an unpolished bo'»r. 

he style of the hook is half fitie Rnglish ofa conventional kind, half rough 
.vigorous onslaughts on dissenters, vice, and other matters on which his 
experience qualified him to speak with more authority than he could have 
on the subject ol religion. .His admiration for George IV. is enthusiastic. 
But if Landor had read his memoirs, it is possible to understand th.at he 
would have liked the man for a roughness of thought not unlike his own. 
Of tlic Reverend Mr Bloombury, I ran find no more than Landor tells in 
the dialogue. (Imag. Convers., iii., i8z8. Works, i., 1846. Works, v., 
1876.)] 
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of this kind, when they befcill the light and tlioiightless, shock 
U8 even more than when it pleases (jod to inflict them on the 
graver and the better. What is more awful than to ^bnfront 
BO unexpectedly the gay in spirit with the king of terrors? 
Sincerely as I grieve to hear of this appalling \isitation, it is con¬ 
solatory to think that his lordship has brought himself to such a 
comfortable and cheering frame of mind. 

Bhmmlury* Has he, Mr Swan ? Methinks it is rather early, 
if he has. 

He must be sensible of his situation, or he would not 
have reejuired your spiritual aid. 

Bloomimry, He require it! no more than a rank heatlien 
or unchristened babe. He sliall have it though ! I will awaken 
him ; 1 will prick him; I will carry to him the sword of faith ; 
it shall pierce his heart. 

S*ivan* Gently with the rowels on a foundered steed. 

Blovmhury* Mr Swan, our pulpits sliould not smell of the 
horse-cloth, 1 never heard that text before. 

Swan, You have heard many a worse*. 

Bhmnhury, Profane ! There arc none but from thi* Bible. 

Swan. The ap])lication and intent make them more or less 
good. Smite is in that hook: do not smile is there also. Now 
which is best ? 

Bloomlnry. Both are excellent if they are there ; we can 
only know which is best Ijy oj)ening the volume of grace, 
and the text that we open first is for our occasion the best of 
the two. 

Swan. There is no logic to place against this. Of course 
you are intimately acquainted with Lord Coleraine. You can 
remind him of faults whicli it is still in his power to correct; of 
wrongs— 

Bloombury. I can, and will. When I was in the (guards 
he won a trifle of money from me: I shall bring him to a 
proper sense of his sinfulness in having done it. 

Swan. In winning your money ? 

Bhomhury. He may make some reparation to society for his 
offence. 

Swan. He could not have won your money if you had not 
played with him. 
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Bhomhury. I was young; he ought to have taught me 
better. 

SrouafK He did, if he won much. 

JBlfjombury. He won fifty guineas. 

Swan. How? And were you, Mr Bloombury, ever a 
gamester ? 

Bloombury. At that time I was not under grace. 

Swan. Well, really now, 1 would converse with a dying 
man on other topics. Comfort him; prqiarc him for his long 
journey. 

Bloombury. Ay, sing to him; read to him Shakspearc and 
Cervantes and Froi&wiit! Make him believe that man is better 
■ tlian a worm, lov<’lier than a toad, wiser than a deaf adder. 
Mr Swan, you are a virtuous man (I mean no offence by calling 
you so), a good neighbor, a cordial friend ; but you are not 
touched. 

Swan. Bloombury, if you are sincere you will acknowledge 
that, among your evangciicals, this touching for the most part 
begins with the pocket, or its environs. 

Bloombury. Oh for shame! such indecency 1 never Ijcard! 
This comes from your worldly and university view of things, 
your drinkings and cricketings. 

Swan. Too frequently. We want drilling in our armor of 
faith from the Horse-guards: we want te.iching from those who 
pay fifty guineas the le:>.son. I am not 'so unchristian as to deny 
that you are adepts in the practice of humility, but it is quite of 
a new kind. You are humble while you speak, but the rever.se 
when you arc spoken lo; and, if it were not for your sanctifi¬ 
cation, I should call you the most arrogant and self-sufficient of 
sectarians. 

Bloombury. We are of the Church, the true English Church. 

Swan. Few .sects are not, opposite as they may be. Take 
the general spirit and practice of it, and tell me what Church 
under heaven is more liberal and forbearing ? 

Bloombury. Because you forego and forget the most pro¬ 
minent of the thirty-nine articles. There is the sword in them. 

Swan. Let it He there, in God's name! 

Bloombury. There is doctrine. 

Swan. I take what 1 understand of it, and would not give a 
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pinch of snufF for the rest. Our Saviour has taught me what¬ 
ever is useful to know in Cliristianity. If churches, or any 
members of tlicm, wanted more from liis ajiostles, I hjij)e they 
enjoyed what they wanted. The coarser Gentiles must needs 
have cheese and garlic upon their bread of life: my stomach 
won’t digest them. Tliose who like the same fare may take 
it; only let them, when their mouths are full of it, sit quiet, 
and not open them upon me. W e arc at the house, I think. 
Good mornint^.—A word at parting. May not that musk about 
you hart the sick man ? 

Bloomhury, Wh.il musk? T protest I never have used any. 

Swan, Then the creature that bears it has run between 
your legs, and nibbed its fur against your dress but lately. 
Adieu. 

Bloomhury a servant^. Is my Lord Coleraine at home ? 

Servant. No, sir. 

Bloomhury. Mark me, young man ; the ways of the world are 
at an end so near the chamber of deatJi. Tell his lordship that 
the Reverend—better tell him tliat Capitaln Frederick ISlooinbury, 
late of tlie G-uards, has something of great impoitancc to com¬ 
municate. 

Servant {returning). My master desijcs you to walk uj), sir. 

Coleraine. 1 have had the pleasun*, 1 think, of meeting you 
formcily, Capuin Bloomhury; I cannot say exactly where, for 
we Guardsmen meet in strange places. I had sold out; and, as 
you are not in uniform, I piesume that you too have left tlie 
service. 

Bloomhury. On the contrary, I have just entered it. 

Coleraine. Rather late in the day, is not it ? However, if I 
can serve you, speak. I feel a dilficulty in conversing; this 
apoplexy has twisted my mouth on one side lil^* a turbot's, and 
Death and I seem to be grinning for a wager. What do you 
lift up your eyebrow's at ? My sight is imperfect; they ^eem to 
me to be gra) ish, and fitter for a lieutenant-general than a captain. 

Bloomhury. I am ageing,—that is, I have a whitish or rather 
a lighter-coloured hair here and there. Sober thinking brings 
them. 

Coleraine. Particularly when it comes after the thinking that 
is not quite so sober,—ay, Bloomhury ? Excuse me, was it ex- 
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pedient to enter the service so late in life, and in the midst of 
peace ? 

Bloovjl^ury. There begins our warfare: these arc riotous and 
bloody times. 

Coleraine. They are g(‘tting better, if people will Jet them. 
What would they have ? Would tJiey tear a new coat to j)ieces 
because ihe old one will not fit? How do you like your brother 
officers ? 

Bloombury. Reasonably well. 

Colerame. And the service at large ? 

Bloombury, The sweetest (jf services is the service of the 


Lamb. 

Coleraine, They told me so—talking does me harm—yet I 
did not feel it. Gentlemen, it is of no use to bleed me I'uiy more. 
You need not feel my pulse,—I am too weak. I am losing my 
intellects, such as they are. I seem to see faces and to hear words 
fhe strangest in the world. 

Bloombury, He shuts his eyes*and appears to doze a little. 
He smiles,—a very bad sign in a dying man ! 

Physician, With deference, 1 think otherwise, sir. He 
cannot live the day through, but he is in full possession of his 
senses. If you have any secret, rmy thing interesting to his family, 
any omission to suggest, we will retire. Let me however request 
of you not to disturb him on matters of business. 

Bloombury. The Lortl torbid! 

Physician, He seems quite tranquil, and may go o(F so. 
Bloombury, In that jieiilous state? It is the dimple of a 
whirlpool, at the bottom whereof is hell! I will arouse him: I 
will wrestle with Christ for him. 

' Physician, In another ring then : I keep the ground here. 
Bloombury. Y8u physicians arc materialists, 

Phy srei/m. Undoubtedly, sir, you would desire to be the 

contrary^ 

Bloombury, Undoubtedly, indeed. 

Physician, You Methodists, then, are immaterialists ? 
Bloombury. Ho ! ho ! Grace and election and sanctification 
are tilings immaterial! 

Physician, Which of you ever has preached gratitude to 

' V. X 



2 22 Imaginary Conversations. 

God,—in another word, contentment? Which of you ever 
told a man that his pnncipjil duty is to love his neiglibour ? 

£ioo7niiiry. Who dares lie, in the tace of God? We love. . 
the Lamb: the rest follows. 

P/jy siciew. Unless tlic rest (as you call it) precedes, ther , 
Lamb will never be caught by you, whine to him and pipe to 
him as you may. Love to God must be conveyed and expressed 
by a medhtor. 

Btoomlury^ There you talk soundly. 

Physician. You can show your love to him only through the - 
images he has set on ev<'ry side of you. 

Blmmhury. Idolater! Whm I uplift my eyes to heaven 
and set; .fiipiter (so called) and Saturn (name of foolishness) and 
all the starry host— 

Physician. You see things less worthy of your attention than 
a gang of gypsies in a grassy lane. You cannot ask Saturn (name 
of foolishness) nor Jupiter (so called) whether he wants any 
thing, nor could you give it if •he did ; i>ut one or other of these 
poor creatures may be befriended in some way, may in short be 
made better and honester and cleanlier. 

Bhomhury. What! no prayers, I suppose, nor thank.sgivings ? 

Physician. Catcli the prayer tliat is rising to God, and act for' 
him ; receive in turn tlie tlianksgiving: he authorizes and com¬ 
mands you. If thejo is a man in your parish who wants a meal 
while you cat two in the day, let me advise you neither to sing a 
psalm nor to Lxind a knee until you have divided your quartern 
loaf with him. 

I must go in and see my jjatient: if you follow, step gently. 

Coleraine. 1 beji your pardon, Captain Bioombury ; how long 
have you been waiting ? 

Bioombury. An instant only, my lord* I nope your lordship 
has benefited by your easy slumber. 

Coleraine. I feel no pain. 

Bluomlury. Unhappy man ! 

Coleraine. Thank you ; 1 am sure you are.''^ " . 

Bioombury. 'Bhe Lord sends hitlier me, his unworthy servant, 

O George Viscount Coleraine, to bring you unto him. 

* Misanderst-iiiiiing; and supposing he said, “lam glad to hear U/t 
or some sue!) thing. 
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Coleraine. I am obliged to you both. 

Bloombury. Well may you be. You have led as wild and 
wickedti life as one could wish. Repent! repent I 

Coleraine. Of what ? For, faith, there are so many things, 1 
cannot see which to take hold on. 

Bloombury. Ff I could suggest any other, T would do it in 
preference. I know but one. 

Coleraine. Speak out: don’t be modest. 

Bloombury. Y'ou had for»iierly a strange itch for gaming. 

Coleraine. Not I, indeed : but one can game when one cannot 
do the pleasanter thing. 

Bloombury. You led me into, or at least you countenanced 
me in, that vice. 

' Coleraine. Which ? 

Bloombury. Gaming. 

Coleraine, Pardon me, my worthy friend ; we never were in¬ 
ornate till now. Charmed as T certainly should have been by 
your acquaintance, it cannot be more than once that we met 
before : for in good society no one forgets names or faces, unless 
of tradespeople and Jews. 

Bloombury. On that one evening I lost fifty guineas to 
you 

Colermne. Express no uneasiness; do not trovible yourself, 
Captiiin Bloombury : lay it upon the tjible. If it had escaped 
your recollection, I assure you it has escaped mine too. Do not, 
I entreat you, make yourself at all uncomfortable about it. 1 
never said a word upon your leaving town and forgetting me. 

Bloombury. Forgetting you, my lord I I paid the money 
down in five rouleaux. 1 wish I had kept it for tJic poor. • 

Coleraine. Pooh ! another fifty is just as good as that. Wliat 
do the poor care tvhether it is packed in rouleaux or not ? It is 
unpackc^, I will answer for it, long before they touch it. 

Bloombury. If 1 had cither that or anotlicr to give the broken 
in spirit, the sick and weary— 

Coleraine. Oh ! I now understand you. Upon my soul, you 
have a most compjussionate and significant eye ! Give me your 
hand, my good fellow ; don’t distress yourself. Yes, my dear 
Bloombury, times have been hard with me heretofore; but I 
never was broken in ^irit, and now I want nothing. 
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Bloomhury. Many whom I have visited in their last hours 
have lent money to the Lord, unasked, 

Coleraine, lm])udcnt doi^s! f> 

Bloomhury. T part witli mine willingly : it is only a snare of 
Satan. Yet those w'ho have no families have thought of me. 

Coleraine. And tl’.ose who liave families too ; for, I warrant, ' ‘ 
one <if the flock (to s.'iy the least) leminJed them. You are still 
a fine stout fellow. 

Bloomhury, I do not understand your lordship : I an), as the 
Lord made me, a sinner ! 

Coleraine. The deuce you are ! I wish I could be ! Do ' 
not groan ; do not be uncomfortable,—I am no worse, though I 
sighed a little. 

Bloomhury. Ah, my Lord Coleraine ! If you could rightly 
dispose of your soul and of your superfluities, then might you 
well exclaim, “ 0 Deatli! where is thy sting ? ” 

Coleraine. I should not vcntin’e: he might show it me. 

Bloomhury. He could not: I defy him. 

Coleraine. You are braver; he is one too much for me; he, 
has got me down. 

Bloomhury. If your lordshiji would tak(* courage and resolve, 
it is not even yet too late for tlic labour of love. 

Coleraine. It would be a labour indeed for me. 

Bloomhury. Try, stiive! 

Coleraine, I am no more up to it than I am to tlie Iaboi*s of 
Hercules. Ah, my dear Ca])tain Bloomhury, you are much 
more capable of .such feats. I wish you joy of them: I have 
bidden them farewell. I begin to think that the world is a very 
bad world, and that eveiy thing goes amiss in it. 

Bloomhury. Excellent thought, if Ft had but come earlier! 
We should think so all our lives: if would prepare us for heaven. 
Let us remove from the sick-room all tliat ever gave you uneasi¬ 
ness by feeding your vices. I would tear off the old man from 
you. 

Coleraine. The vagabond! What 1 is he here ? Who let 
him in .when I was sleeping? Tear him off, with a vengeance, 
the oid thief! Downstairs with him I—I paid the rogue fifteen, 
per cent. 

Bloomhury. Be tranquillized, my lord; you misunderstood , 
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-otne. I would do as much for your lordship as iny brother in 
Christ, the Reverend Christopher Raw bottom, a rooting man, 
did in ft'gard to your deceased brother, 

Colcrame, Wh:!t did lie ? 

Bhomliury. Being in prison, a sufferer from false witnesses, 
he begat him, as Paul begat Onesimus, in his chains. 

Coleraine, I don’t believe it; 1 never heard it whispered or 
hinted. My mothf'r was a very different sort of woman, and 
would hardly run after a fusty old goat, tied by ihe leg in a court 
of the Fleet. 

Bloombury, Qh my lord! how little arc you accustomed to 
the language of the Holy Scriptures ! I sjieak figuratively, 

Coleraine, Egad ! did you, Bloombury ? 

Bloombury. I cannot bring your lordship to think seriously 
upon death. 

Coleraine. Excuse me. Captain Bloombury, it is you who 
think the least seriously. It is you who would ask him where 
his sting lies, and who would challenge him outright. 

Bloombury, My lord, if I am so unfortunate that I cannot be 
of use to your lordship in your interests, should there be remaining 
any slight matter in the temporal and pei-sonal, wherein my 
humble abilities could be serviceable to you, 1 entreat you to 
command me.—He meditates ! who knows what he may do yet! 
—It would be but just. 

Coleraine. Have you a pencil ? 

Bloombury. Yes, my lord, yes ; but pen and ink would be 
better,—let me »un and find one. 

Cohrainc. No, no, no. 

Bloombury. Oh yes, my lord I—Gentlemen, pray walk in 
again: his lordf^iip is most clear in his intellects,— he has a short 
codicil to add. I carry the ink.—Is this pen a good one ? Could 
he wrile legibly with it ? 

Physician. Perfectly. I wrote with it early in the morning. 

Bloombury. My lord, the gentlemen have returned; they 
'are waiting: here are pen, ink, and paper, 

Coleraine. Favor me, Ca}jtain Bloombury: write, 

Bloombury. It would not do, my lord : if the learned doctor 
would undertake it, your lordship might sign it,—and indeed 
might sign first. 
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Coleraine. Wdl, thtMi, iloctor, wi ito will you ? 

Physician, t iini riMcly, niy lord. 

Coleraine. 

Dear]!!—Wt; don't hiilt tlicn J inarch 1 
MoHiilly as [ hatu rht; 

I .should have heerr in rare lii^h j'Jee 
'To m.ike an April-Jonl ol thee 

Bloomhury, Wordly-nundfd man ! 'Fin'ro are no hopes then !, 
Physician. I told you so, .sir; but ait.iough he knew it, you 
might ha\e spoken lower. 


XI. DUKE DE RICHEEIEU, SIR. FIREBRA.CE 
COTES, LADY GLENGRIN, AND 
MR NORMANBY.t 

When the Duke de Richelieu had retired from office, ill health, 
which is usually the cauvse of retirement, was the consequence oi 
it. Not that ministers ever care about loss of place,—privation of 
dignity and emolument is nothing to them ; and if tliey aie ex¬ 
cluded from tlie only area grand enough for the dcve!oj)men*^ of 
their conceptions, those are much to be pitied, although not in the 

P First ed. reads: “ wrirei'I)eath,'’&:c. (3 lines below.)] 

* He died on the ibt of April, 11524. 

D In the isted. Sir''Firehrace Cotes is called Sir Fire Coats. For a 
cliaracter ofthe Due de Richelieu, see FylFe's “ Modern Fuiope'’ iK. pp. 93 
and 160. It neeil only he noted here that he was a man oi .tl/dity. and 
that when the Revolution dmve him from France, lie settled io Russia, 
was made governor of the Euxine provinces, and foiyided Odessa. . is 
retirement from office in France was du« to the treachery f the Count . 
Atrois fdiaries X.), who intrigued against him, hecause his politicil 
views were not sufficiently absolutist. Mr Forster (‘‘Life ' 304I says that 

Mr Normanby’s expeiiences are, under a slight di-sguisi, Landor's own. 
It is d pity tliat he did not explain to what incident in Candor's life he 
refers. It should be remarked that the second edition of this Conversation 
has been purified by Landor from strveral coarse passages. It has not been 
deemed neediul to either reprint these, or to mark where they occur; 
further, owing to the very large number of slight alterations between the 
two texts, it has been necessary to quote only the n -e important. (Imag. 
Coflvers. iii., 1829. Works, i., 1846. Works, v., 1876.)] * 
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least 10 blamed ((rod forbid !), who gave the key for that pur¬ 
pose to some daik designer, at the instant when such conceptions 
had arrived at their maturitv- 

He went to Genori. '’I’lic narrowness and obscurity of the 
streets incommoded liim, and eighty stairs, which must always 
be mounted to re.ich tiie best apa-tments, \vere too many for an 
invalid. He went to Nice : the bise was troublesome. Here, 


howe* r, he was amused a little at the sigin of well-dressed 
strangers, and was not insensible of j)leasure in being looked at, 
and in hearing his name peqjctually mentioned in the same low' 
tone of voice as he pr'issed. 

Do you doubt this weakncM,-* Call it as you please and doul^t 
it as you may, — it was this low ♦^nne of voice which the manly 
hearts of a Marius <ind a (hon'^'eH panted for. Vanity and 
agiotage are to a Parisian the oxygen and hydia)gen of life. 
Richelieu, as honest a man .s lie was an ill-requited minister, 
had little of the latter; of tjie foruv^r s. rich as was requisite. 


Th<Te were at Nice, at the same time, Sir Firebrace Cotes, 


an Irish general, and the Countess of C^leugrin, an Irish lady 
inconsolable for he»- hiisRmd. 1 do not mean the one she had 


just lost, but tl’.f one she fearcil never to have. 

I'he general ^'miight it liis dut\' to pay liis rebpects to the 
min iti, s none m place was there, and as he had a rich uniform 
winch b" lit -er could so well show before, and indeed had never 


put on l^ady Glengrin, too, left her card. 

Tlial is contrary to etiquette- 

One amemg the many reasons why she did it ! Confident in 
her hcoity, for she really had been jiretty in her youth, and 
sin'*, ip an eminent degree that facility of reply which, il 
delivered w . sharpness, is called repartee^ and claims relationshi[) 
by a left-hm * '’onnection with wit, she never lost an opportunity 
of paa^ing ii o ihe company of distinguished penjonages. She 
was of all ])obMcs; so that, when rank failed her, nobody w'as 
8ur})rised to ear that sht; had headed a deputation of fishwomen 
at Paris. . Lited to one of those who preserve the peace hy 
cocking the pistol, and the gradations of social order by trampling 
on their equ.ils, '’•<■ associated and assimilated witli the worst in 
ne polar eirclf oo*' vulgars. 

Her pciu' ..e and liveliness amused the duke, and mostly 
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when she talked about her country. He had not been accus¬ 
tomed to Irish society, though he had known some of Irish 
extraction, and a few born and educated in Ireland. Cde had 
found tlieni decorous and graceful, frank and full of humor, not' 
mucli addictc'd to study, but respectful to tliose who were, until 
some peculiarity caught them and they exploded in loud laughter. 
He condftidered them particularly delicate in affairs of love and 
friendship. One of them, suspected (as it appears most wrong¬ 
fully) of many amorous intrigues, swore he never had and never 
would have one with a man’s wife or daughter. Richelieu 
admired his primitive chastity. Among his friends, however, 
was an elderly gentleman who had meditated long upon the 
declaration, and felt certain there was some blunder in it. At 
gupper he found it out; and when they were alone, “Faith!” 
said he, “ Marcus, your mischief will lie then in a mighty narrow 
comjjass.” Being locked up in logic, and unable to put his head 
*-hrough the grating, he agreed at last that the expression, to a man 
•^ot very acute, might require an explanation. “ I meant,” said 
e, “ a friend’s,—at dinner or over a bottle; for in my mind, 
whatever others may think, that would be very base.” 

“You must come among us, duke,” said her ladyship, 

“ I must indeed,” auswcied he. 

“Sir Fircbrace, you are witness to the promise.” 

“1 am,” said Sir Firebracc. 

There is no jjcrson in the world upon whom idleness hangs so' 
heavily as upon a minister of stiite dismissed. Reprehended for 
sighing when he only yawned, and ashamed of being tliought to 
yawn when he really sighed, he accc])ted the invitjition, on con¬ 
dition that he should live privately* “ For,” said he smiling, 

“ your government would watch me; and 1 should be sorry to 
be under martial law in Iicland, my skin being none of the 
toughest, and suspicious as my character must be, botij as a ^ 
catholic and a minister out of place. 1 will be colonel—colonel 
—I v jsh I could think of some colonel among my old friends 
who would consent to lend me his name.” 

‘-Oh,” said Lady GJengriii, “if you want a name and are • 
resolved to be a colonel, I have one for you, now you are so good 
and tractable; you shall be Colonel Lc Houx.” 

“On receiving our commissions we kiss hands,” said he ; and 
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by the gracefulness of his ncdon, if Madame do Genlis had been 
present, she would have fancied herself in the Louvre some years 
before 'ihc last century. 

They embarked. Of all the coasts in the universe of the 
same extent, those of France for nearly their totality in three 
seas are. the least beautiful, and those which the eye tires the 
worst upon arc in the vicinity of Marseilles. When you arc at 
sea, the hills above the town appear like little mounds which some 
children have been just whitewashing. Here the party was 
becalmed two days. The regular beating of time by the waves 
against the siiles of the vessel; the regular creaking as she moved 
slowly on, heaving and nodding like some bulky churl half-asleep; 

, the flapping of the sail agaiovsi the mast; the monotonous and 
wearisome song (there was only one) of the sailors, who being 
Englishmen could neither dance nor fiddle, and had not even a 
monkey nor a cat among them for the strangers to joke about and 
play witli,—^rendered the colonel and his companions sad and 
silent. Sir Firt-brace was flat and smooth as a billiard-table. 
Lady Glengrin having no object to attack or defend, at least no 
person known to Le Doux, turned, as we read of scorpions, upon 
herself; and her features and conversation languished equally. 
To relieve hcj' listlcssncss, she sometimes made a sjiring at some 
friend of Sir Fivcbrace; but alas I she really had lost her elasticity. 
Le Doux smiled when he should have been serious, and was 
serious when he should have smiled. “One would think he 
hardly could have been attentive, tliough he seemed so,” said her 
ladyship to herself. Sir Firebrace often begged leave to set her 
ladyship right upon the character of very good fellows, if she 
knew them thoroughly, and worthy women enough,—^at least he 
always believed so. He never went beyond in word or thought; 
excepting that, *if he was mistaken, as any man might be, he was 
certain from her goodness of heart that her ladyship would pardon 
him. 

‘ There was not a book belonging to the party. She asked the 
captain whether he had any interesting one: he brought her the 
log-book. Tossing it aside, “Oh that we had a book ! though 
it were the Bible or the Peerage,” said the countess; and observed 
for the first time a young man whom the duke had noticed before, 
and whom he iiad token for a runaway barber,—diis lx;ard being 
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always closc-shavcn, and Iiis linen and face quite clean. He 
smiled with somewhat of concern and sarcasm, “Well, my 
friend,” said she, “Jet us hear the joke.” 

“ Really, madam,” he replied, “ I liavc no joke woith hearing*” 

“ Favor us, at least,” added she maliciously, “ with the fruits 
of your rcrtection.” 

Sir Firc'biace now began to brighten. “They might not 
please you, madam,” replied the sailor. 

“ oil ves they would : I insist upon having them.” 

“ fn that case, madam, there is no denial. I was thinking it 
strange that, of all the books in the world, you should pitch upon 
either of those. On the contrary, I wonder that petitions are 
not laid before parliament to suppress them, and signed by every 
person of the first distinction.” 

“ Why so ?” 

“ Because the one shows us tlieir vices, and the other does 
worse.’* 

“ What does the other ? ” 

“It shows us their ages.” 

“The fellow would be witty,” said Sir Fiicbiace, “as all 
ignorant people would.” 

“ All ? ” said the man submissively. “ 1 think I have seen 
some too modest; but one cannot judge of cJiaractcr in a couple 
of days.” 

“Sir Firebracc,” said the captain, “you would better let that 
chap alone: he is too much for you and me. I liave no power 
over him; seam.in he is and a right good one; but though he 
lends a hand at any time, he takes nothing, not a can of grog. 
The lemon he puts into his water is to blame. He is the quietest ^ 
and silentest man in the world ; but if an oatli escapes, you would 
fancy it was a leak, so quickly is he upon the plank. He has 
been a scholar not long ago, 1 mistrust, though he has doll^.rs and 
better things in his box. As for madam, clever as she is, I 
would not have her fish for sting-rays.” 

From^ his calmness and self-possession, Le Doux now im- ' 

F First ed. read-.: Sir Fire wenr toward the shaven sailor and said I !• 
know not what, which was. answered by a bow. Le Doiix imagined 
, an EngJl'ihman respectful and well-brecl .... sorrow, in very in- ’ 
difTcrent £ngli»h,that he could not perhaps make himself understood, and ■ 
then that a person .... strength (iliis he spoke low) where,” &:c.] 



■ ^r: Ifeichelieu, Cotes, Glengrin, and Normanby. 331 


' ■> agined there was something in the man announcing high birth, 
and thought him for an Englishman well-bred, though satirical. 

' He apjfroached him ; and lirst expressed his sorrow that a person 
of an appearance so prepossessing should put forth so much strength 
^ where homage is best becoming. “ The changes in my own 
country, sir,’’ added he, “make me think it probable that they 
may have partially occ\irred in others.” 

“Sir,” said the sailor, “your observation, 1 perceive, is but 
‘a delicate and discreet inquiry. There is nothing romantic in my 
' history. I never was what you call noble: I never was better 
than a school-master in a small market-town. My education has 
taught me to reprove any open disrespect to the Bible. If the 
lady had spoken where only her equals were pn-sent, I should 
have gone away quietly ; but sJiilors may be corrupted.” 

“ Without doubt there are good things in the Bible,” said Le 
Doux. “ Bossiict has quoted it in the place about the white 
cemetery. Then you read Latin ? ” 

“ No, sir! ” 

“ How! Oh, I forgot: you have a translation of it—have 
you not ? A little -—it docs not quite correiqxmd with the 
original ?” This he spoke, not so nmch in his own character as 
in his country’s. One would have supposed that !»e understood 
Greek and Hebrew, yet he did not understand a sentence even of 
Latin. One would have vsupposed that he had collated the original 
’ with die English version, yet it was by an old and obscure jeport 
that he knew of its existence. 

“ I was zealous for my Bible,” said the sailor. “ I love my 
country and am proud of my language; the Bible is the best 
thing in both. Often have I thought of those who translated it, 
what they were, what their fathers were, what were their friends 
and teacliers. oir, I would have given my life, when it was a 
life of hope and happiness, to make by such holy means as this 
book the linglish language known through the world. And yet 
my love of it has done me for a time some harm.'* 

Le Doux was desirous of hearing what it could be: indeed 
. there are few who arc not so of hearing any harm,--some from 
' sympatliy, some from malignity, some from curiosity, the rest from 

A' r* First cd. reads: “A littie—I would not say very unfairly—but it 
does,” &c.] 



332 


Imaginary Conversations. 

a wish of excitement. Lady Glengrin berkoned h’m away. 
“Favor me another time,” said he to the sailor; “I am d<?eply' 
penetrated.” f 

Lady Glengrin nodded again, and asked him how he could 
be so ill-natured, when he had a musician with him, as not to call 
forth his talent. “ Oracles .m' obscure,” replic<l lie. “ Mac 
Arthur tells me,” she rejoined, “ that Michael showed him a, 
flute, made out of a broken cane which he picked up in Genoa.” 
“ We will have a dance then, jileasc God ! ” cried he. “ Life is 
at stake, general! You and I must draw lots for the lady, since 
I dare not leave it to her choice, and she would not make mortal 
enemies.” This he spoke, bowing in turn to each, appealing to 
her solicitously, and awaiting with deference her determination. 

The jirojiosal was sanctioned : tlie three stood up. The Rusrian 
was commanded to bring out his flute ; the seal-skin that contu’ned 
his clothes and hivS tieasure was unstrapped; he ran upon deck 
with it in his hand : but this and the other two were raised upon 
his head and tearing his black bearlike hair; tears ran down his 
cheeks; and now for the first time after many years was heard 
from his lips the Russian language. 

“What is the matter?” said the Swiss, his comrade, with 
])crfect composure, to the Irish butler, Mac Arthur. “ The son 
of a—is a woman ! ” answered the butler. “ Did you ever hear 
such a soft language as she makes of her Russian ?” 

He had not finished when his lady, indignant at some word in 
the sentence, walked toward him fiercely from behind, and seizing 
him by the collar gave him a hearty kick in the bull’s eye of the 
pantaloon, wfith, “ I will teach you decency, you reptile ! ” He 
retired and sat down by a sailor, who asked him in the universal 
silence that had succeeded, “ Pat, how do you like the new 
fashion of shaqj-toed shoes ? ” * 

“Sir,” answered he, “ I would have you to know my tj*rme is 
not P?it, nor any thing like it; but Agrippa Mac Arthur.” 

“ No offence, I hope, Mr Agrippa Mac Arthur. It would 
have been uncharitable and unchristianlike, if I could have "seen 
such a aid mischance befall a fcllow-crcaturc, and hold ray tongue 
upon it, Suppose you try a pickled herring while the hurt is 
fresh ; a rare thing to bring out the fire that flies from a witch's 
toe-nail! ” ^ 
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Agri])pa was consoled by friendship. “ No, tliank you/* re¬ 
plied he; “ she shall never have the satisfaction of seeing it.” 
And thfn whispered in the sailor’s ear, “What a marLsman the 
* vixen ia ! ” 

' Wc must now endure the griefs and tribulations of ihe poor 
Russian whose flute was broken. 


“Cannotyou repair it, Michael?** said Le Doux, humanely. 

“ St Nicholas could not! ** answered he, with a sigh from 
the bottom of his heart. And he crossed himself as rapidly as 
.possible, that his contrition might be observed by the saint at the 
first glance after the derogatory words, and before they coultl 
well be written down against hinj. 

“W'hatisall this blubbering about?” said the captain to Le 


, Doux, 


“ My servant Michael has broken his flute,” answered he, 
“and the poor fellow is inconsolable. Indeed, wc could have 
danced if we had it; tlic loss is no trifling one to any of us, and 
heavy to him who made the instrument.” 

“He made it!” cried the captain incredulously. 

“Yes,” said I.e Doux, “I saw him cutting the cane, now I 
remenil>cr.” 

“ Why then, sir,” replied tlic captain, “ he could make suen 
another out of this sugar-stick : let him try his hand.” 

Joy played uj)on deck like the sun. Even Lady Glengrin 
grew calm, and said to Le Doux, “ These cursed Irish must be 
treattxl like dogs, colonel. I hope, nevertheless, you will excuse 
my anger.*’ 

“ Madam,” said he, dissembling that he had seen the nyoie de 
fait, “ if you were angry at the accident, I do assure you your 
servant was not in fault. Renault slept upon it (as I saw) last 
night, and perhSps cracked it. I would not tell Michael, to make 
the man more uneasy, and turn friends into enemies.” 

“ flut that fellow’s impudence, my butler’s ! ” 


p In I St cd. tlijs pafiSvigt* runs: “ 1 am fond of leading away my reader 
from scenes of sorrow; and of planting in such manner as to break, the 
angles of some prominent objects, not without care, however, that the 
' plants themselves be choice and vigorous no less than apposite. We 
can now . . . humanely. “ Mr Nicholas . . . heart; and his melan- 
^choly now grew deeper, for in his despair he had said too much. “ What,” 
ft'c. (9 lines below.)] 
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“ He has been sitting among the sailors, and if indeed he 
laughed a little, Michael did not see him probably; and I do 
assurt' you, if he had, j)oor Michael is a good creature, f They 
will live again in harmony.’’ 

Her ladyship was persuaded that the castigation she had given 
was unobserved. The ilute was made; panniers of grapes and 
peaches stood ready for any of tlie thiee who might be thirsty 
from the dance; and there was a cask containing the wines of 
Liinel in bottles, covered over with wet leaves and sail-cloth. 
In the whole ship tliere was but one rueful face. An old seaman, 
whose arms and breast had various marks upon them punctured 
and inlaid with gun])Owder, and wln).se back too bore sundry 
transverse white stripes piobably from his mother having dreamt 
of a zebi a, was very officious in keeping tlur leaves and Kiil-cloth 
wet. At last he crept away, and whis})ered to the messmate in 
whom he placed the most confidence; “ Things may h;ipj)en 

beyond our reckoning. I have known many such, and have heard 
of more; but none like this. The Hecla has passed us in the 
night! Captain Parry has been aboard ! As I am a Christian, 
there is icc among the bottles! ” Lc Doux liad ordered a small 
provision of it, eriougli for a day or two, and tliis was only the 
morning of the second ; and Renault had exerted his utmost skill 
in preserving and prcpaiing it below. 

The Biblical sailor was much amu'Jed at seeing the colonel, 
who left him an hour before no “deeply penetrated,” dance 
delightfully. After a few compliments to his partner, who was 
inconiinoded by the sea and went to lie down, he returned with a 


countenance full of interest, just as when “life was at sfcikc.” 

“1 have always heard the Bible,” said lie, “called a very 
dangerous book in the liands of the laity, and I am most anxious 
to know what w^as the peculiar harm it did you.”' 

“ Thomas Paine,” answered tlie sailor, “ had written something 
against it. T hrid not read this, nor thought of reading it, when 
1 saw *n a gazette which I took weekly the advertisement of an 
/^polo^y for it. yfpology for the B\Ue / and by a Mishap ! 


First cd. reads : “ confidence. ‘ 1 am not superstitious; but things,' '* 
&(,; and ii lines l>elovk', "delightfully and return to him after a few 
. . . went to rest, witJi a countenance full of interest and concern, just as 
when he left him, and as when * life was at stake,' " &c.] 
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' , The word in Greek, I am informed, does not convey the same 
' idea as with us: but I knew nothing of Greek, and was shocked 
■ 'at what^I thought an intimation tliat the Book of Life required 
^ an excuse. 1 bought it, together witli the strictures which pro¬ 
voked it. The fierceness and effrontery of the one, the ^smooth 
insincerity and flat yeu berry sweetness of the other, equally disS- 
■gusted me. 1 had only a single shelf for my books, in all about 
forty-live or fifty, and never did I think it necessary to conceal 
one. A neighbor asked me what I tliought of these : I answenai 
. that J would rather haie Puine^s pen than Watson’s crosier. He 
' entreated me to lend him the volume. Unwilling to propagate 
\ the seeds of scepticism, I said, * I am sorry I cannot; I have lent 
it.* This deliberate and cowardly falsehood brought its punish¬ 
ment. 1 never had refused a book to an acquaintance, or any 
thing else in my house; and until that moment T had always 
thought myself as incapable of a falsehood as a denial. In most 
; of our towns and villages the system has now commenced of that 
which you Frenchmen call espkmage : we had no name for it, 
and have none yet. Before the war we were somewhat different 
from other nations. This convulsion of Europe joined, morally 
speaking, die island to the continent. We then began to talk a 
language we had never learned or heard; we had arhiocrat and 
democrat; and, what is worse, our aristocrats and democrats were 
just like yours.’* 

Le Doux bowed and smiled. 

" I am afraid I have fsaid an uncivil thing,” continued the 
/ sailor, “and I beg pardon. Injuries in one respect hurt the 
memory; that is, by contracting it to the narrow point they spring 
from.” 

“ My friend,” said Le Doux, placing his hand with gendeness 
‘ under die elbov/ of the apologist, “ I have as little reason to be 
/ pleased with either of these parties as you have. Continue.” 

** The story, diat my shelf was filled with profane and seditious 
and indecent books, became current in the perish. My scholars 
were taken away from me; even those who came upon the cliarity 
disappeared. Parents who had known me from my childhood 
' visited me now only to obtain a glance at my library. They 
; found no other work of ill repute than Paine’s, wliich from a 
sense of honor and openness 1 had replaced. Nevertheless, all 
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who were in business were threatened with a loss of it unless they ; 
removed their children from my tuition; otlicrs removed them, 
as they declaicd to me, that they might not quarrel wifh their 
customers, ‘for they loved,’ tliey said, ‘peace and quiet.’ ■ Elias 
Halliday, that friend who had asked me for the of Reason^ : 

went to the Reverend Mr Chisholm, now curate to his hither; 
and he, immediately on tlie InteJligencej drew on his boots and 
came to me. . y 

“‘Mr Chri8toj)licr Normanby,’ said he, ‘I never thought you 
taught lads blasj)hcmy and sedition.’ 

“ ‘ Sir,’ answered 1, quietly, * you, being our spiritual guide, 
sJiould have inquired into it; for the report, T have reason to 
believe, is a fortnight old ! ’ 

“ ‘ A damned pretty fellow ! ’ said he, striking his spur with a 
switch. * Well, I must be back to the glebe.’ 

“ Mr Chisholm was never my friend, from the strangest of 
motives,—from possessing what he thougJit should have been 
mine. Tiie rectory was presented to his fiithcr by Lord Sandy- 
hurst, who resides in anotlier part of the county, and to whom . 
that gentleman was steward. He had been an aMorney ; but for 
somf' wrong erasure, which he made perhaps by candle-light, he ' 
was induced to abindon his profession. My fiiiher was educated , 
at [the expense of the late lord, for having saved his son from 
diowning in the Trent; and not only was indebted for his 
education to that worthy peer, but for a legacy of five hundred 
pounds, bequeathed to him in his last words almost. Never was 
there a tenderer heart, a humbler souh than my father’s. At 
Oxford he had made great jjrogrcss in tlie mathematics, which 
brought him many enemies, that study being in his time much 
discouraged there. He was suspected to be a good classical 
scholar, but his shyness would not let it appear; tiiose who knew 
him best were not certain of it, for they could judge only from ' 
what they saw at lecture; and to those who knew him' little 
there appeared to be a proof to the contrary. Wlien he was 
about to take hia degree in order that he might be inducted to 
the rectory of Sandyhurst, one of the examining masters was 
resolved to pluck him.” 

“ A very uncivil interruption! ” said Le Doux. “ Are the 
masters themselves so rude ? ” 



Cotes, Glengrin, and Normiinbjr. 337 


"You do not understand the term, sir; you do not know 
/-^perhaps that any single master can prevent a person from taking a 
•i*. degree. ^ A student a year old<T than my father, and in competi- 
tion with whom he Iiad carried off a collegc-pria*, discouraged 
him so at the examination that ho lost his degree, flc nnurned 
V ■' into the country, and told his young patron (for the father was 
lately dead) what had happened. 

“‘Pooh, Kit/ cried he, patting him on the shoulder, ‘go to 
■' Glasgow, man ! Jim Towne, my farrier, was made a doctor 
there in the twinkling of an eye : the rascal w'as starving on horse¬ 
flesh. At present, by a good intelligence W'itli the resurrection- 
, men, he holds up his head like a heion half-a-wing from the 
marsh, and looks askance in your face fiercer than a caught pole- 
, cat, as lie passes.' 

“‘My lord,' answered my father, ‘their church is different 
from ours.’ 

“ ‘ Go to Cambridge, tlicn. My word for it, with your figures 
^ and two little straight lines betwixt, they will semi y(»u back 
nicked and cropped and spruce enough for the deanery of 
,fDurham. Remember, the recteny is a good eighty a-year; ~ 
by the bye, would you like the perpetual ndvowson ? At the end 
. of the twelvemonth you have five hundicd, you know; and we 
can sign and sea! thereupon,--ay, Kit?” 

Jt would be simoniacal,’ answered my father. 


“ ‘ Simoniacal ! ’ rejjeated the peer with grave mimicry. 
word itself in any man’s mouth is cnoagJi to make him a hypocrite 
for life. A sand-boy, who does not know tlie meaning of it, has 
only to Skty it, and it rums him into a pick-pocket or swindler. 
Why, thou cursed fool, simony is eveiy tiling in foim and nothing 
in fact! Is there a Father in God upon the bench that has not 
committed it, if /ou put tlie thing in place of the letter ?' 

' ■ “My fadicr's health declined. ‘I tell you what, young man, 
■ unless you take a wife it is all over with you,' said the doctor. 

My father could no more take a wife than he could take a city. 
; He was acquainted with no young woman: he declared it. 
'■‘Egad, I thought as much !' cried the doctor: looking at him, 
nevertheless, as he would have done at an ibis or crocodile just 
' unboxed. ‘ We will remedy that, too: the drug is as easily found 
' as buckthorn.’ 
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“DoLtoi Biocm hici lutn lUi^con Lo 1 ship m tht Iket under 
Rodnt), ind w 1 thi intim iti fnt nd of his 11] t iin , u ho, ifte* 
being in const int seuitt foi fifty u is nndt a"y adniiial, 

md, ii tlit\ t lil It, /»/on t/it thif. i o kill time, •whin he had 
nothing til to kill, ht nniiit 1 i hinniid it rucjui) They 
both di ink hud, ind wfie so ifllitionit i eouplt th r one did 
not s ivi\i. till oihiJ ibovi 1 ivvi Ivt looudi. Tin \ lift in infint 
diughtii, ill p OMilid foT the die )i took, it, md sent it to 
sch)il bht V is now i\tein hi lodc o\ei loi hei, md told 
hci sht mustiomt in 1 lu Ij) him. Hi / irden jointd iii) filhei^s; 
md 1 1 thou^lit of lud^is is J w\ns think of lews. ‘1 hut no 
noli in of 1 lit Igt,’ 1^ he, * will out 1 giji in it’ Hi booth 
welt thu k, h( i s siioi ^ nd eoipulent, ht non niidt one. 
‘ Hivt lent'* Slid lit, % 1 uj niy (tnt-pocktt' mind tht onion- 
»tue>-'’ Ht iiiutd itniyfitliLi’ hi> w nd, holding a ihsh 
in hti two hinds, md emd, * Kit, my he \ty do^, h ist any ippe- 
tite foi 1 youn/ j iblut, tit in i i jiinii), of niv own cub, fed 
upon bi m md sowthistle, md smotheted in onions 

“My fithei ihinktd \ ith nnuh touitesy his kind fnend, md 
)C ill) hit l J,Ood ip} f^ll 

“‘If this toa I iK md \i)ii tlf will fmi m 

“*Not she, n )i I tithtr we hue just eiKii tin fellow to it.’ 

“ Mih will tht sit down * 

“‘No, think voi, i» T nnstgu’ 

“‘Who told V HI tl It ^ * tiled the doctoi, gJantini his eye 
ithwirt tht luck of his chill Sh iookul out of the window, 
md mswei d, ‘ Slit did not know 
“ ‘ Sit tjowii, thill,’ ciitd hti ru ndi i, in the imt luthont itive 
‘one IS bcfoie >li w is v\ dkin^ tow id tht oiil) \ it mt 
one with wooden bo tom, whin my fitliei (m ibsiat mm on 
mmy ou i ms^ lose Instil), md pliccd his, wltieh h d hi pillow 
ipon It, be foil hei 

“ ‘ Oh no, ' * ‘ 

“ ‘I bi; nu iiiue t you will, mis'* 

“ ‘ Oh no ' 

“lie tool hii uintly b) iht um, ift is 1 flower, md the 
coolneb of if itfieshid Inni to t’u hint, lli si lUd htr. he 
b|)oJ t to lit], onl) till In niii>nl a mil ni 11 Ini. Wishethc® 
so iicbli tint h could not bt hciid leiOos t cliimbii of fuuiteen 
httb) Lwihc 
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, ' ** When he wanted me to marry, he toJd me the lale; and 

^lddcd, ‘Christopher, there is no such preservative against vice as 
the recoHection of these events. I do believe that beauty, in its 
early innocence, has something of what, for want of a belter and 
more definite name, wc call ethereal ; sometliing pure and raj»id, 
something that stands impassably between us and evil, and holds 
- our little world from ruin and corruption ; something that unites 
us here in love and amity, inasmuch as what is raorbil can be 
* united, and converts us at last to itself in fulness and perfection.’ ” 

Le Doux heard the sailor with wonder, and looked at his 
rigid tliroat, his reddened breast, his hands covered with wiry and 
inverted hair. 

“ I am at home again,” said he ; “ I am with my father, and 
talk freely. If you are tired of me, leave me.” 

“My fiiend,” said Xje Doux, “I hear you with interest: 
pray proceed.” 

“Alice hardly ever would entei the bedchamber again, but she 
was fond of walking in tl^e garden, steep as it was and short and 
-.narrow, and containing but one cherry-tree, some gooseberry- 
' bushes, and a Virginian sumach that darkened the casement of the 
' lower room. My father must go down and talk to his little maid. 

“ ‘ Go,’ said the doctor ; ‘ 1 get fond of reading, and you have 
a power of books here,’ 

“Alice had been long below ; she mUvSt now go and see what 
her guardian was doing: he might want her. She tripped up¬ 
stairs; my father stopped breathless in the middle. ‘Are you 
coming too, Mr Noimanby ? Come then. What is the matter? 
Are you tired, you Piy romp ? ’—for he had thrown a gooseberry 
at her bonnet. 

“ * No, little Alice; the only fault of this house is that the 
staircase wants aii!’ 

' “‘What! with the door wide open and the windows too, and 
only the twenty-fourth of May? Indeed, Mr Normanby, 1 
cannot but think you are a very discontented man: you always 
want something.’ 

“‘Who makes that noise there?’ cried the doctor. Alice 
rim down, and found in her turn an inconvenience in tlie sun'rcase 
bo complain of. If my father had not caught her, who knows 
what might liave happened! It was providential. 
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“ * Alice,* sjiid my father a few days afterward, ‘ I have oftea 
seen you eating my gooseberries and cherries, and, what is worse, 
before they arc half-grown.* 

Tt is very true,* R*plied she, blushing, ‘but I protest it was 
not in malice, and that whenever 1 cailght myself doing it I 
stopped.* 

“ ‘ You niUvSt pay me.’ 

“ ‘ How can I ? I have only a s?>mpler.* 

1 will have that, then.* 

“ She ran like a greyhound through tlic gap and brought it. 
ft was neatly worked. 

“ ‘ Really, Alice, these letters art- formed divinely.* 

‘“Some of them,* said she, ‘a>v better than others.* 

“ ‘ 1 cannot see that,* said my fithei. 

“ ‘Oh yes they arc : hut what do you men know about work?’ 

“‘Come, my little Alice, show me now the bcot.’ 

“ She looked over them, and sometimes drew one straighter, 
and sometimes another, across liei foio-linger. 

“ * 'Fhey are not much amiss,* said she. 

“ ‘ But show me the difference.* 

“ ‘ I think the N is rather bc'tter tlian those on each side.* 

“ ‘ Oh you deserve a coronet for such a present,* cried my 
father, seeing her embarrassment; and, running before her that 
she might not susj)ect he saw it, leaped u]) at a flower on the 
sumach. She kuighed tiiat he had missed it, and leapctl at it 
too; nor was it at the first attempt th.it she reached it, not 
without help. 

“‘Alice,’ said the doctor one afieinoon, ‘you sit working all 
the day, and work worse than ever; wheie is your sampler, 
child ? What do you color at ? * 

“ ‘ 1 thought I might give it, sir, lo Mr No?manby; I took so 
much of his fruit whenever I went there.’ 

“ ‘ Alice,’ said he, ‘ you are seventeen the first of October: 
I cannot treat you with green gooseberries and pale cherries, 
but the gi'apes against the kitchen chimney will soon Iw ripe, 
and 1 have such a rarity for you ;us you never saw in your life-time.* 

“ ‘ Oh dear, sir, do not think of it! And you have patients 
in the fever who care more about grapes.* 

“ ‘ I have one indeed wlio has ijuch a fever on him, he would 
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“ ‘ IjC^ him h;ivc it,, my dear sir/ 

“ ‘ So I will/ 

***Alice ran and kissed the doctor. ‘Poor Kit!'crie(i he. 


■Alice, in the act of stai ting back, had fainted in his arms. ‘ Why! 

how now, girl! art in love with me ! ’sblood ? Pll bring thee 
,' to thyself again.* He !ud no more scruple witli her than a child 
has with a doll, and his renirtlies were within reach. * Simple- 
, ton ! * whined he in derision, when she began to recover, ‘ he has 
just as mucli of a fever as you have.’ 

“ Sir, it is time I should stop,” said the sailor. “ I am relat¬ 
ing these things of my mother, j\ist as if she had been an heiress 
-' of a thousand a-ye,ir, had li'\ ed in a turret and run along a cor¬ 


ridor from her birtli, had married a marquis, and had been pre¬ 
sented at court,” 


“ She was a pretty girl, 1 am persuaded,” said l.e Doux; 
** 3 nd,we will suppose in her favor tliat she had those advantages. 
Go on, Mr Normanby ; there is little to add, I fancy.” 

“ * If,* said the doctor, * he should have a small matter of 


ailment, which by neglect is one that might grow violent, would 
you sit by him ? ’ 

‘“Willingly/ 

«‘ All day long ? * 

All niglit too. I liave a good di‘al of courage when nobody 
' frightens me.* 

“ ‘ And quite alone, you timid tiling ? Remember how you 
shrieked when the kitten the other evening purred and rublwd 
against your legs. Could you stay quite alone ? ’ 

“ ‘ Quite.* ^ 

'' ; <» * Whttlier he slept or woke* 

' “‘t^would pray God he might sleep, and would make no 
•' noise.* 

' j The doctor at this bunst into what he called a horsc-Jaugh. 
j'.^i ^Come, now,* said he, ‘ you arc a good girl, and 1 will show you 
'/' the curiosity I mentioned.’ 

";r « He walked to my fathers with he r, and found him pmning 

■f his cherry-tree; he stepped down joyously and ran toward them. 
, V ‘ Have you done ? ’ asked the doctor. On the affirmative, ‘ Give 
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me the pruning-knife, then: it is a shame to see that .'■hicf of a- 
sumach getting in at the window/ 

“ ‘ Oh my dear sir! ’ cried Alice, ‘ show me the curioi’ty. Mr 
Normanby, I never saw that pruning-knife,—do let me see it/ ' 
“My fath(*r placed his back against the sumach, looked ^ 
tenderly and anxiously at Alice, shut the knife, gave it to her, 
and whispt'red, * Don’t let Jiini! * 

“*Iwill disappoint you, my dear guardian, in your pruning, ' 
for fi'ightening me/ 

“ ‘ What frightened you, Alice ? ’ said my father, looking with »■ 
great solicitude. 

“ * He knows,^ said Alice, shaking her head* , , 

“ ‘ And Normanby shall know too, deceitful whisperer! * - ' 

“ ‘ Oh dear, dear sir, don’t let him ! ’ ' t 

“* A truce with pruning/ said the doctor, have other things ’ 
to do. And now for the curiosity/ 

“ ‘ I know what you mean/ said my father: ‘ severjil boys \ 
were after it/ 


“ ‘ And will be, if I don’t secure it,’ said the doctor. 

“ ‘ It was late, I suppose/ said my father, ‘ for that sort of 
butterliy ; yet it was only a buttevHy after all.’ 

“ ‘ Oh, foul mouthed-fellow ! ' cried the lioctor. 

“ ‘ Really, I never tioubled my head about such trifles,’ replied 
my father in vindication, 

“ ‘ Here is the curiosity ! Come and take it, Alice. A man 
who can hardly live a diiy without you, and dares not say he loves 
you. 

hf Dou\. And you are the only fruit of this mairiagc ? * 

Normanhy, A rough-fl.'ivorcd and worthless one! I had a ' 
sister, three years younger than myself, whose Jairth caused tbo 
death of my mothci. 

Le Doux. Whom you do not remember tlien ? , 

Normanly, 1 do, and well. I have before me her clear colorless 
ftice, which I have hear<l was always so: her quiet blue eyes^ ^ 
which she turned on me when 1 ran out of my bed the mnrn ^ .i’, 
before her death, hearing her sigh and ask about me. 
infant was bom weakly, and my mother being weaklier > ■ 
it was recommended to find another nurse for it. “ Tile child ^ ' 
mine,” exclaimed she in desperation, “ she shall, dot have,‘.i^O 
mothers/’ 
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^ And would you nither she should have none, my blessed 
Alice ? ” 

“ I kiow not, my Normanby. God protect her ! ” 

God did ; and, when the parent could not hear her, took her. 
Soon after the marriage, Lord Sandyhurst pressed my father a 
second time to enter on the living, which he remarked was holden 
in trust for him. “ Or if you do not like it,’' said his lordship, 

. before any reply could be given, “ you shall have the charity-school 
instead; it is worth as much within a trifle, and there are no 
quarrels or trouble about tithes ; added to whicli the house is kept 
in repair by the tiaistees.” My father thanked him, and accepted 
the school. Five hundred jjounds were paid by his lordship’s 
house-steward, and Mr Chisholm, the land-steward, became rector 
improprietor of Sandylnirst; the bishop having ordained him at 
the recommendation of his patron, and every ncccsvsaiy preliminary 
having been legally observed. He was soon appointed his lord¬ 
ship’s chaplain, and within the year was doctor of laws. People 
found that they had been much mistaken in his character. He 
was a pious, humane, and liberal man; so averse from litigation 
that no wonder he had not succeeded as a lawyer! He visited 
the farmers separately ; told them he would leave all questions to 
their discretion and goodness ; that they might give him a tenth 
or a twcrtLieth, as they pleased. Some indeed had pretended, 
while he was agent, that they from time immemorial had paid a 
modus or composition: be smiled at that, and said he should be 
truly sorry to piove the contrary. 

“ Come,” said he to the richest of the tenants, whom he had 
always favoured most, “ what have you paid me ? ” 

“ Don’t you remember, doctor, you never took more than forty- 
two shillings, silking that fo)ty-iive was too much ? ” 

«We must give and take,” said the rector, “like good 
^Christ^ms. You shall pay me forty-eight for fourteen years, or 
during your residence and your son’s j and here are two ton- 
pound bank-notes.’’ 

“ A bargain ! ” exclaimed the farmer. 

The rest sent him chickens and ducks ; and, finding him wary, 
said plainly they did not see why one neighbor was more neighbor 
than another. He declared that he would encourage the civil 
^ and industrious; and he would see who was grateful before he 
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carried his liberality much faithev. They brouc^ht him their waste ’ 
paper,—such they called the old receipts ; he altered (it was said) 
such ligure.s as were changed the easiest, and laid them <)y. In 
the new agreements those who had large families paid less, those 
who had none or smallei paid more. Lord Saiulyhurst, at the 
recommendation of h's new steward, went over to the estate. 
The steward was of opinion that it could be doubled : the tenants 
were ejected. The good rector received them like a father, and, 
consoled them. They lent him their teams, tlu'y sold him the 
manure : they would rathei’ give it to him than leave it on the 
ground. The steward and a surveyor recommended an enclosure 
of tlie common and the warren. '^I'he doctor would not oppose 
any [dan conducive to the public good, and would be contented' 
for his share to accejit tlic worst part of the common and the poor 
barren warren, rather than have litigations about tiilies.* lie gave 
notice, however, that for the future h<' should take them in kind, 
until the commissioners had made tlieir award. Loid Sandyhurst 
tlucatcncd to litigate ; the rector would feel the dec'jiest sorrow at 
any such tiling, and would refer tlie matter to arbitration : nay, 
his lordship should appoint both ai biters. Blight and another, 
who came by accident to visit him, were nominated. Chisholm 
submitted : he had given his word. On the return of the arbiters 
they were very melancholic. 

“ Well, what have you done with him ^ ” said his lordship ; 
they shook their heads. The commissioners, who were neighbors, 
had left the tithes as they found them. Dr Chisliolm had con¬ 
sented to exchange a jiart of his glebe for only half the common, 
and that nuisance which in its present state brought so many foxes 
about it,—the warren. 

“ Kc must have seen your lordshiji^s receipts ami other papers.*’ 

“Surely: he was my steward, you know.” 

“He should not have taken advantage of his knowletj'ge, if^ 

Note in ist ed. “ The same thing happened in an estate belonging 
to my mother. Mr Savage made the rector of his parish his gamekeeper • 
and steward, neglecting all inquiries. 'The tenants had alway paid a 
modus, a few shillings. 'I'lio rector showed tliem many indulgenciea in 
their rents, added a trifle to the tithe.s, and the estate now pay.s the rector 
about two hundred a year: for the church never loses its rights, though - 
acquired by wrongs; and a part ot Sar/ti I^eter*ipairmony lies in England.”] 
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indeed he did; in other respects nobody could have acted 
more Jibcrally. IIis warmest wish was tlie harmony oi' tlie 
parish 

“A lawyer turned parson/’ cried Lord Sandyhurst, *‘lias the 
devil by botii horns, and can dance him alxjut as he pleast's : 
however, I will eat him u]> with my game.” 

“ My lord,” said one of them, “ 1 am sorry to inform you he 
has a riglit of free warii*n, which is dependent on the waiTcner’s 
house. He showed us the document.” * 

“ I myself gave liini with my own hands that long nuisty scroll 
about, the warren, to laove the extent and show him his advant¬ 
ages. The rogue said my word was enough, and would hardly 
tlirow his eyes over the parchment. I observed that his horse 
was frightened at it, and went oft at full speed.” 

My father Jieard tliese particulars, and tlianked God that his 
lordship had relieved him fiom such heart-burnings and such 
impuuitions. 

“ A pretty thing to th ink God for ! ” said Dr Br(>oni; “ you^ 
might have netted a third of wliat Chisholm does, and have been 
deemed an honest man. You have now only your school and 
' your five huiulred.” 

The sciiooi he had: the five hundred he never had. Dr 
Broom, of his own accord, went to remind the peer thak Mr 
Normanby of the school had a small niatter left by his lordship’s 
worthy father. 

“ He did say something about fivf* hundred, but he was light¬ 
headed in a manner, as you must remember, Broom ; and besides 
T gave Normanby the scliool. If he had not been the greatest 
Ixjoby in the universe, he might have been rector of Sandyhurst, 
and kept his carriage.” 

“ My lord, It is t'asicr in our days for a man to keep his carriage 
than;Jiis word 1 find.” 

I shall not ask you what you mean, my friend Broom; but 
you shall presently see what I mean.” 

He walked away and returned with a horsewhip. Broom, 
outrageous at tlie indignity, forgot that he was by thirty years the 
older man, and, running at him, knocked him down. 

Le Doux. A peer of parliament! that is grave! 

Normanby did not attend to the observation, but went on. 
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“Such, sir, is tlic custom of our country, that a man once down 
is sacred.” 

Le Doux. You arc tlie strangest people in the world Ir The 
very ojjposite of the rest! 

Normanly. His lordshiji rose, and, casting aside the whip, 
became the pugilist; and, not without a long Jind doubtful contest, 
threw his advcrs.' ry. “ Do you know who keeps his word now ? ” 
cried he. “ Who is the best man now ? ” 

“The greatest rascal, I must needs confess it,” cried the 
doctor; “ but every dog has his day.” 

As the late peer had no other child, and was a widower, be 
made no will: the bequest was verbal. My father could never 
be induced to apply for the money, and indeed (what he did not 
know) Lord Sandyhurst swore he never would pay it, lest he 
should seem to have been bullied out of it. Broom, thinking that 
he by his rashness had been the cause of this resolution, lost his 
admirable flow of spirits; gave up his gun, sat and mused, with 
^niy parents, whom, he told tJiem, he had ruined, went late to bed,- 
and some say indulged in mild ale. His health, however, did not 
visibly decline What then was the astonishment and consterna¬ 
tion of his friends, when I’hineas, who had taken his boots to his 
bedside, found him dead from apoplexy ! No work was done in 
the town that day. He left the little he jwssessed to my mother 
and her children, trusting that she would take care of his two 
servants, who had lived with him all their lives. It amounted to 
a few hundred pounds, for the tcncMiient was not his own, and he 
always had been generous. My mother wept over him as over a 
father,—she had known no other; my father as over a fricijd,— 
no other had he known. They found a better place for their 
maid, and took his domestics into their house. 

My mother followed to the grave her parental guardian before 
she had completed her twenty-second year. My father livcfl till' 
I was almost of age. The loss of liis companion, of whom he 
talked to me tweiy day from ray sixteenth year, shortened his 
innocent and useful life. In ray earlier boyhood I do not think 
he ever mentioned her. “ Christopher,” said he on his death¬ 
bed, “ 1 have home up more raanmlly tlian you are aware of. 
You arc now old enough to keqi the school; and sec here the 
kindness of our jjatron.” 
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' Lord Sandylnirsl, at the entreaty of tlie parish, had been pre¬ 
vailed on to appoint me to the place of master, vacant by reason 
of my'/ather’s ill-heaUh. 

“Tlie day is sultry,” said he, “open the casement. I have 
kept my bed tliroc weeks. I^ook out, and see whether th(.* sumach 
is in flower; it ought to be, or near it.” 

“ There is one.” 

“ Go down and cut it, and bring it me.—Stop a moment.— 
'Yes, 1 must have it, Christopher.” 

I ran down and brought it to him. “ How sweet it is! ” said 
he, laying it on his Face, and smiling as if refreshed by it. 

“Father,” said T, smiling loo,—for he seemed much better,— 
“ I did not know that there was any sweet scent in the sumach 
and would luive taken it to smell. One breath shook its feathery 
flower. It was his ’riat. 

The colonel pressed the hand of the mariner; for there are 
workings of the heart that cast down all distinctions. 

he Ihux. Lord Sandyhurst, I am afraid, can have but a 
very bad heart. 

Normmihy. 1 am unwilling to supjiose that his heart is a very 
bad one; which would be a heavy accusation, since every man 
who has leccived the rudiments of culture is in giv-U measure the 
framer of his own. 1 am more inclined to believe that there is 
something in his brain defective or amiss,—an evil which no man 
cun remedy or control, 

Le Ihux, Wliy do you think so ? What you have related is 
no proof or sign of it, but shows rather that sort of brain which 
most people have, and which they call the soundest. 

Normanby. My reason for thinking as I do is this. When 
his maternal uncle died, who was doatingly fond of him, and at 
whose house he had passed the greater part of his boyhood and 
his ^uth, he received the congratulations of his acquaintance on 
his increase of fortune. 

Le Ihux, Surely : ought he then to exclude them i 

Normmby, I should have said, if it had not seemed malicious, 
that he received their congratulations with pleasure and Kitis- 
faction. 

Le JDoux. He inherited as much as he expected, did he not ? 

Normanby, 1 imagine so; every one knew that Mr Edward 
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sj>cnt his whole income : but the land was unencumbered by debt,, 
and worth about four thousand a-year. 

Le Doux, Well tlicn ! lie might fairly rejoice at corairjg into 
possesvsion. 

Normanhy. Good God ! into wliat possession did he come, 
which was not his more amply and more delightfully before ? 
He gained nothing: he lo'^t the liand that gave him it, the heart 
that welcomed ium to it, tlie voice that cheered him in his use of 
it, tlie dispenser that kept it for his sake, the friend in whose con¬ 
viviality and converse he could and did enjoy it. On what 
account do the wise and frugal, on what account do even the 
idlest and most unthinking, wish for profxrjty ? 

he Doux, To spend it among their fric-nds. 

Normanhy. Are then those who jdunder them at the gaming¬ 
table, those who sell them an unsound horse or such as tlicy 
themselves are afraid to ride, those w!io recommend to them a 
cast mistress or a cashiered stt‘ward, tliost‘ who seeing them in 
sickness call them in their tenderest mood “poor devils,’" and 
whose most anxious inquiry is, “ What! alive still ? ”—are those 
the friends that a rational soul should prefer to the guardian of 
his infancy, the director of his adolescence, the crowncr of his 
energies at the goal of manhood, whose eye stiffened on his 
harder features (and did not iind them so) ere it closed in death ? 
Men have been the richer; but no man, thinking as he ought, 
ever inlieiited a fortune from jjarent or liom friend. What mine 
produces them ; what labor can acquire them; what regret can 
Recover them once lost ? And shall the only thing worthless that 
they leave behind compensrite us ? 

he Doux. My good fiiend, you did not find any great differ¬ 
ence in your fortune, or else jjerhaps— 

Normanhy. Go on, sir!—7’hen let me. I poil^csscd so few 
things that every one of them giive me a distinct sensation, aj}d a 
painful one, reminding me of him who had left them. In this 
alone had 1 to regret the humbleness of my condition. The 
regret was, however, of such a nature that by degrees I placed 
myself in its way voluntarily, and even went after it above-stairs 
and below. When 1 had nothing else remaining to look at, I 
looked at the knots in the deal unpainted door, and conned over 
one of my early lessons on the cause of their transparency in the 
sunshine. 
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I Lff Doux. If wc retain these weaknesses too long, we are 
good for littU'. 

Normanby. True ; and, if wc never have them, wc are good 
for nothing. Neitlier our weaknesses nor our strength sliould 
come into play incessantly. Both were given us wisely ; which 
I should say, even if 1 could think of no other purpose than the 
necessity of moderating tl\em. 

Le Doux. I do not tl)ink, my honest friend, a man like you 
could reasonably Ik’ suspected of disloyalty or irrcligion. 

Nornumby. And if you did think it, sir, my mind would be 
the same. 1 have ojiened my heart to you because it is long since 
I have seen a coufilenance i like so well, and because it is a 
pleasure to be heard attentively. 

/.<" Doux. Pity! that your father did not teach you the 
languages he had acquired. 

Normanby. He taught me gardening and geometry, which, he 
used to tell me playfully, are die waslung and elcar-stiirching of 
the mind; while other things for the most part he considered as 
the rags or ruffles. When I had acquired from him the ele¬ 
ments of Latin, he said to me that I was now able to teach as 
much as was enjoined by the sfcitulcs ; and that if ever I had 
leisure I might extend iny knowledge. After a pause, he added 
that he had seen some who had gained nothing iioin the classics 
but the right (as they imagined) of repining, when they found 
those who had made no greater progress in them raised to vicar¬ 
ages and rectories, and even higher; and that he would rather 
leave to me a moderate sustenance than a defective and fallacious 

A 

title to one more plentiful. 

De Doux. I am charmctl at his just views of society, which 
many men, less prudent than youiself, might turn away from. I 
must make yoft better known to my fellow-passengers. 

Normanby. Sir, I beg you will not bring them hither. 

Df Doux. Have they offended you past forgiveness ? 

Normanby. They have never offended me at all ; but my 
heiirt closes at them,—as there are some flowers which, without 
being delicate, closes against insects. 

Le Doux. 1 ought to be much flattered at your reception of 
me. 

From “ When ” to “ from ” (12 lines) added in 2nd ed.j 
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Normanby. Flattereil! no, «ir. That is a phrase of your , 
country, and fit for it; Jet me hear it again, and we converse no 
longer. e 

I^e l)oux» A phrase has Jost many a man a friend : I will be 
more cautious in future. I have listened with due attention to 
your father^s liistory, and now am anxious to hear the rest of 
yours, which you abandoned as soon almost as you began. 

Normanby. 7^he ashes were hot underfoot. I flew from 
myself to my father : my wrongs rose up before me. 1 have now 
ag.iin lost sight of them, partly by the memory of that saintly mao, 
and partly by your encouragement and compassion. Yes, sir, 1 
am like a child who runs behind its parent,—a child little used to 
be cai'essed and fondled,—wdten at last a stranger bids it come and 
sit beside him, and is ready and well-pleased to listen to the idle 
rill of its divScoursc. 

I was pained excessively at the fathers of my boys refusing to 
visit or receive me; some because they had been so much mis¬ 
taken in me, anti others because, as they said, it really would hurt 
them. My grief was intolenible when the boys thomaelves, who 
had revered and loved me, hissed me on my way home from 
church, calling me atheist,'^ jacobin, and regicide. I had taught 
them to love their neighbor, and had never seen in them anything 
cruel or unkind. Several of them, on my fathers decease, said 
anxiously to me, “ And what shall we do if we lose you P ” 
awaiting my answer in tears. Mr Chisholm, who had Ix'en pre¬ 
sent at their Jiltered conduct, came up to me just as I was entering 
my door, and said be hoped what I had heard would be a warn¬ 
ing to me. As 1 returned no answer, but invited him to walk in, 

“ Oh your humble servant! many thanks; is it come to this ? 
It is well for you that there are no press-gangs up the country: 
they would teach you loyalty at the mast.’* * 

Never had I thought to receive a hint out of church fron\ Mr 
Chisholm, of which I should be likely to make any use in my 
conduct. Another aided him unconsciously. Phincas Pooley, 
my old servant, placed the roast veal upon the tiible, and asked me 
whetlier I w'as satisfied with him and Maitha, as my parents and 
Dr Broom liad been. 

“Yes, my good Phineas, perfectly.” 

p “ Athfist ” added in and cd.] 
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*‘Then, sir,’* said he, ‘*I shall be sorry (God forgive me!) to 
.leave you, though you are now become an enemy to God and 
man.” 

“ Ldive, Phineas ? ” 

** Both of us. We luive places for life in the country hospi¬ 
tal : we are fitted for the work, and ready to go when you can 
spare us.” 

“ Dear honest Phineas 1 who persuaded you ? ” 

“No matter: there are go<'d who were thought bad, and bad 
who were thought good.” 

“ What evil have you ever seen in me, Phineas ? ” 

“ None, sir ; unhaiinilv.” 

How I ” 

“ We cannot sec the heart.” 

“ Ah then, Phineas, you ai'e in the right to leave me. If you 
have not yet been able to see my heart, I am to the full as bad a 
man as any one would represent me.” 

“You have been kind to me, as I told them, in sickn(;s.s iiiul 
in health, and never said a cro^s word to either of us. * Nor did 
the Tempter to live,’ was tlie reply for this; ‘nor again on the 
exceeding high mountain.’ At these words, master, I felt how 
little I was of a scholar (though 1 heard them a liundred times) 
and how entirely in the snares of sin and doatli." 

Le Doux. There have licen people worse treated than you 
have been, Mr Normanby, but none more undeservedly. 'Plic 
civility due to your fair countrywoman does not suspend my 
interest in your recital, yet it obliges n-»e to make inquiries, and, if 
she is awake, to receive her C(jmmands. You will allow me to 
join you again ; you will acknowledge an old acquaintance ? 

Normanhy,. At any time, and with pleasure. 

The colonei*found Lady Glengrin just waking. She hoped 
he would by degrees be fitted for the society it would be his 
destiiiy to find in Ireland; and some other such pleasantries 
passed, which were commented on and explained by Sir Fire- 
brace. They spent together the whole evening. Two of the 
party never rose before noon ; Le Doux was of opinion that the 
only thing tolerable at sea was the rising sun, and always wiis 
prepared to greet it. 

Does any one remember (ah! who does not remember ?) the 
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ijrst time he over saw myrtles in blossom on the bleak heath,' 
where they spread the most widely and bloom the most profusely 
Does he remember the jolts and jerks, the sands and suddtn 
stops, among the poor cultivation just before he rcachei them?, 
How gladly folded he his arms upon his breast, and drew the 
pure air from amid ® tlieir starry stillness ! Not unlike his feeling 
was the feeling of 1 e Doux. He had noticed for the first time 
a neglected plant, capable of becoming the ornament (if chance' 
had placed it there) of domestic life in an unthrifty station. He 
had lived, it is true, among the Russians; but they present no 
variety: there is .i Tartar flat along the whole ])eop!c. Potemkin 
and Orloft differed from cooks and porters only in strength of 
limb, - the pedestal of their greatness. 

Uniforms and diamond rings are useful, since without them I 
siiould often have forgotten the jjersonages .1 conversed with, and 
have ordered them to bring me a glass of water and a biscuit. 
Resolute to avoid ])cculiatity, and to conquer that abstraction 
which is called ahsetiLe, it hardly ev<‘r has been my failing unless 
in the company of such people ; and T have usually felt :i listless- 
ness to amend, or even to apoiogi.se for, my fiiult. 

Normanby saw the head of Le Doux inountlng from the cabin, 
:ind saluted him. 'Plie convcr.sation was on various subjects, light 
and uninteresting. Both felt it. Come, Mi- NorniLinhy,” said 
Le Doux, “ I am still your persecutor; 1 hope your !a.st. J^et 
us take our old places, and then to Phincas again and the cxcecd- 
ing high mountain.” 

Ntirmanbv smiled and continued. 

“ Determined to sell my furniture and leave the country, I 
gave notice of my intention, and sent for the auctioneer, a civil 
man. He .said he owed me no lll-will, and would do as much, 
by me as by another. Looking over tlic vohuiu'.'i of which about- 
eight were Greek autliors, and fewer Latin, he found hardly any 
thing else than our old English divines. As you have acquired- 
our language, and as these contain three-fourths of what is excellent: 

[** First c<I. reads: “amid the .starry stillness of the.<ie intcripinable 
phiniH. Noi/'&c."] 

f*' First eti. reails; “ had .seen for the first time a wild and neglected one,' 
but sweet and pliant, and the ornament .... domestic and polished 
life. Hehad,”&c.j 
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^ in it, you must have read them, and must know thoroughly those 
I am about to mention*” 

LiC Doux bowed, and left no doubt whatever on the mind of 
Normandy, who thus re])orLed to him the discourse of Edge ware 
the auctioneer. 

“ * These fetch notliing, Mr Normanby, I do assure you. Let 
U8 see : Lucas on Holiness,—Lucas on Happiness. Lord lielp us ! 
wc have newer things on them by years and years, lidng as we 
do in an age of discovery^" Leighton's Sermons, The style 
seems mighty low and wretched.’ 

“ * It was once a good one,’ I answered, ‘ and will be again 
when wc are hi for it. But crooked thoughts are to be sup¬ 
ported by stiff sentences. Let no writer be solicitous of Fame ; 
she is more unceitain and mote blind than Fortune : let them do 
for the best and bt* pre]>arcd for the worst. Tliere are few readers 
and indeed few critics (we must call men by the names they 
. assume) who tolerate Leighton.’ 

<( t Why, Mr Normanby, you talk like your hither,’ said the 
auctioneer. 

** * I believe, Mr Edgeware/ a;iid I, ‘ they are his very words. 
He used to call the book his milk and honey, and Suiid that if 
Leighton had lived in the time of Christ he doubted whether 
John would have been the discijilc best beloved. He sighed, 1 
remember, as he added, taking me aside by the sleeve, although 
we were alone, “ We are nothing now but sounding-board and 
cushion.” * 

^“Taylor—Barrow—* 

“ * Sto]), Mr Kdgeware,* cried T, ‘ do not throw those aside so 
carelessly. My father, who knew the ancients intimately, said, 
« Kit, that couple are worth all their })hilosophers put together, 
and would be aliough they all were Christians. Plato and 
Xenophon, as mim of thought and wisdom, might walk without 
brushid^ their skirts bi iween these two covers,” striking his hand 
on a volume of Barrow 

p® First cd. rt-acis: “ discovery. Bishop Patrick’s Parable of a Pilgrim. 
The style,” &c. Nine lines below: '• assume) who doubt that Johnson is 
■ wiser than Patrick: I have even heard it said in conversation that his 
periods are more harmonious.” Why,’’ &c. Five lines helow, for 
' . Leighton ist ed. reads: “ Patrick,*'] 
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“ ‘ May be/ interposed the auctioneer; ‘ but this Doctor Hugh 
Blair, with his noble cassock, and five-guinea wig, close, trira, 
hard as the feathers round an owlet’s eye, outsells him twenty to 
one. What did yoiu' father say of iiim ? ’ * 

“ ‘ I’hat he was a comely man, a well-cotulitioned Christian, ■ 
and fair writer; but that he was so unfriendly to w^hat he called 
involutions and pau ntheses, and so fond of straightness and ■ 
uniformity, tliat he would stniightcn a fish-hook, and prefer a file 
of pins in smooth stiff blue ])ap(T, to a diamond crescent with its , 
knobs and bends among a set of such riotous curls as it cannot - 
keep in order and subjection.’ 

“ ‘ The cx])ression is nobler/ replied the auctioneer, ‘ but the 
matter is not unlike in the main what 1 heard from Squire Prew, ■ 
to whom I knocked down a co})y last year. “ It comes cheap,” 
said he, “and I know who wants one, or I would never have - 
bought it, I have read the doctor once ; and what such a genius 
says once is quite enough. He is indeed a neat handy sort of a 
person ; but he washes his butter so, aiid in such saltless water, 
that one cannot tell whether it is butter or bear-grease. First, he 
would persuade you that verse has nothing to do with poetry; 
then that Ossian wrote what M’Plierson fabricated. When you 
have swallowed this, iu* tiiinks you drunk ^‘nough to believe it is 
exeellent, carries you across his slioulders to bed, and whispers, 

‘ Well, God bless you ! ’ that is, if you lie quiet, and believe you 
have found a treasure wortli more than Homer and Milton.” I 
made bold to answer : “ Then, Mr Prew, you doubt these battles 
of the car-bornc —” “ Hark ye, honest Edgeware ; I believe 

the stories of few biittles,-- for where there are two that fight there 
are ten that lie,—but T believe that in some way or other they 
were fought. I will admit that tliese were fought too, when n*y 
coachman drives four-in-hand along the eavcs» of the houses iu 
Sandyhurst: he would do no more than tliey did, unless he 
stormed the belfry with ’em.” As I knew of Ossian ofily what 
I had heard Mrs ICdgeware read in a rainy day,—tlie day before 
I knocked him down to the Squire,—I could make no answer; 
but I fell, hurt at hearing thivS ridicule at what she distinctly told , 
me was die finest thing in the world,—adding that men in tho^e 
days were men indeed.’ 

“ The con\'crsation about my books might have gone on, if 
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i «ome one had not tapped gently at the door. It was the servant- 
. .maid of Miss Penelope Haynes, the lady of whom my father had 
-rented hi| cottage. The girl desired to have a word in privattj 
with the auctioneer. He returned lo me and said, * I am going 
, to speak against ray interest; you may have a guinea for your 
r books.* 

“‘No, Edgeware,’ said I, ‘the three bibles and thrt'e prayer- 
books I never sell ; nor this Einctetus.’ 

“‘You cannot want three bihJes and three prayer-books; 
bpside, they are alike, even to the binding.* 

“ * And yet,* answered I, ‘ sometimes I read in one with more 
pleasure, and sometimes in another.’ It was so ; for often did I 
think whose manuals two were, and whose gift the third. 

“‘Well,* said the auctioneer, ‘1 fancied now one was too 
much.* 

“ ‘ Do not let Miss Pen be disappointed,* said I; ‘ take the 
list; leave the price to her.’ 

“ He went and acted faithfully. She looked over the cata¬ 
logue, and said w'ith peevishluss, * I do not find that bad hook 
which contains such stuff'; 1 wanted to burn it,* Edgeware 
ran to me with the answer. 

“‘Tell her,* said I, ‘that I burned it myself; that Martha 
covered the veal yesterday with the last pages.* 

“ She sent for Maltha, and asked her. 

“ * No, Miss Haynes! ’ cried Martha. ‘ 

“ ‘ Sec the effect of such publications! * ejaculated Miss 
jHaynes. * Until the present tinie, Mr Normanby, I am certain, 
was incapable of a faJscliood.' 

“ ‘ Miss,* added Martha, ‘ 1 have no grudge against my master, 
a1!i upright man until now ; and never shall it be said that, 

' whether he ordered it or not, I covered a loin of veal for him 
.with a jioisonous book. I threw the remnant of it into the 
kitchen fire; and even tliat did the meat no good: he could 
.hardly touch it at dinner.’ 

“Miss PLiynes sent Martha hick to me, in order to confer 
about the library. I waited upon her. She said she was 
^ happy to see me, which she could do without the slightest 
impropriety in the presence of witnesses. Then she added, she 
Was sorry that she might have been thought uncivil to my father 



3 s 6 Imaginary Conversations 


at the decease of' his worthy lady, particularly as he bad giVeo 
her a fine magnolia ; but peoj'li* might talk, and she should think 
long before she changed her condition. ^ 

“‘Madam,’ said I, ‘few persons have lived so irrepioachubJy 
as you have tlone ; and I cannot imagine you have to blame 
yourself in regard to my father. Tin; magnolia was not a 
present: you admired it, I Iiavc heard him say,^^ and he carried 
it to youi” house intending to request your acceptance of it;. 
when seeing a sumacli on the gravci-walk, lie asked Tobias 
whether you would make an exchange; you did so.’ 

It was only tlie slump,’ replied slie. 

“ ‘ I preserve it still, madam; and of all the things I leave in 
the country I leave it with most regret.’ 

“Pcnc!oj)e blushed deeply and looked timorously. ‘You, 
arc then really leaving us ? ’ said she. 

“ ‘ Yes, madam.’ 

“ ‘ And what do you do with your furniture, Mr Normnnby ? * 
«‘ Sell iL’ 


“On any other day of Iut life Pcnclo])e would have baiv 
gained about it; for she was sl>rewd, sclfisii, and the only 
parishioner of the landliolders that did not suffer in some way 
by the enclosure. She liad thirty acres of freehold : four more 
were stipulated from tlie waste ; and the rector whispered in 
her car, ‘ I should not wonder if, with the little knoll you eet 
your heart upon, they throw the green lane in. Do you know ? 
the hollies are worth twenty pounds! ’ The rector prognosri* 
cated wonderfully; it turned out exactly so. She enlarged tlie 
cottige and garden, and called it Eden-place, in prefemnee to 
Edcn-villa, ltden-lodge, or Eden-house ; and would have paipted 
the gray stone brick-color, if my father had not designedly lent 
her a treatise which prevented it. ‘ Wc may Sometimes pick up 
an idea from a hook,* said she. 

“ To return. * As to those volumes, 1 will take care pf 
them for you, if you please, Mr Nornianby, on your giving jpe 
your word of honor that there is no indecent print in them-r-posr 
blasphemy—nor sedition.’ I did so, at each pause, and thanked 
her warmly. 

p* First ed. reads: “ say. wlien you condescended to visit my Mother op 
her niai riage. He,"’&c. j 
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«(< jf you should not be able to dispose of your furniture, I 
\have room in my barn for it.' I accepted this offer, too, in 
‘ favor of #n arm-chair covered with white dimity, and a bed of 
'crimson-moreen, with two watch-pockets fancifully embroidered, 
requesting her in my gratitude to accept any volume she chose : 
she thanked mo and declined it. I took my leave, paid my two 
^ servants a year’s wages, gave them what clothes and linen I 
could spare, and left my house an hour before sunrise the next 
morning. Neither 1 nor my father had had any acquaintance out 
of Sandyhurst; 1 never had been twenty miles from home. When 
I had walked about tliat distance, and must be near Nottingham 
as I fancied, I found myseif in a park, in the midst of old 
pinasters, trees i had never seen before, and observed a water of 
•vast extent. Even this was to me a strange country. I began 
to feel a desire of wandering; I went toward the water, and 
(was T awake or dreaming ?) 1 saw before me a monument 
erected to the memory of Captain Riou,—a naval olJicer of high 
merit, as we know better than you can ; but not better than 
'some of you do. Tlie sun grew hotter, for it was near mid-day, 
and I went to lie under tin* pina.sters. I was watching tlie 
squirrels on tliem, jjlaying their tricks and loa])ing from tree to 
tree, wlien a prodigious herd of deer gallojxjd past me. Another 
Strange sight! although I had remarked the same creature in 
books of natural liistory. My eye,? were pursuing them, when a 
gentleman on a pony, seeing me cleanly aiia well dressed, saluted 
me very courteously, and asked me if T was looking for the road 
'to the house. I rose, answered in lire negative, and told him f 
had been induced to rest theie for the pleasure of observing the 
squirrels. ‘ It must be a humane man who suffers them to riot 
here, seeing the ijjmrber of holes they have made in these trees.’ 

“ * They began to make the holes long ago,* said he, ® and the 
propertjf is now theirs.’ 

“ ‘ But dre trees are every day growing worse and worse, and 
ihere are many thousands: are they all bo»‘pd so by these little 
animals ? * 

believe every one.’ 

“ Ah. spare yon emmet—” 

‘ I beg your pardon; you were making a remark: have I 
interrupted ? * 
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“‘Sir/ answered I, ‘if I had not been here, perhaps 1 he^i^,' 
should have rcmenibered two verses which my father taught nje^, 

I am afraid on some childish act of LTuelty, and whicl^ I began- 
to repeat, and checked myself. They .ire ill applicable to the 
occasion.* 

“ ‘ What may they be ? ’ said he. 


“ Ah, spare yon eminet. rich in hoaittdl jrrain! 
He lives with pleasure, anil he «lies witli juin.” 


‘“They arc from tlic Persian/ said he, ‘and, if we dropped 
the “hoarded grain/* are .tniong tlie he.st thoughts in that poetry, 
whicJi contiin.s few, and those trivial and distorted. Like the 
food of the country, they are in themsclvi's the most insipid 
things in the world, and, to make tiieni jjalatable, the most highly 
spiced.* 

“ ‘ Our own j>oets/ saiii I, ‘ are more original, I am inclined to 
think, and more natural.’ 

“He replied, *We have two schools of poetry: one is kept 
at the milliner’s, the other at the workhouse. At the farmer We 
find imitations of Turkish carpets in moth-eaten plush, Persian 
robes and Scotch fillihegs, claymores, and scymitars, the sheaths 
of good varnished kid-skin, ami the blades x)i the best waved 
paper, with I'very sort ot’ dress that janizary and spahee, lowlander 
and highlander, lairy and kel])ie, witcli and houri, ought to put 
on in gala. Tliere is also the most elegant assoitnient of tombs, 
and the sweetest poison.s one’s heart could desire; with wax- 
candles of ]n‘elcd elder, .md flambeaux of red hair, and polygraphic 
transpai'encies (the oil indeed rather rancid and fishy), to be had 
for next to nothing.* 

“ * I jierceive, sir, you arc not a patron or trustee of tlus 
school.* * 

“ ‘ Nor of the oilier,* answered he: ‘ I prefer Gray.* ^ 

“‘Sir,’ replied 1, ‘the other must at least be acknowledged to 
be nearer to truth and nature. Can poets too much avoid the 
artiticial ? We prefer what is jiast. Gray in his time was lei^ 
considered than even our tavern toasters, crowned with the parsley 
of the kitchen and sluing on the tripod of the tap-room. In wfuii 
manner has the greatest of critics (to pss over the public) tx^al^d 
the greaiest of writers ? * 
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t ** It was my custom in ray walks to carry an Epictetus in one 

) v'jpecket, and a.PavScai in the other : on a blank, leaf of Pascal had 

' iVttiy fathc# written these words, which, not being able to pronounce 

; ,%em correctly, I gave to the gentleman on the pony. And I 

■ now piesent them to you in the same volume.” 

' JLe Uoux (^reads). 

’< 

, • “ Paschal tist un gentil personnage; il ticrit bien ; il a fait tie si jolies 

prieres; il a est^* nourry a (renes il e.st con.seiller d’estat.” 


Wlio wrote this ? 

Normfmly, Joseph Sealigei. 

* ' Le Dnux. A O'M'man eiitle, was he not? 

Normanby. T rather think, a French. 

Le Donx. He writes then as if lie lived a hundred years ago- 
I have seen exactly such French in an old ticaty. Now let me 
hear moie about the gentleman : his remarks arc admir.ilde. But 
,you, I imagine, were in the midst of your rejiiy ; pray indulge me 
with it, 

Normanby. “ T have heard my fither say thus,” conlinued 1, 
“when he lent me Potter’s Aischylus to read. ‘Christopher, 
I doubt not that 'Phespis was preferred to him by the graver 
critics,—there was something so unalFected in a cart, and so little 
of deception in wiiie-dregs; and yet, C’hristoiJier, the jPro- 
meihnis is the grandest poetical conception tliat ever entered 
into the heart of man. Homer could no moiT have written tliis 
tragedy than 7Eschylu.s could have written the Iliad. Mind me, 

' I do not compare them. An elephant could not beget a lion, 
nor a lion an elephant. Critics talk most about the visible in 
sublimity,—the Jupiter, the Neptune. Mcignitiide and power are 
sublime but in the second degree, managed as they may be. 
Where the heart*is not shaken, the gods tliunder and stride in 
vain. *Tnic sublimity is the perfection of the pathetic, which 
has other sources than pity : generosity, for instance, and self- 
devotion. When the generous and self-devoted man suffers, 
there comes pity; the basis of the sublime is tlren above the 
.water, and the poet, with or without the gods, can elevate it 
. above tlie skies. Terror is but the relic of a childish feeling: 
pity is not given to children.* So said he; I know not whether 
rightly. For the wisest differ on poetry, the knowledge of 
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which, like other most important truths, seems to be reserved for 
a purer state of sensation and existence. Seldom have I doubted 
my father’s judgment; but as he was not a poet, and as«none but , 
the very greatest have a voice on poetry, here 1 iiesitatc.” 

I had paused : the gentleman on the pony looked at me atten- ' 
tivciy. “ If you will take any refreshment,” said he, “ I shall 
have gieat pleasure in accompanying you to the house.” 

I thanked him and told him that I was on my road to the sea,' 
hoping to serve my country, and impe.tient to reach my destinati'on. . 

“ I myself was of that profession,” said he. “ Have you been 
fortunate in your promotion i ” 

“To say the truth, sir,” answered 1, “ I never was in the pro¬ 
fession, and wish chiefly to try whether the service will benefit 
my spirits.” 

“ Have you any friend who has a command, or whose credit 
may recommend you ? ” 

I mentioned my grandfather’s name, as the only chance. 

“ He was a galkint and good creature, I have heard, and must , 
have many friends still living among our older admirals. My^ 
recommendation is less weiglity, but such as it is you may com¬ 
mand it.” 

1 requested to know the name of a ])erson to whose benevol¬ 
ence a stranger was so deeply indebted. 

“Not at all,” said hi*. “A few lines arc written while you 
take a sandwich, and L.idy Newark will he charmed that t 
present to her the grandson of so distinguished an officer.” 

“ It is Lord Newark, tlien, who has condescended to show 
me this kindness —” 

He bowed. “ It can hardly be called so, though you accept 
it; as I triust you will do.” ^ 

I thanked him; but added that, as i did not intend to remain 
at sea long, and as my studies Jiad not been nautical, I must 
decline an introductio n which might procure for me eventually 
what could not belong to me. Whether my words, my resolute 
but re.spectfiil manner, a filtering in a voice that seemed little ' 
apt to filter, or the bow, so unlike what I could make again or . 
ever had made, while 1 placed my right hand upon a breast en-. 
larged with gratitude,—whether one of these or all of them' 
[1- Note in i8t ed.: ‘‘ The late Earl Manvers."] 
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interested him, as 1 walked fiist away he sat quietly upon his pony. 
^Soon however he came beside me. “ I perceive, sir,” said he, 
taking 4)1F his hat again, “ I have done very ill the honors of the 
place: wc have not always the same presence of mind, seamen or 
landsmen. You will not fivor me with your company, nor permit 
tne to make a trial whether I have a friend in the navy who 
may recollect me,” —he paused. I was silent.—“ If however at 
any time you should happen to think of our short conversation, 
allow me to tell you that this place is called I’horesby Park, and 
that the post town is Ollerton. I wish you a pleasant journey, 
a prosperous voyage, and a speedy recovery of your health.” 

Every thing 1 had seen this day, every thing I had felt, was 
new and strange to me. Unkindness had pained me; kindness, 
in such swift succession after it, overthrew me. Little did 1 
then imagine how highly I should have gratified the most amiable 
and friendly man living, by affording him an opportunity of assist¬ 
ing me! Little did I cont<itic‘r, or know indeed, that 1 should be 
the means of enlivening the sweet sense of obligation in some one 
among the many whom his care had educated, his bounty had 
fed, and his interest had pioraotcd. 

I was Iferdly on the piildic road when I perccaved a magnificent 
coach at the door of a public house, and a gentleman in scailct 
uniform, whom I sup])Osed to be the general of the district, 
particularly as he was giving some orders to another in uniform, 
who held a horn. On seeing me he cried proudly but invitingly, 
“ Arc you for the Opjiosition ? ” 

** No, sir,” answered I indignantly and sharply; " I do not 
rejoice in the misfortunes of my country, nor triumph in its mis¬ 
rule, nor exalt its enemies.” 

He lifted uj> his eyebrows scornfully, and addressing himself to 
a lady in the coach, “ The merest fool I ever set eyes upon! ” 
said Jic aloud. And looking at me again, “ What, in the devirs 
name, has tlie Opposition to do with politics ? Out witli fifteen 
shillings, man, and you sleep at the Swan with Two Necks 
to-roorrow night. Come, jump up; wc are off.” 'fhe pas¬ 
sengers explained; 1 mounted; I arrived in London. The next 
morning, on the road to my banker^s, 1 bowed to those who 
looked at me. One returned my civility by the words, “ I am 
surprised at your assurance: 1 never knew you.” In fact, sir, 
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what is a civility in Dthor countries, in Kngland is the reverse:' 
we have a national antipathy to courtesy and politeness. 

Le Doux. 1 would not have ventured to make that |^mark.. 
Allow me to congratulate you on your candor: you have given 
me better occavsions to pay my c:om])linient on your originality. 

I attend you. 

NorniAnhy. On reaching Lombard Street, a place excessively 
tlirongetl, I stopped several times, begging the persons to pass. 
One asked me whether J took him f(>r a pick-pocket; I could 
not imagine why. Unfortunately I did the same thing, in a 
gentler tone of voice, to a young lady of great beauty, wlio had 
just alighted from her caniage, and who in some confusion took 
the aiTii of licr brotlier. He lilli[)cd me under the nose, threw a 
card at me, whicl] from the spitefulncss of his manner T tliought 
might be some combusubie, and said, “ Another time you will 
know a modest woman.” 

Finding my banker, I told him my business. He inquired if 
I wished to go as school-master. I answered, “ No ; the active 
life of a sailor is neccvssary to my he<xlth and spirits.” He went 
away and conversed in almost a whisper with a gentleman who 
often looked at me in great good-lmnior, insomuch that I was on 
the point of making my obeisance lo him, in despit{‘ of the lessons 
I had received- “^I’lie banker came to me, ami said if I would 
return in three days I miglit hear of something. 1 lequested of 
him to inform me where T could find a private lodging. After 
a*few moments of reflection, he spoke to an elderly clerk, who 
replied in a low voice, “ You think then, sir, he may be trusted 
He nodded: tlie clerk took me two miles off, across the river, 
stopped at a small house, and speaking to a decent woman called 
to me, and said, “WouUi you like to dine with the family?’^ 

“ Beyond all things,” I replied, “ for I do no\ know a soul 
witliin a hundred and fifty miles, and would rather go withijjut a 
meal than look for one.” 

The mistress said she had only one spare room; that if I 
remained a week the price was one guinea ; but tJiat if I disliked 
tlie apartment ] should pay the proportion, and not be obliged to 
keep it. She then asked me when I proposed to come. I told 
her, if she permitted it 1 would begin from that moment; for 
one hoards walk in London had tired me more than four in the 
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country. She consented. Sliortly came my clothes: I placed 
them on the little white tent-bed, with my bibics, prayer-books, 
and my father’s black pocket-book, containing; so«ne maxims, 
some reminiscences, and a sampler. Believe who will that tlierc 
are no amulets against evil, against the very worst of ('vil, --mad 
resentments and desires. Never did one of them touch me the 
day I had but looked upon that sampler. My landlady said that 
her sitting-room was alwav'S at my dispos.iI; that the bed-room 
was too dark to read conveniently; and that she perceived 1 had 
some books. She went downstairs again, anti shortly afterwai’d 
the dinner was served. 'Pwo yemng women entered, courtesied, 
and took thrii scats : they were pretty; silent, but not siiy. 
Immediately ath'r dinner they retired. The lady then said, 
“Those are my dLiughtcrs, Mr Normanby. I did not introduce 
them; such is my way ; excuse me.” 

“Madam,” said 1, “I must blush at my rusticity. I never 
was much in tlie society of hdies, and my spirits make me un¬ 
worthy of theirs. I hope 1 committed no jjeculiar act of in¬ 
attention.” 

At tea they lx>th spoke to me, and with such gentlt'iiess that I 
was happy. I retired to bed early, and observed over the clicst 
of drawers two little shelves suspended by a go'cn cord, and 
filled with books. Different were indeed the authors, far d-'f- 
fcreni in manner and merit; but those who read them seldom 


know that; and I hail the family where I find them. Milton, 
T^£ Spectator j Young, Parnell, Hervey’s Meditations^ and Thom¬ 
son’s Seasons. 'Franslated from the French were Telemachus and 


the Trawls of Cyrus. 

I returned to my banker at the time appointed: he showed me 
a letter from Edgeware, by which I learned that, after the sale 
of my furnitffre, an addition was made to my fortune of nearl) 
eighty pounds. 1 ncredible ! I had in the whole some liundreds; 
ancf yet I went to sea! 

“ Well,” said my banker, “ you go down to the ‘ Nore ’ and 
sail with Admiral Gambier.” I went down, and sailed. The^-^ 
gentleman I had seen at the banker’s was commander of the 
fleet. We made on this cruise the greatest nautical discovery 
tliat ever had been made by our countrymen. 

From “The" to fleet” (3 lines) added in 2nd ed.] 
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Le Dom, I never heard it: you were liefore surely, 

and blockading the harbor. 

Normanhy. We were. ^ 

Le Doux. Wcl), then, how make any discovery ? 

Normanby. Wo found that we could fight, when occasion 
was offered us, just as well without the damnation of our eyes, 
or any limb oi- faculty about us, as if wc had been splitting or 
blasting the whole day long, and even though wc believed that 
God was with us and helping us. Peace was concluded. The 
admiral was pleased to s:iy that he liad been .i witness of my 
coolness and intrepidity on a service of some enterjnise, and 
tlianked me. Perhaps*"* I should not have mentioned this, unless 
it were to illustrate an observation 1 made at tlie time; namely, 
that a single good word is quite sufficient to comjiensatc for all 
the bad that ever were cast against us. 

We had two Frenchmen aboard our ship : one of them taught 
me to pronounce tlie language so as at least to be understood, 
and 1 had permission to go ashore with him at Morlaix. He 
was a fisherman of St Servan; his father had been shot by the 
Republicans at the attack on Dinan, and he himself was thrown 
among the dead and wounded from the summit of those lofty 
walls. His brother had been the play-fellow of Lazar Hoche, 
and, ignorant of his father^s fate, accomjianied that general in liis 
canijviigns, and rose to the rank of colonel. This he learned 
at Morlaix, and that the regiment was at Paris, where Bona¬ 
parte was about to be declared consul for life, 'flie two 
brothers, tliough always most brotherly, had taken opposite sides 
in j)olitics. TJie sailor was devoted to the cause of Louis, from' 
having iie.ird in hlvS boyhood a little fisher-girl, while she was 
mending a net, sing a stanza in praise of Henri IV. The 
colonel WMS a Republican, lx.’cause a thumb and ffiiger quite as 
active, and belonging to a lacemaker quite as pretty as ^,his 
brother’s brown siren, liad sewed the tri-color in his hat and 
bitten off the thread. They who argue and write and fight 
about politics have seldom such good reasons or such fixed 
principles. 

I accompanied my messmate. The meeting of the brothers 

p* From *■ Perhaps " to ‘‘ Ui ” (4 lines) luIdeJ in iml ed.] 

Fiom “ TJie'* to “ piinciple-* *’ (ii lines) added in znd ed.] 
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was ecstatic, and the colonel swore to me that the next to Lazar 
Hoche, tl^c truest of Republican hearts, he loved his Pierre, 

I left tlieni and looked for lodgings, it being agjcrd tliat we 
should dine together. The colonel then begged niy address, 
put it into his pocket, and called on me early tire next day. 
**You have done well,” said he; one likes one's own country¬ 
men.” 

Singular, that my lodgings should, within a few houses, be 
opposite the very man's whose book had caused my exile! 
Curious to see so ccltdirated a character, on the departure of my 
visitor I went across to the door. An old woman met me at it, 
imd on my inquiry said, “Go up, ray friend ; the thiid story; 
he will be at breakfast when I return.” 

“ Oh ! 1 will call another time then.” 

“ Go in, go in.” 

Saying this she closed the door. I mounted the steps, and 
saw in the antechamber a somewhat elderly man brushing a gray 
coat. 

“ Friend,” said 1, “is your master at home ?” 

“ Whom do you wish to see ? Mr Paine ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ He will be with you shortly; pray sit down.” 

He put on his coat, and followed ; and, lifting off some leaves 
from a plate of mulberries, invited me to partake of them. I 
took two or thri'e, while he waved a clean folded cravat over 
them, to drive away the flies. He was robust and frcsh-coni- 
plexioned, but every liair was white: his appearance, I thought,, 
was military. The old woman returned, with half a small roll 
of bread in her hand, passed us, entered the next room, and in 
answer to a question whicli I did not hear replied : “ T know he 
is,—your cy^rows arc adjusted in a manner quite different fiom 
ours,—and he speaks villanous French, like a Low-i5rcton ; 
Otherwise he is a pretty man enough, and does not look so like a 
fool or an otter as the rest.” 

Paine entered. His knees were unbuttoned ; he had neither 
coat nor waistcoat on ; the white was worn off his shirt ; it had 
recovered the original hue belonging to it before it saw the bleach- 
ing-groinid, from the flowers of which, if they have any fragrance, 
it was innocent of stealing any. He was uncomlred, unshaven, 
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and unwashed. He looked at me, and returned my salutation not ' 
ungiaccfully. 

** Mr Paine,” said I, smiling, “you owe me some reparation.” 

“ If I do, and can make it, 1 will.” 

I repeated ray story, during wiiicli he dipjx'd his bread into a 
glass of brandy, and ear it: his hand and head trembled. It was 
noon : martial music was heard in the street. He pushed away " 
tlio belter part of his roll and brandy ; his countenance was 
inflamed ; he looked sLeadfastly at his friend, and said, “ I think, 
Tate, if I may judge, you have heard military music you like 
better.” 

“ You juilge rightly, Thomas! ” answered General Tate. 

“ Wonderful it appears to me,” said I, “that a nation of late 
so enthusiastic for liberty should voluntaiily benti to despotism.” 

“ You have not lived among us,” answered Paine. “The 
whole nation may be made as enthusiastic about a salad as about 
a constitution ; about the color of a cock ide as about a consul or 
a king. This fellow has done advisedly in calling himself consul; 
it will hold for a coujiic of years; he will then change the name, 
and he tribune or emj)eror,—tribune, if prudent, as the more 
popular, and as the jicople see emperors in the vilest of their 
encrii’CvS : urchins whipped and promising to be good, very good for 
ever good, by Christ and Peter I but spitting at the flogger on t)eing 
let loose, and holding out one fist at a distance, while the otlier 
draws up the waistband. Bonaparte wants conduct, foresight, 
knowledge, experience, and (the Council of Five-hundred knows 
it) courage. He will do harm, but not Jong. He Jives in terror. 
—What are you smiling at, Tate ? ” 

“ My mother liad a proverb of her own,” replied he, “ that a - 
frightened cat throws down most jx'Wter.” 

“You will shortly see,” resumed Paine, “the real strength and 
figure of Bonajwrtc. He is wilful, headstrong, proud, moi^pse, 
presumptuous. He will be guided no longer; he has pulled the 
pad from his forehead, and will break his nose or bruise his 
cranium against I'vcry table, chair, and brick in the room, until at 
last he must be sent to the hospital.” 

“ He has the finest army upon earth,” said Tate, “ and his ' 
enemies are down.” 

“ If it were possible,” Paine replied, “to be hurt by such 
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!enemies, he would point at them, nettle them, shout in their ears 
;'while they were sleepy, put crumbs in their beds, shorten their 
sheets, and empty foul water down their throats, till they con- 
',trived fo break his sliins for him by some machination or other. 
The army, with such means of recruiting it, with Glory for his 
crimp and Plutus for his paymaster, seems indestructible. If the 
earth cannot do it, he will throw it into crucible after crucible; 
he will melt it in w^ater or evajiorate it in air. In other words, 
navies and climates ean and will shake *nd dissolve it.’’ 

“ Thomas,” answered tlie general, “ I never thought you a 
visionary; but now, indeed, 1 must think you one. I do not 
estimate very highly the nian^s abilities, and less highly still his 
prudence; but he is no fool; he will not tlirow away what he 
has.” 

‘*I will retract my words,” said Paine, “at the first wise thing 
he does. vSmile, sir ! it is rarely that die wisest man can do any 
thing better, or any thing on some occasions more difficult. 

“ Let gazetteers and hawkers be dazzled by the emblazoned 
names they wave about their cars, and hold out to us with fierce 
vociferations; but let calmer men ask tliemselves whether they 
really think Bonaparte would have surmounted the difficulties and 
dangers that environed ‘^Phrcc-fingered Jack ; and whether Three- 
fingered Jack would have thiown away fifty iliousand soldiers so 
inconsiderately and finitlessly as Bonaparte? There is not on 
record one who has committed so many faults and crimes with so 
little temptation to commit them. There is not a leveret three 
months old that docs not shape its course more sagaciously. 
Tyrants in general shed blood upon plan or from passion; he 
seems to have shed it only because he could not be quiet, and 
from no strongei- motive or better reason than he would have had 
fpr going to tlie theatre or the chase. IJepcnd upon it, this giddy 
and insensate man, deserter of his armies and of his principles, 
will*finish no better than he has been going on, 

“ There are few who form their opinions of greatness from the 
individual. His swotd, his mantle, his strut, his swagger, and 
even things which constitute no part of him, are his greatness; 
8<ich as his porters, his guards, his soldiers, and the gilding on the 

, [1® From “ There ” to “ sugaciously ” (2 lines) is part of a note in tst 
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ceilings of his rooms. Not those who need the fewest, but tliose ' 
who liave the most about them, are the great; as thougli people, 
like bars of iron, could be mended and magnified by adding one to 
another. Even in quieter scenes than where such excrtficcnces 
spring up, if you see a gentleman go out fox-hunting in his scarlet 
jacket and his velvet caji, on a spirited horse, with merry dogs, 
and a couple of grooms behind him, you consider him as a per¬ 
sonage far more worchipfu!, than if, ignorant of his condition, you' 
found him catching a rabbit in a hedge-bank with a ferret. Ovid 
says, ‘ The girl is the least part of herself*: of himself as ccr- 
tiiinly the man is. I should not wonder if Bonaparte, by his in¬ 
temperate use of power and thirst of dominion—** 

Le Doux, I never heard before of this Mr Paine: he appears 
to be a staunch J■ 03 ^'dist, an enemy of usu)q)ation; but his language 
in ri!gard to the emperors is deficient in that decorum with which 
we are in the Iiabir of treating friendly powers. What were his 
pjophetic words ? 

Normatiby, “ That the peo})le would wish for their old 
kings.’* 

Lv Doux. Excellent! 

Nornwnhy^ The words that follow injure them materially. 

Le Doux. Impossible! so clear-sighted a politician!—But let 
me hear the end. 

Normanhy. “ Forgetting what beasts they were.” 

Le Doux, The English are much in the practice of using this 
language, speaking of our kings; and the same had taste begins to 
be imitated on the Continent. What did Mr Tate reply ? 

Normanhy. “ They may eat tlieir white beans while turkeys 
and truffles aie before them; but they will never mn and take 
down the carrion they have thrown aside and left stinking on the 
hedge.” ^ 

Le Doux, Two fools!—ignoiant of French loyalty, of the' 
veneration we bear toward our kings. The Revolution wa# the 
work of lialf-:i-dozcn philosophers over their coffee ; and it? 
enormities were committed by about as many lawyers and litera- 
tors, followed by thirty or forty miscreants from Marseilles. The 
nation was not guilty of it. 

Normanhy. Strange, that the good did not put down the 
bad! 
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V Le Doux. Panic, panic ! We arc subject to that and the 
Mr Paine and tlie other might have conversed witli 
you upon subjects they understood better than politics, which 
' require a^eculi:ir t;ict. 

Normavhy* Indeed they left off where I did. Mr Paine ex¬ 
pressed his regret that he himself was not the only man persecuted 
for his wiitings. He offered me brantly. I declined it. “ 'Fate,” 
said he, “you have some flavored witli orange-flowers: bring ic.^* 

Tate lose for it. I declared that I never had tasted brandy, 
' nor any other spirit, and could not. 

“ You are a young man,” said he, “ and may find perhaps a 
better remedy foi your misfortunes than I could offer you: 
brandy is mine.” 

I wish, Thomas,” said the general, “ I havl been able to 
persuade you that a glass of clai et would have done better. A 
bottle between us, which is enougli, would have given us time for 

conversation, and warmed us gently and genially as we went 

»> 

on. 

“Tate,” answered he, “wine is for the indolent and tlie 
happy. Say no more: I am not quite well: that cursed music 
has hurt me. I might go so Oir as to conijilain ; 1 should then 
lose your esteem, and my own.” He raised his head, which for 
the first time did not ta-mblc : .1 short silence ensued. I took my 
leave, requesting his permission to return. He told me that he 
should be glad to sec me, but that he must claim a privilege which 
literary men and invalids possess in common, and to which, there¬ 
fore, he had a double right,—an exemption from the obligation of 
visiting ; adding, “ No mam who visits can do much, or any 
thing, well.” 

Qn the following day (for 1 was little disposed to look at the 
^Strides pf a usurp *') I went again to Mr Paine’s. “ Never mind 
my fac^” said he ; “ water makes it blister,—there are blisters 
* enow already,—and soaj> cracks the skin. I needed not have 
; written that book ; they tell me the arguments are found in others: 
I had no money to buy, nor time to read them. Gibbon was 
/pensioned, I was piosecuted, for one and the same thing; but he 
Anras a member of Parliament, and wore powder.” 

., And if neither you nor he had written any such things, 
'^would you or the world have been the worse ? ” 
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“ Certainly,” said he, “ the world would have been the worse, 
because the less wise.** 

Ah, Mr Paine ! he is not over-rich in knowledge who cannt^ 
afJbrd to let the greater part lie fallow, and to bring fbiSvard hiis : 
produce according to the season and the demand. Wisdom is 
only a good as being an instrument of happiness. There have 
been great masses of it in the world, collected by experience and 
approved by experiment; wc only survey the fragments, most of 
which are preserved by religion. The ancients had thejlr sacred 
groves : pirates and philoso])hers laughed at them as they passed; 
they were cut down : pestilences followed. Experience had 
evinced their utility to simpler and calmer men. Whenever 
people meet--** 

A grave decent-looldng man now entered, whom the general 
saluted in silence, giving him his hand ; and Mr Paine said, 

“ Take a seat, Zacharias. 'Phis young man is as religious as you 
are, and you will he.ir him witli as much ])lcasu)C as I do. There 
are two good things in tlie world, reason and sincerity. 1 am 
convinced he has tiie one: we will try him on the other,—Go 
on, go on ; Itt us lose no time.** 

I continued : “ Wherever people meet and bring with them 
good intentions, they humanize more and more at the sight of 
common warns and common sufFerings; they warm in sympathy, 
they strengthen in forbearance. You think no religion good : I 
think all art*, from which cruelty, fraud, lucre, aud domination are 
excluded. We mortals want supports : some require a crutch 
iron-cramped, some are contended if it is well-cushioned, others 
are kept np feajlessly by the weakest walking-stick. If there is‘ 
only the proliability that a man will be tlie hajijiier or the honestcr 
by one belief than by another, would you hesitate to leave him in- 
jTOssession of it ? Wisdom is not to be hazard .’d with the same 
levity or indifference as wit. We may acquire the name of de^-' 
thinkers at too high a price; wliich price, like the int^^est of' 
money, is limited or illicit, rendering the transaction void, and sub-' 
jeeting us to the lorfcit of the little we have been toiling to estgl)- 
lish. Shall so acute a reasoiiei', so clear a writer, rub off his hide 
aiul canker his desh to tJic Ijone against a tree, striving to push it; 
down, because sonic people sit beneath it on a Sunday, and return, 
to their supjicr the moi e contented ?** 
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♦‘That is unfi'iir,** said he ; “the motive is misstated.” 

• “The fact retrains,” replied I, “ under the parable ; and I thank 
, you for cgrrectiiig me on tlie abuse of lanf»uage. No man ever 
' argued so fairly as he might have done* We pour'in more or 
,' ifev/er words, and weaker or stronger, to gratify our organs, accord- 
; iijg to our warmth and excitement.” 

“Carry that home with you,” said he, seizing my hand, “and 
, .tell the twelve judges, and the score or two of bishops, that tlicy 
never have said any thing so just. L’loquence is tlie varnish of 
falsehood ; truth has none! ” 

^ f 

“What! ” said I, taking from my pocket and giving to him 
, my Pascal and Epictetus. “ Are not these eloquent ? ” 

“Neither of them,” answered he; “they are only tlie best- 
'written books in the woild^ being the plainest and fullest of 
h ratiocination. That is elotjiieiiec whicli moves the re.ison by 
- .working on the passions. Brnke is eloquent; I am not. Tf I 
write better tlian he dues, it is because I l\ave seen things more 
, distinctly, and have had the courage to take them up, soft or hard, 
pretty or ugly, aiul to turn them on their backs in liesjute of tooth 
or claw. Plato would give as noble a desci iption of a rhinoceros 
, .'as Aristoteles could do; ninefy-nitie in a hundred would prefer 
it. The only difference is this: while the one has been con¬ 
founding il with the cameleopardalis, the otlier has been measuring 
its joints, coimting its teeth, inspecting its belly, and anatomizing 
the whole animal.” 

, Ltt Doux. He spoke of the celebrated Mr Burke, who wrote 
t^iat great letter which excited sucii a strong sensation ? Did not 
he? 

, Normanhy, The same. 

Le Doux, A fine noble letter! full of fact.** and inferences! 
brilliant imiigination! 1 must lead it. I very much approve of 

your argument in favor of revelation, Mr Paine can be little 
of a Quaker, or Socini.in, or Free-thinker. 

. ' Nitrmanby, 1 am afraid he remained one. 


t V 

First ed, reacK : “animal.” “Is not Adam Smith t'b<]iinit?” 
“Say elegant—l*hiiosophy d<K‘s not .spurn at elegance—He will open as 
many eyes, as the other has blinded ; for he has ages to work in ; EdmundVs 
.. occupation’s gone.” Le Doux^ See.] 
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••O Mr Paine!” said 1 , earnestly, “let me bniiji; you ' 
good books : let us open the A ew 7/vA/»«v//togetlier 1 ** 

“What service will that do?” 

“ It is the ])laiitain,” cried I, “ which the reptile man may 
creep to and chew with advantage, while the t^enora is yet fresh ' 
in him,” 

Lc Doux, Mighty smart allusion! He ought to have b^eh 
alfcctcd: was he ? 

Normanhy^ He replied thus 

“ Good books, as you call them, make you comfortable; good 
brandy makes me so. I have the twelve apostles in this bottle, 
and they never shall complain that I hold them long imprisoned.'* 

I.r Doux. Charlatan ! 

Normanby. I was discouraged. 

“ At least, Mr Paine, leave otliers their habitudes w'hilc they 
are liannless, and think it equally so to love God as to love 
brandy.*' 

“Ay, ay,” said he, “ jog on quietly, and let your neighbor be 
robbed and plundered by any rogue who may li.ue the impudence 
to call him *my son,’ or ‘my biother,* or ‘my slieej).* ** 

“No, sir,’* auswerc^d i indignantly : “tliere draw the pen and 
cry, Stand ! P'or such let theie be .in A^e of Rcuson and Common 
Sense. A brancli of a fruit-tiei' jnay be so co\ercd with insects, 
and these insects may have eaten into it so deejdy, and have so 
sucked and bliglited it, tliat the best gardener would cut it off- 
total ly.” 

The general left llie room on business. Mr Paine seemed as 
if he grew tired of tlie conversation ; the gentleman who had 
entered, and who had taken no part in it, said he would (if T 
pleased) accompany me. When we were in the street, he 
thanked me for the defence I had made. 

“I wondtT,” said he, “ wh.it motive Mr Paine can^have for 
his good actions, since he avoids society, and disbelieves (I am 
afraid) the jJeasure God takes in virtue. As for conscience. If 
that alone were sufficient, and perhaps it might be, he deadens 
both tlie bad and th<' good of it with liquor.” 

“To speak plainly,” answered I, “much as I have heard 
about him 1 never heard of his good actions. That he is strictly 
honest and just 1 liavc reason to believe.’* 



!/Kichelieu, Cotes, Glengrin, and Normanby, 373 

^ A( 

“Sir,” snid ho, “let mo tell you what he did Tor me. My 
name is Zachariah Wilkes,* I was arrested in Paris, and con¬ 
demned 40 die. I had no friend here, and it was a time when 
no friend would have served me; Robespierre ruled. ‘ I am 
innocent! ’ I cried in despcr.ition. ‘ 1 am innocent; so help mo 
God ! T am condemned for the offence of another.* 1 wrote a 
i^temcnt of my cas(; with a pencil; thinking at first of address¬ 
ing it to my judge, then of directing it to the President of the 
Convention. 'Die jailer, wJio had been kind to me, gave me a 
gazette, and told me not to mind seeing my name, so many were 
then’ before it. 

“*Oh !* said I, ‘though you would not lend me your ink, do 
transmit this paper to the pn-sident.’ 

“ * No, my friend ! * answered he gayly. ‘ My head is as good 
as yours, and looks as well between the shouldeis, to my liking. 
Why not send it (if you send it anywhere) to the deputy Paine 
here?’ pointing to a column in the paper, 

“ ‘ O God ! he must liate and detest the name of Englishman; 
pelted, insulted, persecuted, ])lundered— * 

“ * I could give it to him,* said the jailer. 

*“Do then!* said I wildly. ‘One man more shall know 
my innocence.* He came within tlic half-houi-. 1 told him my 
‘name; that my enij)loyers were Watt and Boulton, of Birming¬ 
ham ; that I had papers of the greatest ^consequence; that if I 
failed to transmit them, not only my life was in question, but my 
reputation. He rejilied, ‘ T know your employers by report only; 
there are no two men less favorable to the principles I profess, 
but no two upon earth aie honcstcr. You liavc only one great 
man among you: it is Watt; for Priestley is gone to America. 
The church-ard-king-mcn would have japanned him. He left 
to these philosophers of tlie rival school his house to tiy experi- 

* This anecdote was communicated to me at Florence, by Mr Evans, a 
painter of merit, wlio rtudiecl under Lawrence, and who knew peiMinaliy 
"Wilkes and Watt. In religion and politics he differed widely from Paine. 

saw Mr Paine but once; it was at General 'rateV; he treated me 
with distrust; I could not blame him. Many ran to see ISonaparte, many 
tofee Mr Fox; Paine, whose intellectual powers, compared to them, were 
ai a myriad to an unii, vyas unvisited and avoided. 01 his virtues 1 have 
‘bftly one proof; show me its equal. (Omitted in and ed.)] 
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mcnts on ; and you may know better than I do how much they 
found in it of carbon and calx, of silex and arp^illa.* 

“He examined me closer than my judge had dor^»; heR>J‘ 
quired my proofs. Aft(T a long time I satisfied Iiim. He then- 
said, ‘ The leaders of the Convention would ratlicr have niy life 
tlian yours. Tf by any means 1 can obtain your release on my 
own security, will you juoniise me to return within twenty days?' 

1 answen'd, ‘ Sir, the security I can at present give you is triAing, 

- -I should say a mere nothing.* 

“ ‘ Then you do not give me your word ? ’ said he. 

“ * I give it, and will reileem it.* 

“ He went away, and told me I should sec him again when he 
could inform me wlietlicr he had succeeded. He returned in the 
earlier jiart of the evening, looking fixedly upon me, and said, 
‘Zachariah Wilkes! if you do not return in twenty-four days 
(four are added) you will be the most unhajipy of men ; for, had 
you not been an honest one, you could not be the agent of Watt 
and l^oulton. 1 do not think I have hazarded much in offering 
to take your place on your failure ; such is the condition.* I was 
speechless: lie was unmoved. Silence was first broken by thfe 
jailer. ‘ He seems to get fond of the spot nf»w he must leave it! *' 
I had thrown my arms upon tlu' table toward my liberator, who 
sat opposite; and I rested my breast and head upon it too, for 
my temples ached, and tears had not yet relieved them. He said, 
‘Zachariah! follow me to the carriage.* The soldiers paid the ' 
resjject due to his scarf, presenting arms, and dj'awing up in file 
as wc went along,. The jailer called for a glass of wine, gave it 
me ; poured out another, and drank to our next meeting. 

“ On the fourteenth day T returned to Calais in an American 
brig. Approaching to Montrouil 1 saw the girlp begin to dance 
in the meailow; and party after party came tripping down the 
declivity that leads from the town to the bridge. Sove wefe 
sitting on the parapet, and communicating a printed paper to many 
auditors, who however mostly quitted them when they heard of a 
private letter on the side opposite. Passing the arch and entering 
the town-gate, I saw the mined monastery on the left hand 
covered with garlands; and men and women were levelling the 
floor for the reception of several great tables that were standiiig 
on the outside. The youths were better dressed tlian I had ever 
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seen them, although their coats were old-fashioned. The moment 
my carriage stopped I cried, ‘ What festival is this to-day ? * The 
answer from fifty voices, * The monster is dead! the Con- 
. stitution for ever! ’ People flocked round a young man, half of 
whose hair was hidden under his shirt collar, tltc other half 
flowed over the shoulder in long ringlets. It appears he was the 
poet of the city; and be ran along the streets singing this song, 
which, before I left the place, was presented to roe in print:— 

“ Come, let «*> daiui; upon the grass. 

Ye mairlcns of Moiilreuil I 
Sorrows and fears, oh bid them pass! 

'Tis better Love should rule. 

“ If you abuse the power you liave, 

If you are cruel, know 
We too may make the light look giavc 
And lay the lofty low. 

“Frown not in htH*dlessness or haste, 

If any Mt p go vvi ong; 

If too far ciided he the waist, 

Or hand lie held too long. 

“In knees yet totteiing from a rod 
l/;t failures be forgiven ; 

Slippery w'ith .sunshine is the .sod 
With tufted flowers uneven. 

** Away! in l)onnet, coif, or cap,— 

'I'o fear it is no use; 

Whene’er you meet with such mishap 
We’ll make the be.st excuse. 

** I cannot dance nor sing alone,— 

Haste, haste, my heart Lisette! 

Manon! what are you at. Maiion? 

That fiill not plaited vet? 

'■ Nay, never mind what people think, 

Too .sorrowlul Elise I 

Let the black skirt be trimm’d with pink, 

Lilac, or what you please. 

“ But put it on and trip away,— 

My life! the violin 
Never was play’d so as to-day, 

Nor was the mead so green. 
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■* Come, let us dance then on the gfass, 

Ye maidens of Moutreiiil! 

Sorrows and fears, oJi hid them pass I 
’’I'is better l.ove .should rule.” 

“ If in my circiunst.mcos 1 could have been amused at any 
thing, it would have been at the boasts, tlie resolutions, and th& 
schemes I witneased in the grou})S about me. One swore that, 
if nobody else Iiad killed Robespierre, he would have done it; for 
he had t()rmed a plan impossible to fail. Another said he had 
inscribed liis name among the consjjirators against the tyrant, 
which greatly encouraged them, and that be could exhibit a copy 
to whoever doubted it. A thiid declared that nobody aliVe 
should hinder him from putting on a clean shirt every fourth 
morning; that he would call Sunday dimanrhe, and would bow 
to the curate the lirst instant lie met him. * Happy days, good 
old times, are come again,* crit'd an enthusiast; ‘ one may exclaim 
bon dim ! on this side the guillotine ; and one may address one’s 
mistress by the title of angel, or even mademotselleJ* ‘What do 
you think the girls care for that?* cried his companion, who 
still wore the red cap. ‘Pretty girls,’ answered he, ‘are aristo¬ 
crats, and will be so while there is one upon earth. The God¬ 
dess of Liberty herself would smile more graciously, if you 
addressed her, “ Madame the Goddess of Liberty.** * The 
republican heard and pondered, and, conirary to my expectation, 
cried boisterously, ‘ By Marat! I believe it.—A bitch ! she 
should be watched.’ 

“ Robespierre had shot himself, was the intelligence brought 
by the postilions; a few lines to a few families and a few hand¬ 
bills announc<‘d the same. 1 hastened to the capital, to the house 
of ray benefactor. 

‘“You could not have heard it in England ?* 

“ ‘ No,’ replied I, ‘ I heard it at Montreuil; is it true ? *• He 
did not answer me; but, turning to the general, said, ‘Tatel 
there is yet English blood in England, thoug^h it is run and 
contraband, and found among people who have no right to it. 
I wish it may do you no harm, Zachariah! Come, while we 
are well, let me give you joy.’ ** 

Lb Doux, Did Mr Paine live to the Restoration ? I aiti 
certain his Majesty would have rewarded his services, and have 
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^p^rdoned the Indiscretion of his former speeches,—the result of 
inebriety. 

No^anby, He died before the king’s restoration, and was 
not altogether so good a royalist as one could have wished. 

Le Doux, Pity! but lie might have written some loyal 
books: nobody asks about opinions. Do you imagine that Soult 
is a royalist, or Chate;iuhriand a Christian, or Talleyrand a 
believer in Providence ? They behave well, and abandon their 
errors ; or, if not abandon, abjure them. This in conscience is 
all that government and society can exact. You must have been 
charmed with Paris? 

Normanby. Remaining there eleven days, I wrote to the 
good lady at whose house I had lodged in T^ondon, and told her 
I should he hapjiy to send any models she might desire for her 
daughters ,to copy. I had discovered that they gained theii' 
livelihood by working in their own house for the first milliners- 
She returned me a kind letter, containing the substance of a 
conversation witli* my banker, to whom it mipears she was re¬ 
lated. He was surprised he had not heard from me, if living: 
it was a proof, however, that 1 wanted no money. Miss 
Penelope, who had been treated like a princess from her infancy, 
offended the Chisholms by telling them that the parishioners 
began to regret me, and that I had alforded them ample means 
of judging whether I was disaffected, by becoming a sailor. Tlie 
curate, now about to marry a woman ’of distinction, lost common 
decency in her presence, and told her his father would no longer 
take three shillings in composition for his capon; that capon 
was the word, and capon he would have, though she herself 
made him. “ Oh, brute beast! ” exclaimed Miss Penelope; 
and then shrieked, and would have fainted if there had been 
any one else lo support Ikt, Soon after she caught an erysipelas, 
by*sitting in a grotto she had constructed just opposite the door 
of her new farm-house, and between the cow-pen and cart-shed. 
There was a weeping willow on each side, and there was water 
in it, preserved by means of a dripping-pan nicely sanded, with 
a large sea-shell at every corner. She was so delighted at this 
rural and romantic scene, that, on the day of its completion, she 
sat an hour or more in it, and did not dream that the coldness of 
he mtortar on the floor could penetrate the moss; but the moss 
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had been wetted to fasten it. When she returned home she' 
shivered; the apothecary said he did not like it: the Chisholms 
would yet be neijjhbors if a visit should be agreeable, ‘‘ No/^ 
said she, “and if I die to-morrow I will show them how little 
I value them. She had no idea of dying, and perhaps, if she 
liad lived, would luive made a different will from what she did 
that evening. She bequeathed hta library, plate, and clnna, her 
house, furniture, and estate, to me ; she willed tliat the remainder 
of her pro])crty, being in money, should lie possessed by her nearest 
male relative, unless there hapjiened to be in the family a female 
whose Christian name was Penelope. The younger Mr Chisholm 
was vexed and confounded. The elder was at first silent: at last 
he said, “ The laws of the land will look to that.—The Chris¬ 
tian name of Penelope! T hold that there is no such Christian 
name, and that the name is called Christian by abuse. This is 
not a misnomer, or it might be good and valid and got over: 
misnomer means, wlien a man^s real name is Nicholas, for instance, 
and you call him Nicodemus, having proven, or proving below, 
that you intend the man, or child, or adult, so mentioned.’* 

His reasoning, if right, was useless: no Penelope was a 
claimant. The property, amounting to six or seven thousand 
pounds, went to a day-laboror, who, by the blessing of God and 
a mand.itt' of a justice of the peace, had eight children. He swore 
he would bury Miss Penelope as no queen was ever buried, 
though it cost him ten pounds, 

“ Say guineas, Giles! ” cried his wife j “ the charge comes ^ 
but once.’* 

He drew back, as one wlio is about to take a leap ; admired 
her high daring, and, rising up from iiis chair at the decision he 
was about to jironounce, “ Guineas then let it be ! ” 

I returned and took possession of my cottage ahd free hold.. 
The first door T opened was the barn-door. My arm-chair stpod 
opposite me : T sat down on it, looking on the crimson bed until 
its colors weic absorbed in my eyes, and the form itself had 
vanished. I did not meditate; 1 had no thoughts; sensation . 
carried them away half-formed. I did not resist it, nor attempt 
to alter or direct it. I felt as if I were in the presence of thos^ 

I loved, and as if any fresh motion of the mind or body wodd' 
deprive me of it. 
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t'ew years had eJapsed, and yet what chanjijes! Tlie death 
of Penelope and tlie marnaire of Mr Ciiisltolm occurred in one 
week. 

There was no turnpike road near Sandyhurst; and the people 
were much surprised, as they were conversing from window to win¬ 
dow one Saturday evening, at the arrival of an elegant chaise and 
four post-horses at the public house,—whicli is a very cleanly and 
commodious one, there iKjing no fewer than six charities tht' 
trustees of winch dine there yearly, and the commissioners of twt? 
inclosures had met there daily for eight months. From the car¬ 
riage alighted a young lady and lier aunt, evidently a woman cl 
/ashion, and retaining the remains of beauty. The innkeeper 
showed them his apartments; they chose two rooms, the aunt re¬ 
marking that the delicate state of her niece’s health made her 
resolve to attend her, wliatcver might be the consccjuence to her 
own. She desired that her under-butler and her niece’s mni 1 
might have a parlor to themselves. The innkeeper, curious to 
know the history of his inmates, went backward and forward in 
the servants’ room ; but they paid no attention to him, which 
produced an observation in the passage that sei'vanis are ]>roudcr 
than masters and mistresses. He himself, as lie had already done 
upstairs, brought in a pair of candles, and lighted one. The 
lady’s maid smiled somewhat scornfully, and presumed that the 
•wind had blowcd out tlic other. “ Comfortable or not, Edward, 
we shall at least be Ix^yond the reach of that old housekeeper. It 
is well that you (instead of the butler) did not drink the Madeira; 
but the malicious old creature could not get him discharged, 1 
wish my young mistress was half as good as yours: good she is, 

^ only tliat she minds licr money. Hardly a gown a month ; and 
of what uMi are silk stockings to me, if I must not wear them ; 
and shoes, if they are too big ? ” 

I beg pardon for interrupting you, miss,” said the innkeeper; 
** but really 1 cannot ilo my duty unless you or this gentleman 
inform me of your lady’s name.” 

“ You may look for it,” said the girl, and continued her dis¬ 
course. No, Mr Edward, I don’t let men put their arms over 
my chair. Talk and welcome, but I don’t see why you Should 
do in the country wh.A is more than your place is worth if you 
did it in London.” 
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He begged pardon, and hojjcd she would say nothing; then 
turning to the landlord, “ Her ladyship is jjarticuJar: I trust you 
will not hurt me.” 

“Not I,” said the landlord; “but surely you will have the 
civility to inform me who the ladies are.” 

“My mistress,” answered he, “is Lady Fosset;” and 
whispered in his ear, “ She is only tlie wife of a knight, let the 
gi»l say what she will, a proud minx ! ” 

“ And what would you have ? Is not a knight enough for 
you ? Do you think I have no cars in niy head ? Had you 
such a table, 1 .should like to know, at Lord—^the Lord knows 
who’s—the one you served last; he whose face is so like a 
camel’s ? ” 

“I did not complain,” said Fdward submissively. “Sir 
Nathaniel kept a better; but— ” 

“ Go on, go on ; never be satisfied," said the maid. “ Say at 
once lie left your mistress a beggar,—but hold your tongue upop 
the score of mine ; and now 1 warn you.” 

“ Miss,” replied Fdward, “ 1 entreat and beg you not to speak 
so loud: I am as reasonable as any man, and never said that the 
same can lie done with eighteen hundred a-year as with four 
thousand.” 

The landlord, when they were silent, hoped he did not inter¬ 
rupt them, but requested the lady’s maid to inform him at her^ 
leisure (since tlie ladies were in their bedroom) when they would 
like tea. 

“ Have you not asked them ?" srtid she, apparently much 
surprised. 

“ No, Miss,” he answered ; “ 1 have been waiting here." 

“God forbid! you poking, prying creatun^ I Well, I said 
no harm of anybody. And now, Mr Fdward, if ytiu catch it, 
thank yourself: you have always a bad place, have you ?" 

He left the parlor; the landlord followed. He turned round 
and whisjiered in the landlord’s car, “ Evil came into the world 
with the first woman, and will go out with the last, and, by my 
soul! 1 believe against lier will. What malice in this little black- 
and-tan terrier!—always on the watch and alert to catch and 
snap me." 

“ She is a pretty little creature to my mind," said the landlord. 

Pretty ! " cried Edward. 
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« Her complexion by candlelight is the sweetest in the world.” 
said the inkeeper; *‘and such eyes and eyebrows I never saw in 
my born-days. What teeth and lips! psuh! and that slight 
shade*of down on the ujjjwr one/^ 

“Zounds ! ” cried itdward, “ kissing her would b - like playing 
on Pan's pijx;. Slight .shade of down ! Why, then a hox-coat 
is a satin slip, and a fox-cover is a gras.s-plot." 

“ Do you always ride on the dicky with licr, Mr Kdward ? ” 

“ Ah, woe Is me! ” replied Mr Kdward, and tht-TC was an 
echo to it in tiie passage,—“ there is so little room on our 
dicky ! The innkeej)er sighed again, “ and such jolting 
roads, and such light sluut-leggcd creatures ! " said Kdward^ 
discontentedly. “ Jt r<*quire.s all one's jxific'nce." 

“ Kgad, does it ?" cried the innkeej)cr, drawing his breath,--' 
“and more too! " 

After some silence, he invited Mr Edward to taste the li(juoi> 
in the tap-room. “If you please, Mr Edward,— i beg pardon 
not to know your other name.” 

“ Horton, at command,” answered lie. 

“ Mr Horton, if you please, as I was s.iying, we will drink to 
tlie good health of Miss.” 

“ The poor child 1 ” und Edward. “ She is not long for this 
world.” 

“ I did not mean her,” .s.iid the landlord; “ tliough meiluiiks 
her lips and eyes promise to let alone' graves and tombstones for 
the present: I meant the sweet little creature that was so sliarp 
with me.” 

“Ho! Rosaly Rouse,—so the ladies call her: she expects 
that we should call Irer Miss Rosaly ; the housekeeper and butler 
may call her Roust'. She has good kin ; that must be said for 
her; but atf arm across lier chair is a liberty. If you caught her 
aiJeep in it—one has a right then, you know—you would sooner 
dare to kiss a Ieoj)ard or tiger. Every thing would be topside- 
turvy; you could not lest for her. You would have laughed if 
you had seen her coming down the hill into the town Itere; she 
was frightened at the horses slipping, and, in s})ite of tlie ladies 
behind, threw her arm round ray body; and I verily l>elieve it 
made her hate me worse than ever; for, to do her justice, 1 never 
saw her so bad before, never so desperately proud and capricious. 
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She loves her mistress and my lady, and would go through fire 
for them; drink a little wine in the cellar, and you might as well 
drink hiack-straj) at tiic Crown and Anchor.” 

“ Really ! ” ssaid the innkeeper in great surprise,—“ then 1 
misunderstood every word about the Madeira.” 

“Sly cicaturc!” drawled Mr Kdward. “Faithful she. is,” 
added lie smartly, “ and acute, and prudent: her only fault is that 
she never forgives what she calls a liberty, and it puts her out of 
humor with all the world.” 

“ l^he very woman ! ” cried the host unguardedly ; and, being 
disconcerted at his own exclamation, desired his companion to 
hel]) himseJt aril ftjjriie not, and went upstairs. He had forgotten 
to take up the tea, and was much relieved at finding the wait€*r in. 
die act of removing it, and the ladies at cards,-—they having 
thrown a shawl o\cr the table, wlien the waiter informed them, 
on their incjiiiry, that there was no green clolli. He saw several 
pieces of gold, no silver. His heart was disquieted ; he knew not 
what to set about; even his curiosity was enfeebled ; yet he went 
u}> again to ask what they would please to have for sup[)ei. Lady 
Fosset desired him to wait a moment; she then said to her niece, 
“Come, child, take those five guineas back; f tlo not ajijirovc of 
high ])liiy, and you could not attend to your game.” 

Lxcuse me, mad:im,” replied the niece, rising from the ublc, 
and putting the money in the aunt’s rcticuU*. 

The landlord was up early the next morning, waited on Dr 
Chisholm, and told him and his son the curate all that had passed; 
.idding, as was true, the last thing her ladyship asked was, “ At . 
what time begins divine service ? ” 

“ Samuel,” said the doctor, “ I shall preach.” 

“ Father, if you will, you will,” rcplici he ; “but the fairer 
thing would be to cut for it.” 

They did ; the doctor won. Samuel cried, “ 15y God ! sir, 
there is no dealing with you. I make no doubt all was fair. 
What I have to say is, you have always good luck.” 

On returning from church, I .ady Fosset thanked the doctor for 
his very admirable sermon, and declared she never had heard the ^ 
service read so impressively as by the gentleman who assisted him. 

“My son, madam.” 

They both bowed, and attended the ladies to the inn. Her 
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Jadyship invited thoin to tea in the evening, expressing her deep 
regret that she had no gentleman with her who might do the 
honors of the table at dinner, if they could have pardoned her so 
short aipotice. 

“Father,” said Samuel, just out of the door, “did you ever 
hear so strange an excuse? None to do the lionors of the table 
(as she called it), when there are two of us ! You nhght have 
had the ducks put down.” 

On the road to the rectory, “ Eighteen hundred a-ycar! ” was 
f the exclamation of both at once. “ Well, fathtM*, on this occasion 
1 jiope you will not cut.” 

“ Samuel,” said the rector, “ I soon enter on the grand climac¬ 
teric ; her iadyshij) is not live-and-forty.” 

“ True,” answered he, “ 1 suspect she has a filly's tooth in her 
muzzle, and would lain pjdp a bean or two yet,” 

The rector shook his head. “ 1 believe you must have h(T, 
Samuel. I have nothing but the rectory ; the money is gone in 
house and improvements. You were born to less than a liundred 
a-ycar, and that from the sweat of my brow : I shall leave you a 
thousand- I will nominally make o’ver the living to you, on your 
giving me such security as can be drawn up between us.” 

The son thauki^d him ; was unremitting in l\is addresses to 
Lady Fosset; and at l ist declared his passion, fiom the utter 
imjjossibiiity of restraining it. She rejjlied tJiat she was simsiblc 
of his merits, but that, if he imagined her fortune to be so con¬ 
siderable as it was represented, he was mistaken; that she had 
retired, in part for the health of her niece, in part for economy, 
and was sorry to inform Itim lliat her ^/jtn/s (her husband having 
died intestate) were barely eighteen hundred a-year. 

He protested that fortune was the last of bis consideration ; 
that he himse]^ had somewhat less ; tliat after his worthy father's 
decease he could not expect many thousands more, beside the 
rectory. 

The rector united them by license, the third week of her lady¬ 
ship’s residence in Sandyhurst. She condescended to give away, 
with her own hand, Rosalia Rouse to Mr F iveman of the Star and 
Garter, making her a present of a pearl necklace, the finest and 
and evenest pearls ever seen in Sandyhurst,—which Mr Edward 
Horton said he did not so much wonder at her doing, now that 
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she had resolved to forget poor Sir Nathaniel. He added, “ I 
remember how nobly her ladyship looked in these pearls when she 
was in full dress, as p(*rsons of quality in London are, starlCf 
naked dovifn to tlie navel.” t, 

“ Mercy upon us! ” cried the host. “ Are they taken then 
for pigeons and j)!ovcrs?—arc folks heljied only to the nether 
parts of them ? Why should they neglect themselves? Do not 
they meet their lovers in thivS full dress, as you call it ? The men 
must cry out .shame upon them, finding them in good coinpiiny so 
slovenly and slutti.sh. Our ladies here in the country are educated 
on other principles. When fsquire Aivanlcy of Ik’achencroft 
saw Miss Arabella give Captain Rarrowdalc, who was fain to marry 
her, a few maidenly kisse.s, he said not a word about it; but 
when he observed, another day, that the cajjtain was dcsjicrate to 
lower tlie tucker, he called her to him off the gieen bench, pre¬ 
tending ail the while to have seen notiiing, and kept her a matter 
of hall' an hour in lecture. Nobody knows on what he discoursed 
in the outset; but Mrs Snipe, the housekeeper, told me that, 
hearing some grave words, she looked through the key-hole of 
the stndy-door, anti saw Miss in tears; and saw the old gcntlec 
raan, relenting a little, pat lu r cheek with the hack of his fore¬ 
finger ; and heard him say, partly in comfort, partly in counsel, 
‘i3e liberal of tire cherries, girl, but chary of the peaches.^ 
Whereat Miss wiped her eyes, and rose upon tip-toe and kissed 
her father, and promised to do always as he had bidden her.” 

“I liave her ladyship’s commands,” siiid Edward, “to take her 
your account.” ^ 

In an instinl, “ Take it! ” said Mr Freeman. 

“ You have written received in full,” cried Mr Edward 
. Horton ; “ how is that ? ” 

“ It would be a burning shame to act otherwise,” said tlte 
publican, “ after those jicarls ; and look ye wliat are these ? ” 

“ Oh! tliey arc only garnets; nobody would give you iivc 
pounds for them, without the gold.” 

The niece whose health was surprisingly restored, and whom 
it was thought indecorous to make the witness of connubial felicity ^ 
in its first transports, was taken away just before the marriage by 
her brother, a young ensign ; and Mr Edward Horton two d^ys 
after returned to London, strongly recommended,—for her lady- 
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ship would rather reduce her establishment than increase it, accom¬ 
modating her taste in every thing to her dear Chisholm’s. 

“ Samuel! ” said the old rector to the new, “ while wc think 
of it, supjJbse you resign to me that instrument of the advowson.” 

“ Father,” said Samuel, “ 1 would gladly do it if my conscience 
would let me. I rcj)cnt of having committed one action very like 
a fraud, and nothing upon earth shall make me commit another. 
If the bishop heard of it wc should b(? ruined.” 

The father had seldom lost his temper or composure ; for as 
other extremes meet in their effects, so do honesty and roguery 
^,in this. He felt assured however, in the midst of his resentment, 
that he had so drawn u]) the agreement as to make it voidable, 
although he hardly had thought Lady Fosset was so noble- 
minded as to accept his son without referring the title-deeds to 
her solicitor. 

There was a young girl in the parish, the djughti*r of his 
laundress, whom he condescended to teach the catechism. He 
often told her in what manner to hold the book, and often said, 
** Let me see where you are,” and sometimes, “Do not be so 
frightened,” when nobody but himself could si*e that she was 
frightened in the least. He went to her, and said without prelude 
or preface, “ Sally, will you marry me ? ” 

“Lord, sir,” cried the moth.cr tremulously, “what do you 
mean ?” 

“ Ask me no questions, or I leave the house,” said he, more 
firmly than impetuously, “ Will you marry me, child, or will 
you not ? ” 

She looked at her mother. “ Sally, if the doctor is in earnest, 
you must not say no.” 

“ Put on your Sunday clothes then ; and, Rebecca, while she 
is putting them on, come you with me.” 

The mother went out with him. 

** St^) into that carriage,” 

“ With my shoes on, sir ? ” 

“Step in.—Wiin*^ the girl come or not? What a quantity 
of clothes she must be putting on ! ” 

The mother, holding up two pins to hint that she could stick 

[“ First cd. reads: “‘Step in.’ He followed her, ordered his," &c. 
(lO lines below.)] 
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them in if requisite, as they, went along, called her thrice with' 
an admixture of coaxing and repnxd'. She desct'nded the 
staircase with timidity, and would have walked hy the side of 
th<‘ cju'riage; but the rector caught her up and (somewhat 
asthmatically) lifted her in. He followed; and putting his 
arm partly round her, although on the cushion, that lie-might not 
be indecorous, he ordered his coachman to drive to Mr Gamaliel 
Shark’s at Mlvington. Alighting there, leaving the daughter and 
mother in the chaise, he told Mr Shark that he came for a 
license ; and, after the necessary questions, he received it. 

“ And now, sir,” said the doctor,^® “ are you ready to unite 
us ? ” 

Mr Shark assented : they were united : they leturned home at 
the moment of dinner-time. I'hc mother was left at her own 
dooi very carefully, with an affectionate kiss from the daughter, 
and not without a generous declaration from the doctor that he 
would really have madt' her a present, if he liad found in his 
pocket any k'ss jjiece tlian a half-crown. I’he bridegroom placed 
Sally by his side quietly. The son was civil, and siiid on their 
arrival, ** I supjxise, wSally, you have said your catechism better 
to-day than usual ? ” 

She looked at her husband. “ Yes,” answered he placidly, 
“ and read a page more.” 

After sujipcr he called for his bcd-cand!e, and, wishing Lady 
Fosset a good-niglit, conducted S.illy upstairs, 'riic elder bride 
and younger bridegroom fit top and bottom looked steadfastly at 
each other. “ Let him go ! ” said Mi Samuel, ** let him have 
his way and will. I did think better of the wench : she had 
hardly a courtesy for me. Rectory or laundry, barn or stable, 
what matters it: it comes to the same thing at last.” 

“ Oh fie, for shame ! ” cried her ladyshij), looking at him and 
smiling through her fingers, ** I cannot sit and hear this,” She 
tripped across the room, opened the door, turned round a^ain and 
cried, “ Positi> ely 1 have a great mind to lock you out, you rude 
creature ! ” Mr Samuel ruminated. 

Early the next morning a bailiff entered the rectory, accom¬ 
panied by two police-ofKcers. Tlie doctor and Sally were fast 

f '** First ed. reads: ‘‘ Doctor, will you be ready in another hour, to ” &c,] 
From “The" to “ half-crown " (5 lines) added in znd cd.l 
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; for they h:id been (backward and forward) eight miles 
the diiy before. Mr Samuel was examining tlie heel of a Jiorse ; 
he heard the visitors, and, without looking at them, asked them 
roughly what they wantt d. “ Margaret Pollock,” said one in a 
clear voice ; another said, P^irsou Chisholm.” 

“ What have you to do witli me, pray ? ” shouted he turiously. 

“ Nothing, sir, if you }).iy these trilles. You have married 
Margaret Pollock.” 

“ Not 1 : no such woman has been married in my parish.” 

“ Mr Chisholm, you have taken as your lawful wife Margaret 
► (otherwise called Peg) Pollock.” 

“ Sirrah ! ” said the divine, going up to him with clenched 
fist, “ I would have you to know 1 led to the altar Lady 
Fosset.” 

“ You coiild not liave done better,” said the officer, “ but she 
wanted no leading that way. Howsoever we take possession of 
the rectory.” 

Mr Cliisholm ran to his father, whom h<' awakened. Sally 
still slept, as being little used to the motion of tlic carriage ; and 
I hardly know a rougher road than the road to Itlvington, con¬ 
sidering it is so flat.” 

“ Fatiier,” said Mr Samuel, “ take the resignation,”—throw¬ 
ing it on tile bed. While the bailiffs were in the house, he 
mounted his horse, rode into Rutlandshire, and exchanged his 
curacy with a sporting friend whom he had known at college. 
The doctor was sur[)rised to see a neat young clergyman intro¬ 
duce himst'lf the next Friday, and to hear a eulogy on his son’s 
liberality in giving a curacy of a hundred a-year for one of 
seventy, when the hounils were at equal distances ; and in 
return was never so uncivil as to gainsay him until a whole 
twelvemonth ha^ elapsed, when he complimented him on his 
horses jpid sermons, his bold leaps and impressive deh’very, and 
on fifty pounds going farther at Sandy hurst than seventy at 
Grantham. “1 believe, sir, you will find,” added he, “that 
hete are five ten-pound Bank of England notes: do me ilie favor 
just to cast your eyes over them, and to give me a receipt.” 

.'Lady Fosset, by the account of the bailiff and his attendants, 
' had been a street-walker, a kept mistress, and an actiess. Her 
f®* From “ and ” to receipt " (7 lintvs) added in and ed.] 
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associates at Sandyhurst were of the same strolling companv. • She 
escaped by putting on the riding-coat of a groom j esrercising 
first the functions of a butler, taking care of the pltte ; and not 
forgetting in the performance of this service that her hu^and had 
presented her a brilliant ring and some other ornaments, rich 
almost as any of those which had devolved on the family of Sir 
Nathaniel. Seeing her husband gallop off on Blaze, she was 
contented to mount the horse whose fetlock or hoof had excited 
such suspicion in her lord, and which he was examining wlien 
Ilia guests entered. T'hey obtained nothing from the rector. 

‘ My son was my curate,” said he; “ of his wife I know 
nothing. Take him; take her; but touch a tin-kettle on your 
peril. This is the rectory-house, and the rectory is mine.*' 
They grumbled; they begged a breakfast, us nobody was up: 
the rector hold his sjiread hand before his face, and looked aside. 

After the harvest, a company of players applied to the mag¬ 
istrate for permission to open a theatre at Sandyhurst, one night 
only: it was granted. They acted a fiirce entitled The Two 
Rectors^ and were committed to Bridewell for an attack on the 
Church.^^ 

Not long afterwards, it was diacovered that the stratagem in¬ 
troductory to the marriage had been devised by a young gentle¬ 
man who was fond of theatricals, and no less fond of the young 
lady who phiyed the niece. 'I’he inexperience and giddiness of 
this prodigal Mr Chisholm had turned to account at the univer¬ 
sity two years before, not without a few sarcasms on his folly, 
and the inauspicious boast conveyed in the words, “ I shall make 
him remember his rublx:rs.” Hearing that the reverend gentle¬ 
man was now resident in a village near Grantlvim, and well 
surmising that, on market-days and fairs he would be bustling 
about the town, he drove his curricle thither oh the great horse- 
fair, accompanied by his mistress, the niece; and, meeting Mr 
Chisholm in the crowd, he drew up his horses, iaqturcd after the 
health of Lady Fosset, and expressed an earnest wish to pay 
her his respects. 

First ed. ivads: “Church. The doctor sold the perpetual advowson 

his dc‘cca‘-t; ior twelve thousand pounds, paying six hundred a year 
during hi.s lil’e to the lady, who had purcha.sed it for an only son. He 
did not calciibte,” &c, (61 lines below')l. 
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“Look ye now, Mr Randal,” said the curate, “if you aren't 
of! the ground in a twinkling, I’ll make the place too hot to 
hold you^” 

“ I don’t doubt your interest in a place too hot to hold me, 
Mr ChisJiolm; but I appeal to the gentlemen here present 
whether my language was other than civil and friendly.” 'Fhe 
fashionable young traveller was cheered heartily; he was de¬ 
clared to be an over-match for the parson, and his shrewdness in 
a minute had drawn the clerical mouth awry. Observing the 
advantage he had gained, he appealed to every lady who did 
him the unexpected and unmerited h.onor of listening to him, 
and who by such politeness had reiidercd the present hour the 
brightest of his life, whctlu'r a syllable had escaped his lips 
which could jxxssibly shock the modesty of the most delicate 
among tliem, or could justly wound the feelings of the reverend 
gentleman, whose sensibility was surely too acute for the 
occasion. 

“Cute! ” cried a fatnier with thin yellow whiskers and white 
eyebrows. “Cute! ’Sbloodl but you have the parson under 
the short rib there, master! Vou’ve doubled him up with tliat 
wiper.” 

“ Permit me, gentlem('n,” said Mr Randal, “ permit me to 
relate the few facts I have collected on the road concerning Mr 
Chisholm’s adventure.” 

“There’s a cross-buttocker for yc!” cried again the same 
' orator as before. “ Ventun' you may well call it. The parson 
has mettle; but what a main did he throw on your game ! My 
eyes!' 

Mr Chisholm would have returned homeward, but he had 
promised to meet somebody at the ordinary, to receive a guinea 
which he had won in a wager, and which he feared he might 
lose want of punctuality. At dinner he told the company 
tlrat, whatever they migiit think of it, he never in his “born- 
days” was the man to be abashed by anybody, and that he 
di^ed any “ soul alive ” to prove he had been choused of one 
penny by the old carrion. 

“ But, parson, can you marry again ? ” was the interrogation 
of the feeder next him. “Who the devil has the stomach to 
eat after such a choker ? ” squeaked a fat man opposite. 
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“ Riglii! ** said his son. “ Nevertheless the spring physic Jws 
sweated you, parson ! ’’ “ Damned ungenteel! ” cried Mr 

Chisholm, “to talk about jOiysic at dinner-time, iMI take the 
sense of the company u])On it: is it not so? It v-ould cost a 
young hound his best appetite. And so, gentlemen, I’m off.” 
At which word he em[)tied his bottle; and rising (aa the cloth 
w^'^s being removed) stiffly and sorely, whistled, wiped his fore¬ 
head, and drew up with two sm.irt twitclies the buckskin from 
behind. 

M'owartl the end of the year the doctor sold the perpetual 
advowson of the rectory. He did not calculate on the grand 
climacteric or its effects, and died al)out fourteen months after 
his marriage, leaving only Porphyrogenitus the fruit of it. He 
called hivS infant by that name, declaring that among all the 
names he knew he never knew one but had many rogues under it, 
and that he was almost out of humor witit his own. He be¬ 
queathed his whole })roperty to his children by his last wife, to 
be equally divided among males and females; reserving a meun- 
tcnance for his widow of one hundred pounds yearly, on con¬ 
dition that she never married again. 

I found his successor an unaffected, quiet, good young man; 
rather idle, and therefore he often visited me at my cottage, and 
was surprised to see how straight 1 drew the Hues for my winter 
cabbage, and thought the string a most ingenious contrivance. 
His sister was fond of walking in tlie green lane, and said to me 
the second time I found her there, “ Oh, what a mercy it is, 
Mr Nornianby, that Miss Penelope left the hollies: they are so 
covered with woodbine and travellers’-joy! It seems never to 
have been a lane; lieie arc no marks of wlieel or horse-shoe: it 
is as hollow as an ap])Ie-scoop; and a sheep could not lie cross¬ 
wise on it comfortably.” 

JLf Doux. 'Fhe story would end abruj)tly if it ended tljus. 

Normanby^ Yet thus it must end. She has twelve thousand 
pounds, like her brother. 

/>c Doux. Indeed, my dear sir, I did not ask about the 
fortune. I^-"' have no designs upon her, and will abstoin from 
mentioning it in the country to which I am going. 

Nurnmnly. 1 could not walk but I met her: she has done 
From ■■ I ” Co “going '* (2 lines) added in *ud ed.J 
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me as much mischief as an jige of Reason, A second time 1 
left my country ; and it was for her. 

Le Doux. And, if I am not greatly mistaken, it is for her 
you are a Second time going back. 

Normanhy. Wliat can b(‘ done ? Her brother will iiav^e me 
in the parish. 

I^e Doux. 1 wish Lady Glengrin and Sir Fircbrace were 
ready for breakfast: I am starving now you have concluded. 

—^The Swiss, having seen the sailor and his master twice in 
conversation, and unwilling that any but Jiimself sliould be familiar 
• wltli so great a ])ersonage, whispered to Mr Normanby the secret 
of his lord's dignity, and rejoiced at the impression of liis whisper. 
Afterward there always was clvilitv, always fiankncss, but never 
confidence, never conversation. Lc Doux on his part was just 
as-a man is who has tead a nov('l; he lias done with it. Princes 
, and kings are often kind, both iVoni constitution and from fulness 
of power, in which they usually are without fear and jealousy; 
but I doubt whether there* e\er was a minister in the world 
capable of sincerity and amity, or who, having conversed for years 
together with any one, cared if he were drowned or hanged when 
he no longer could amuse or serve him. Tiie possession and 
maintenance of jxnver occujy such men totally, [f the horse 
they ride will go on with jiatting, they will not feed him ; if he 
cares little for patting and much for provender, they curse him 
heartily and fill the rack. All cunning men who wish for power 
may have it: but all cunning men are men of naiTOW views; and 
" here, when they take possession of ]jower, they must leave some 
places vacant which are incompatible witli it, Tliey arc jockeys 
that sweat themselves to ride liglit; and, after they have changed 
their greatcoat for a calico jacket, they discover that their lieart 
is too large, and Aust he swathed and contracted.-^ The habit of 
harangj||ing is in itself pernicious: I have known even the con¬ 
scientious and pious, the humane and liberal, dried up by it, and 
have watched the mind growing black and rancid in its own 
9 raoke. 

During the voyage the conversation was usually on Ireland. 
No people talk so much about their country as the Irish; not 

' P* First fed. reads: “ contracted. Notliing is easier! astonishing how 
light they are! and they still look like other men. Tlie habit,” &c. j 



392 Imaginary Conversations. 

because they are more patriotic (I beg j^irdon for uring a word 
out of use in that acceptation, and should have said more national^ 
tlian others, but because they are less capable of conversing^ on 
literature and science. Le Doiix was surprised at exalt<?d eulogies 
and vehement invective, used by the same ])crsons on the same, as 
high spirits or low prevailed. “ Surely,” said he to himself, 

“ this is the conflict of light and darkness, of the good principle 
and the evil, of St Michael and Satan ! ” On the whole, how¬ 
ever, Lady Glengrin and Sir Firebrace agreed on the wretched 
state of Ireland ; but Sir Firebrace insisted that, although the fact 
was incontrovertible, no fault whatever atiached to his Majesty^s > 
ministers (meaning the king’s) or those employed under them, 
military or civil; and tliat the clergy and gentlemen of Ireland, 
resident and non-resident, had done every thing in their power to 
alleviate the distresses and pioniote the prosperity of the people. 
Lc Doux was aware, from the roundness and fulness of the 
period, that the sentence could not be Sir Firebrace’s, and 
attributed it rightly to a, minister,—who added that he must also 
do justice to the people of Ireland, in general as orderly and loyal 
as any in the United Kingdom; that if a little excess had been 
committed, it was rather the result of conviviality than of discon¬ 
tent ; and he trusted that what he had risen to state, was a trium¬ 
phant answer to the malicious and disaffected in England. He 
then told a story about a mail-coach and a fur-cap, so convincing 
to the simplest understamling that the House of Commons voted 
unanimously any inquiry into the state of Ireland quite unneces¬ 
sary and useless. Unfortunately, he added that it might be 
diingcrous at the present juncture ; which, out of doorty raised 
some alarm. 

** For my soul,” after a pause ejaculated Le Doux, “I cannot 
comprehend it: no one is to blame, and the blarne is large enough 
for all.” He meditated; and he found what at first appeared 
the grossest mismanagement, to be in reality the finest stroke of 
policy. “ What admirable calculations of loss and profit! None 
but a commercial people is capable of this precision and exactness. 
It costs a great deal of money to keep the Irish in subjection ; 
but to whom does tlie money go ?—To the friends of ministers, 
to the supporters of government, to the loyal and the rich. 
Again, if they did not make a very large portion of the people 
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discontented, how would they find soldiers ? Who will leave his 
family if he can feed it and enjoy it, —unless he has such a sense 
of honor as a Frenchman, who flics to arms the moment a mayor 
order! him to be carried off, and -•'* a handcuff unites him to a 
comrade ? The English are wanted to labor and ])ay ttxes ; the 
Irish must be kept as they are. Even Cromwell with all his 
cunning did not see this ; his son Henry was the only governor 
who had made them quiet and contented these six hundred years. 
The policy now revived is more complex : we cannot attribute the 
glory of the invention to felJows who never learned, from a dic¬ 
tionary and a smuggler, that Walchcren is a pestilential island and 
Antwerp a fortified town. O my country ! my first wish is that 
thou mayest have no enemies ; my second is tliat, having them, 
they may be men like these ; but it would be unfair to deny them 
the merit of walking firmly and undeviatingly in the footsteps of 
their predecessors.” 

It was on the seventh or eighth morning that Le Doux, rising 
from the cabin, cried, “ Mr Normanby ! Mr Normanby! what 
vast harbor are we entering ? ” 

“ This is the Strait of Gibraltar,” answered he. 

“Oh yes,” said Lo Doux, “so it is. We are far from the 
Barbary coast, yet how wild it looks even at this distonce ! vScc 
the difference between Christian industry and Moorish apathy ! ” 
“Great indeed, sir,” replied Normanby; “but that rock is 
Gibraltar, and this beautiful country to ’the left is Barbary. In 
fact, the Moors are industrious, and always were intelligent on 
agriculture, even before the Romans, into whose language their 
books on that science were translated, and at a time when no 
original one on the subject had ajipearcd at Rome. The 
Africans on the coast of Mauritania had a custom, claimed as an 
invention bj the Tuscans, of interring corn for its preservation. 
T^e writer * of Caesar’s war in Africa mentions the practice, but 
mistakes the cause. Spaniards never were cultivatois, in modern 

[25 From “ and ” to “ comrade ” added in 2 nd ed.^ 
p9 From “'J’hu ”to “ cause ’* {4 lines) i.s in tlic note in xst ed. From 
they *’ to “ Moors ” added in 2 nd ed.] 

* “ Est in Africa consuetudo incoiarum, ut in agris et in omnibu.s fere 
viUis sub terra specu.<i, condendi fnimenti gratia, clam habeant, alque id 
propter bella maxime hostiumque subitum adventum praparant.’' 
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times or ancient: they only sow in the furrows ploughed fci them by 
the Moors. The southern parts of the Peninsula retain the traces 
of Moorish enteiprise ; and the kingdom of the Moors in Spain, 
if they had been Christians, Would have exhibited the n»os*f per¬ 
fect model ever existing in the world of industry and civilization, 
galkintty and glory. The men were valiant, and the women 
were chaste; robberies and murders were unknown ; music was 
heard from roatl to road, from castle to castle ; wars were the sports 
of valor, jousts and tournaments its idle recreations. At last, 
dividtxl by faction, tliey were oppressed by numbers, leaving such 
monuments behind them as the powerfullest of our empires never 
will erect.” 

Michael heard this, and whi.sjjcrcd to Renault, “ I should not be 
surprised to see our Englishman turn renegade, if the ship draws 
nearer the coast.” 

It was then about one mile olf. The harvest was gathered ; 
still the country seemed a garden. Several boats approached 
the vessel with pomegranates of unusual size undetached from 
their bright and glossy leaves; and the late fig ; and grapes of 
various ibinis, sizes, and colors; and live quails and partridges 
and doves; and little kids, that leaped back among them from 
the deck again, and would not leave them. Suddenly the ship 
tacked, and a fresb breeze blew them into Gibraltar, where they 
must take in water. 

This long point of land could surely be cultivated,” said Lc 
Doux to the captain ; “ it is level and not very rocky.” 

“ Sir,” answered the ca}>tain, “ the inhabitants of the city are 
three-fourths Jews, and most of the rest Spaniards. Thes€^ 
people will never work if they can help it. Monopolies and 
pr ivileges and exemptions furnish the greater part of the governor’s 
emoluments, which are about five hundred guineas a Week in time 
of war, and in peace little more than fifty a day; and he woiyd 
not like to see j)lantations : they bring no tariff.” 

“It is nearly a mile in length,” said Le Doux; “and shady 
walks might be formed upon it for the convenience and health of 
the garrison.” 

“No tariff for the governor from shady walks,” replied the 
captain. 

Le Doux and Sir Firebrace went ashore in uniform, in order 
to leave their cards at the governor’s. 
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“ Precede them with flambeaux, for they arc persons of dis¬ 
tinction,” said the governor to his valet. 

" My lord, it is mid-day,” answered the valet. 

*‘(]fo down then,” said his lordshij),—“it is time I should 
think of sleeping.” * 

For the distance of many miles inland, and many along the 
shore, there was hardly a sign of cultivation. “ How do the 
people live ? ” asked Le Doux. 

“ By means of the Moors,” answered the captain. 

Diflerent were the colonel’s exclamations all the way from 
Cape St Vincent to Cape Finisterre. “Is it possible that s<.*a- 
coasts can be so Ixrautiful ? Oh how fine! oh liow pretty! 
superb! magnificent I brilliant!” T’heje were rocks that were 
charming, and villages that w(‘re minions, and vineyards that were 
tapestry, and meadows that were carj)ets. “ 'riicse countries have 
very worthy kings,” said he; “they only want good ministers.” 
A thousand plans in an insUint were ready lor the consummation 
of their. ha])pinpss. 

“Oh heaven! this must Ix' France ! ” exclaimed he one day 
in ecstasy. 

“No, sir,'^ said the captain, “it ia the coast of Asturias.” 

Lc Doux thought the rocks prettier even than tiiose of the 
Petit Trianon. Ide exjnessed a second time his admiration of 
the^coast. “We have passed a better,” said the captain, “and 
you never noticed it. There are no iiarbors in Asturias like 
Ferrol and Coruna.” 

OflF the Scllly Isles tiiey found themselves in tht* midst of 
fishing-boats, Normanby took leave; sailed in one of them to 
Bristol; two days afterward reached Sandyhursl; and had the 
courage to walk directly towaid the green lane, just as if he h.id 
never met aif intruder. 

JThc vessel that conveyed Lady Glengrin, Sir Fircbracc, and 
Le Doux at length cast anchor in the bay of Dublin, not without 
another subject of wonder to Le Doux at seeing a pestilential 
marsh under one of the finest cities in liurope. “ If tliis had 
been at Odessa, it would have been converted into docks,” siud he 

* The sages of antiquity have each left an aphorism on human life, and 
there seemed hardly room for another; i)ut this our sage, if he has not 
given, cau^-es one ; Vita somtd l>revc intervulluiH. 
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to himself. He pa^ised the Parliament-house, and lifted up his 
hands in astonishment. “ An llnglishnian I met at Genoa,” 
said he to the general and the countess, “at an old minister’s, 
fond as he was of extolling the public architecture of his cduntry, 
and preferring the cathedrals and abbeys to any thing antiquity has 
left us, never said a word about this noble fabric. It was per¬ 
haps too modern for him. He was a sort of half-author, a 
creature* so devoted to antiquity that, when lie snored, he seemed 
in drawing his breath to say ^m;, and emitting it to say romain, 
I had the personal proof of it; for wlienever he was disposed to 
sleep he slept, and would have done so had he l>een called to the 
levee or to tlic ministry. I never saw him quite decorous but in 
church, where he always seemed immersed in the deepest medita¬ 
tion ; and if person but whispered, even during the music, he 
fixed his eyes upon him with a stern rebuke.” 

society introduced to Le Houx wiis the most select. 
The beauty of the women held him breathless. “ Am I in Poland, 
or in Paradise ? ” was his soliloquy. He paid his principal 
attentions to those who put on a clean pair of gloves every day,®^ 
because he considered it a test of civilization. Even among these, 
within the first week, his suspicions were confirmed by his valet 
that the linen was not always changed so often , but he thought 
it a scand.ilous tale, when he heard that some of them came to 
breakfast in a jiart of the apparel in which they had slept. 

“Do not tell me such nonsense, Renault! Depend upon it, 
the girl that gave you the information has been discharged: you 
will see her off soon.” “ Well, sir,” said Renault, sighing, 
“ would you believe it ? a few years ago there was not a bidet in 
the kingdom of Ireland. The Duchess of Rutland, consort of a 
lord-lieutenant, brought over the first. The duke (some say it 
was satirically) oidered one from London for the'^Iady of the 
lord-chancellor. It was of porcelain, as you may suppose, being 
the present of a lord-lieutenant; and its inauguration was in the 
centre of the table, filled with green-pea soup, at a cabinet-dinner 
given to his grace the lord-lieutenant.” “A cabinet-dinner!—* 
and a vengeance!—with its green-pea soup, rogue !’* cried Le 

First ed. reads: “ day, not because he thought them persons of 
greater distinction, but because .... civilization, where the means are 
ample. Even,” &c. j 
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Doux, laughing immoderately. “Sir,” said Renault, gravely, 
“nobody laughed: everybody admired the contrivance for the 
ladle, and the maker had made his fortune, if the duchess had 
mystifled as well and reasonably as the duke had done.’’ 

Opposite to I..e Doux one day at dinner sat a nobh'nian of 
high rank, a member of every administration for forty years, 
placid and pliant, and attentive to nobody but him, into whose 
•history he had been admitted by the countess. > “ Colonel,” said 
he, “in all countries there are discontented; there are even in 
this.” “ Is it possible ? ” answered Lc Doux, lifting up his eye¬ 
brows with suqirise and concern. “But,” rejoined the peer, 
“ such is tlie kindness of Providence,28 the sounder part of the 
people is perfectly tranquil, and assured of its being well governed.” 
“ His lordshij) means those that govern,” said a worthy major: 
“ none are more ojien to conviction ; the feat stares them in the 
face. Every country is rich and flourishing if you look at it 
through claret.” 

Politics on this occasion were discussed in few words. The 
illustrious visitor could collect, however, that most complaints 
were ill-founded; that those who complained of any specific 
grievance were unfair and partial in not considering the whole: 
and that those who took a view of the whole, anti who projKiscd 
an inquiry into it, should state some specific grievance. 

In another house, after several glasses were dnink with great 
cheerfulness, the whole company rose tip to n mysterious toast, 
in silence and sadness. He sipped tlie wine in doubt, and found 
that it was the same as he had been drinking from the first, and 
excellent Bordeaux. He could not conceive what had saddened 
at a single moment so many vacant and rosy faces. The next 
morning be heard that two of them had been shot by their an¬ 
tagonists iif a quarrel arising from this toast,—the “ Immortal 
njemory ” of some one they had never seen or thought about. He 
imagined that silence and sorrow would have come better after; 
that wine should make men joyous, and duels serious. On 

[28 First ed. reads : “ Providence, a certain part of the people, too, in ail 
countries, and that part the sounder, is assured tliat it is well governed.” 
“ His lx»vdship . . , . ‘ a worthy mayor,' none .... conviction, but 
they are not to be run away with, neither. Politics .... words, which, 
as he understood but little English, he did not attend to. He could 
collect,” &c. (8 lines below.)] 
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reflection he fenred to bo “compromised,” and suspected that 
the “ immortal mi-mory ” so religiously observed, and with such 
awe and taciturnity, might ho the memory of Bonapar.‘e, Td 
relieve his suspicions, he joked <jbout it with two of the ya&’ngest, 
whom he found at billiards the succeeding day. They laughed 
aloud at his mistake, “ft was King William,” said one. “It 
was William Pitt,” said the other. “It was no more Pitt than 
it was my pointer,” rejoined tlie first. In fact, the “ immortal 
memory ” in eighteen iiours had as mucli obscurity and as many 
thorns about it as thy tomb of Archimedes. 

Le Doux was walking one day in the streets of Dublin, when 
tlie appearance of perfumt'ry in a window reminded him that he 
wanted a tooth-brush. He went into the shop, and asked for 
one. The master, a tall, florid, well-dressed, genteel-looking 
man, took up several, and rubbing them against the extremities of 
his fingers, recommended one particularly. “Take this: it will 
keep your teeth clean twenty years at once using. You are a 
F renchman, sir, I find by your w^ay of speaking, and I see you 
have hardly thn'e hairs on a side. In your country they make 
good pomatum: try mine ; but—take tin* word of a friend— 
wash your liands well afterward in soap and warm water, or you 
wdll have hair upon the palm an inch thick before night. And 
no razor can touch it.” 

“What is the price, sir ? ” “ -'\li now ! is it the price ? I 

never sell for lucre of gain : a half-crown contents me,— and, just 
for the peg-polisher, a thirteen-penny. Recommend me to your 
friends, if you have any, and Til thank you.” “ Favor me with 
the number of your slio]).” “ if you please. The 

poor beggar of a schoolmaster over the way calls his seminary ; 
and suR*, then, I miglit call mine so; but I would be modest: 
magazine docs foi me.” 

De Doux was leaving the door, when he was met on tjie 
threshold by a young clergyman, who, flapping his lustrous boot 
with a thin whip, and drawing up his shirt-collar with his left 
hand, red as a pigeon's claw and broad as an ostrich's, pushed rudely 
by him into the shop. Lc Doux bowed and begged pardon. 
At the same moment, the hairdresser, for such he was no less than 
perfumer, caught him by the arm, and taking the clergyman’s too, 
said, “ Bi other Joe, 1 must introduce you to this gentleman, who 
dines with us.” 
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“ A thousand thanks! excuse me to-day.” “ To-day or 
never! Now for your name.” “ My name is Le Doux, sir : 
but really—” “ Le Doux ! ” said the clergyman, eying him 


suspiciously; “ Tni damned if it is: that’s a ‘ negcr’s.’ 


would not incommode you, my kind friend,” said hi. Doux to 
the hairdresser: ** have the goodness to liberate niy arm. Another 


time—” 


“Another time I may not have upon the spit a ‘cock o’ the 
mountain,’ ruddy and lusty as any eagle. You shall have him 
* piping-hot,’ with his best fi’ather through his nose. Lady 
Clench gave him me, with a Bologiia-sausagc, and a note (J 
would read it you) under. Hams and double-Gloster are plenty. 
I could tell you too what houses these come iVom, after dinner; 
and bright whiskey that widens your nostrils when you smell it, 
and finds water enough in yOur mouth for twenty glasses. Honest 
folks gave me that; who might not like naming. ‘ Cocks o’ the 
mount<iin ’ of another breed ; ay, Joe ?—you live among ’em. 
Come, stay ; we shall dine gloriously. Joe has a voice, and a 
song for it. Look at tl’c windows of nine houses on each side, 
when he sings ; and you shall see the old women lug the wenches 
down, and sliall catch many a crimpled cap and red wiinkle over 
the blinds.” “ Hold your wild colt’s tongue, Matthew ! ” said 
the clergyman, rebuking him privately; and then in a lower 
tone, “ Sure, are not we two enough for <i ‘ cock o’ the mountain,’ 
ay, and a sausage as big as a bolster ? ” • 

At the commencement of this pastoral charge, Le Doux, find¬ 
ing his arm released, made his escape. At which the brothers, 
much as one of them had wished his absence, agitcd that he was 
a blackguard and a scamjj, and unfit for' their society. “ Provi¬ 
dential ! ” Joe ejaculated ; “ you would have tfilked first about 
your sausage and cocks o’ the mountain and countesses, and then 
about the whiskey, letting it out by degrees that I had a trifie in 
tHt concern. And now, Matthew, about these women. Can’t 
you meet with better and honester?—why then I’ll lend you a 
guinea. My sacred word for it, they all make a fool of you; and 
with more than their husbands, mind tliat. If you musi have 
such sluts, why then have ’em, in God’s name ! But prythee be 
sober-minded and decent; for I am sated and sick of hearing ot 
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“ Only one word, .Toe ! ” sriid Matthew mildly, and interlac¬ 
ing his arm. “ Brotlier Joe, now, my life and love, wno pre¬ 
sented you to that little light pietty living there of ICnnisgakraig ? 
And wh.it for ? ” “ Stiilf! ” cried Joseph. “ True cnon^gh ! 

said Matthew. “Are you Jiungry, hrotlier Joe?” “Hungry 
as a wolf-dog.” “ Give tongue upon the women then another 
time, anil not when yt>u would e.it what they send us.” 

Invitations to dinner were fi'equcnt; among tJie rest was a long 
and el.ihorate one from Ca]'tain Pheiim O’Mara ; it was accepted. 
Le Houx was placed at hi.s left, and was informed most politely 
by the captiin that he liked foreigners above all tilings, and that 
he him.self wa.s half a foreigner. 

“ Oh no. Captain O'Mara, you are a true Irishman, bred and 
born,” cried, Lady Glengrin ; “ we must not lose our title to 
you! ” 

“ I am so by fiither’s side and mother’s side, and by uncles and 
aunts,” replied the captain ; “ but I have travelled of late, and 
the ground makes the foreigner, not the—pray, if one may make 
so bold as to ask, what do you see in that to chuckle at, ladies 
and gentlemen ? And what made you touch my aim, sir, while® 
I was .speaking and hud not said the word ? ” 

“ Without tlie slightest idea of offence, I do assure you, Captain 
O’Mara! ” said Le Doux ; “ on the contrary, it was done 
in my extreme impatience to second you in .so just an observa¬ 
tion. You weie at Paris, 1 presume: how long did you remain 
there ? ” 

“ A week,” replied the captain. “ I had taken my lodgings 
for a whole week, or I should have goni' away directly. Our 
minister there—would you believe it ?—made a difficulty of 
presenting me to the king. It was explained to me in that way; 
jilthough, to do him justice, he only said he should lyubrace some 
future opportunity.” 

“Indeed!” replied Le Doux from his heart, and with‘an 
expression of deep .sorrow on his countenance. “ His Majesty 
has borne many misfortunes: 1 hope no one will tell him of 
this.” 

“ I will myself, by the Lord 1 if ever I go over again and 
catch his eye,” said the captain, striking the table. “ I went 
■ [“^^Frorn “wliilf” to “word'* added in znd ed.] 
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on to Italy, and 9t Florence my Lord Burgliersh knew better 
what stuff my coat was made of, and what color this is. 'Flie 
Grand Duke treated me like his own son, and came behind my 
cluiir at aapper, and hoped I migirt find at table something to my 
tfiste. I replied to Jiini in Irish,—which I had a better light to 
do thiin he to speak in French ; for Irish is my own language, and 
French is not his. As there was notliing to be seen at Florence 
but statues and pictures and other such childish things, I pro¬ 
ceeded to Rome in company with a gentleman who said we 
must have four horses, if we <*xpcctcd dean linen at the inns. 
* As for clean linen,’ said I, * let those look to it who arc to lie 
in it; for my part I sleep all the way in the coach.’ Howsoever, 
to show him that f did not mind my money, I agreed to tiic 
four horses.” 

“Well, captain,” said Lady Glengrin, “ whal do you think 
of the fair Italians ? ” “ You smoke me then, my lady, do you ? 

Who told you about it ? ” 

She protested she knew notliing of the inatrei': he continued. 
“ The whole way from Florenct* to Siena T thought every girl 
prettier than the last: for v.')iich reason I kejit the blinds up, 
not wishing to underst.ind my fellow-traveller, who declanNl lie 
suffered so violently by the sun that he was gldiiy and could see 
nothing. On some exclamation of mine, lie told me tliat nearer 
Rome, on tliis side of tlie city, 1 .'should not find the females so 
handsome. 

“ I do not believe in any thing supernatural, excepting a 
ghost or two; hut there are things that puzzle one. I fell 
asleep from the violent heat, and from the incessant and intoler¬ 
able noise of a creature they call * grillo,’ against which all the 
carriage-wheels in Christendom would not defend you; and J 
did not awake •ntil night. I'his monkey-faced black devil, of 
an inch or two in length, with his ‘grill, grill, gnll,’ makes one 
hotter* than twenty suns could do, bothering and ncvei- aisy. 
We®® slept at Siena In the morning, instead of vineyards and 
corn-fields, a vast barren country cracked by the heat lay wide 
open before me. It looked like some starved monster, from 
whose powerless bones one still wislies one’s self away, hfo 
hedge was there, no tree, nor bird of any kind to inhabit them if 
[30 From “ we ” to Siena ” added in 2nd ed.J 
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there had been. I s.iw no animal but om' long snake, lying in 
the middle of the road. Then, again, instead of well-dressed, 
smiling, beautiful gills, joking with you innocently or wishing 
you heartily guod-day, female devils could not be ntlft’der nor 
bonier nor uglier than those wenches who ran before us begging 
and screaming, and scratching their beads and blade-bones, and 
writhing like the damned. I remarked it to my companion, 
who calmly and indifferently answered me, ‘ 1 told you so.* 
‘ Weie you ever liere before sir i ’ said I. ‘ Never,’ he re 

“ I trembled—that is—not from fcai "^—hut faith ! it almost 
mad{' me say my catechism in the coach ; for he threw himself 
bach, as ihougli he had given the ortler that tilings should be so, 
and knew they were so. AVe entered Rome. lie ordered his 
luggage to lemain at the gate, alighted, saluted me. Nobody 
lias met him or heard of him ; the people at the gate are afraid 
of saying a word about him if you ask them; never have I 
seen him from that hour to this, and God forbid I ever should 
in future! ” 

“ You-'-^ must have been highly gratified, sir, in that city, by 
the noble specimens of the tine arts,” observed the colonel. 
“Oh Lord bless you!” cued the captain, “they make finer 
lace and cambric, and frippery of all sorts, in your own country,” 
“We have indeed some pretensions,” answered Le Doux, Lady 
Giengrin remarked to the captain that his noble guest only meant 
statues and pictures. He winked at her, and whistled in a low 
key, and then whisjicred, “ WJiy, indeed they do dre^s out their 
old dolls in the chmcbe.s witli a sight of finery, as for that.** 
“ But,” added J .e Doux, “ their pictures in the Capitol, in the 
Vatican, and also in many jmvate collections, are mastei-pieces,” 

“I do think,” leplicd the captain, “they are up to most of us 
in painting a face or body. But tJie devil a notion have they of 
putting the one in gootl humor or the other in good clothes. 
They are all old-fashioned ; and most of the men are in drt^ssing- 
gewns: I have seen .some half-naked, and some quite, and otliers 
that had never been at the barber’s. Then what ruins and rubbish 
about tlie demane / Scythe and wlietstone never thought of! 

First vd. rvadiT: “fear, but good ptonk* tliat fear tremble just as I 
did ; for he,” 

From “you ” to “ Lady " (38 lines) added in ind cd.] 
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More gra\el than grain, more mountain than clovcr-field; and 
ne*er a potato-plot for love or money. No rich water-meadow ; 
no hay-^^^ck nor turf-stack ; no tiglit little cabin, with its window 
kept nicely in repair witli strong substantial paper, and the smoke 
curling neatly through the doorway over the back of a comfort¬ 
able pig, black or yellow, blinking at it pleasantly. But I will 
tell you what there arc instead. T'here are rotten trees, and 
blighted and blasted ones. There are broken-up roads: you 
would swear at first sight that they lead to no magistrate's or 
grand-juryman's. There arc ugly broad weeds just before you; 
and farther on there arc cranky old towers covered with pantiles; 
and there are rivers that are sufiered to go undermining them. In 
ail those pictures 1 never saw a cow fit for the butcher, or a horse 
that had been groomed, or a sheej) with wool about her too good 
to wipe my boots ou. Plenty of goats: but whti likes their 
company ? Gentlemen's houses seem (juite de8erl(*d. Where 
do you find a hot-house ? Where do you find a garden-wall ? 
By my soul! 1 think the best painter in the whole set would 

fight shy of a gooseberry bush." 

Lady Glengrin then asked the* captiiin whether he had been 
presented to the Pope. 

“As soon as I had put on a clean shirt, and got my boots 
blacked, I went,” said he, “to Caj'dinal Oonsalvi, as the shoe¬ 
black told me I should, and desired to be presented to his master: 
he recommended me to a countryman of mine. Father Taylor, 
who did it.” 

“The cardinal is a man of great politeness and extensive in¬ 
formation,” said I^e Doux. 

‘“Politeness enougli,” replied the captain ; “but information is 
another thing. ^I'he devil a word of English or Irish had he to 
throw at a dog; and when 1 tried him at Latin, by my soul! 
not a« syllable could he put down to it, although it is in the 
breviary,—which I bonowed on puq)Ose to learn it, from the 
waiter.” 

• “ Did you try the Pope at it, captain ? ” said Lady Glengrin. 

“ Madam,” after a pause answered he, “ I beg your pardon ; 
but it is uncivilish to speak to a lady with tJie leg of a turkey in 
’ limbo between the gullet and grinder. Now then at your service. 
I told his Holiness I lioped I had the pleasure of seeing him very 
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well, drawing up my pantaloon, and putting my hand at ease in 
the fob, like a man of fisliion. The Pope knows ali languages 
under heaven, they tell me, but he did not hear me at 'irst; and, 
when my words were repeated to him in Italian by my country¬ 
man, he replied, with a smile as hearty as mine, that he was 
always well in thf* presence of worthy men, and that he suffered 
as little as could be expected from his age and infirmities. He 
continued to smile upon me for a moment when he had done, and 
then said something quite as obliging to anotlicr, who had made 
no inquiries after his health at all. My free noble Milesian 
manner gave general satisfaction: people were surprised to see 
how easily and s])iritedly I did it; and an Knglish lady was 
encouraged to ask him for a lock of his hair, not wishing to be 
outdone by an Irishman.'* 

“Hid he give it her?” asked Lady Glengrin. 

“ He could not well have made any woman jealous, yet he 
thought he might; and said gravely that after his death those 
who esteemed him might wish for such memorials, but that he 
could not give them, in the grave or out. He seemed to be 
much affected at the mention of dying, and went away. The 
English lady was vexed and angry, and said aloud, ‘ A stiff old 
prig! I would not give a farthing for it.' Nobody applauded 
her: women and men looked in her face coldly and fixedly. I 
began to feel for her; and, to show her that I did, I told her if 
she drove that way it should go hard with me but I gave her a 
lock of as good a man's. She stared at me as if she doubted 
my word. Upon which, to lend her confiilcnce, I said, ‘By 
my soul, miss! I say only what I mean; and you shall cut it 
your own sweet self.' In spite of every thing I could think of 
to pacify her, away she went, with old Holincs^ sticking in her 
gizzard; and the laat words she uttered were, * The horrid 
brute ] ’ Now 1 do not think the offence she received from him 
warranted so fierce an expression.” 

Lc I)oux had offered many little attentions to the lady next 
him, from whom he sometimes had an answer, but often none. 
At last she was tired and impatient, and said to a girl on the other 
side of her, giving her an clbow-kick, “ Christ Jesus! Bess; how 

From “She’'to “expression” (8 lines) added in znd ed.] 
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this outlandish man does jdaguc and worry me ! Lord Almighty 
will he never let me eat ?'' 

Le Doux either did not hear or dissembled it; but the captain 
who hed^d it plainly, was not aware of this, and said, “ Let her 
alone, colonel; old cats will grumble over their meat, and mean 
nothing. If you intend civility, she is only my sister ; you need 
not mind her; ay, l^eresa ? ” 

“ I am as much to be minded as another, Phelim. Who soused 
you that sow’s ear ? There’s no bacon where there’s nobody to 
salt it. Mind tliat, and munch gcnteeler.” 

Universal approbation succeeded, excepting from Lady Glen¬ 
grin, who neither uttered a word nor changed a feature. Le 
Doux declared that the litdy was in the light,and that he himself 
was the only person to blame; no correction, he added, could 
make him moderate his attentions to wit, spirit, and beauty. 

** Lord ! he speaks as good English as the dean,” exclaimed 
the pacified IVi'^sa to her yviunger friend ; ‘‘ and wlien one does 
not eat, one can listen. Mind him ; he is not so old as he seems: 
he may be forty.” 

“ A fig for men of forty ! ” said the other in her car; ‘‘ and I 
do not much like him neither; for his nails ar^ while all the way 
down, more like a beast’s than a Christian’s,” 

The last of these words were interrupted by a violent noise in 
front of the house ; then at the door; then within it. Chairs 
rattled; imprecations and expostulations clashed, thickenf'd, 
redoubled. 

“ Now for fun ! ” cried the captain, wiping first his hands 
with his whiskers, and then rubbing them togctlier in raptures. 
“ But better after our wine.—Moyle, run out and tell them to 
wait. Lady Glengrin, a thousand to One, among the rebels I 
find the felloflf who stole your peacock, or some of his kin.” 
“ I hope, captain, if you do,” replied her ladyship, “ you will 
lay tne lash on him smartly.” 

« Have you so many tJiicves about you, captain ? ” said Le 
Doux. “ These,* and three hundred thousand more of them,” 
cried he. “We will whip them howsoever, till we find them 
out.” 

“ What can so many steal ? ” asked Le Doux. “ Steal! ” 
replied the captain, the thieves for the most part steal nothing; 
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but nine in ten of the whole populiition arc rebels, bloody dogs, 
fiery-hot papists as any in hell, enemies to church and king, tithe 
and orange ; sly Scotch Presbyterians earthed here ; fellows who * 
cry out so at the sight of a steeple, one would think ^ou had 
poked it into the hollow tooth! I have flogged them myself 
until I have a rheumatism in my shoulder that will last me for 
life, and until there is a dearth of wire and honest hemp in all the 
midland parts of the country.'* 

“\'oii seem indeed to liave been in active service,*’ said Le' 
Doux. “ I have flogged this coat upon ray back, and live 
hundred a-ycar into my pocket. I shall be major next Christmas, 
and die commander of a district. These things iire not given for 
nothing.” 

“ From your enthusiasm in your profession, you must have 
entered it early in life.” “ I was in tiie midst of tlic rogues at 
the outset.” “ You remember then the attempt of the revolution¬ 
ary French, and of Lord Kdvvard Fitz-Gerald.” 

“ Oh yes ; I was then but a boy though. Often and often has 
he lifted me above liis head, although 1 was as tall at ten as he 
was at thirty. He used to say, when people told him to take care 
of himself, that he had not an enemy that he knew or that knew 
him. Yet he found one here in Ireland who could do his busi¬ 
ness.®^ He was such a meri-y, innocent, ingenuous little devil he 
could fidget a man’s wife before his face, and no blood^and-hounds 
upon it, nor spit nor spade nor shillalah. And yet somehow he 
was the mischiefullest imp of all father Satan’s fireside. Had he 
lived a couple of ycai'S, we should liave had barefoot bishops and 
woollen epaulets; no army, all militia—from bog to parade, from 
parade to bog, singing and whistling, as who should care for any; 
and it w'Ould have been a month’s labor to lift a hat. We have 
* United Irislimen ’ in every county and townshi}); and by my 
soul I if he had carried his plans into execution, wc should Jiave 
liad none at all, at all, but ‘ United Irishmen.’ Our people will 
always be bad when they can be, sir ? ” 

First ed. reads: “Imbiness, and another who could trample on his 
bones, and oust his family; and one too of his own kin, the nearest of all, 
but jmt as the callous is to the foot, never helping but often coming it. 
People cried, shame! no Irishman^ hy Jesus ! and such like, at it, royalist and 
rebel at once. l>v.)i'd Edward was such,” &c.j 
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An Englishman corroborated the observation by the words, “ I 
believe it/’ At which the captain rose from his chair, and asked 
him what he meant by speaking ill of Ireland in his presence, which 
he swort^no man should do while he had liish blood in his veins. 

“ Nevertheless, they arc most incorrigible rogues,” said Lady 
Glengrin, remarking the silence and sorrowfulness of l^e Doux. 

** The vulgar are subject to error,” s^iid he, “ and in these matters 
even the wise. Possibly your Ladyship may find among them 
some who aspired to your countenance by participating your 
opinions on civil liberty.” 

“ Civil liberty ! ” cried she indignantly. ** What! among the 
bogs and niount*iins ? Beside, tlicse fellows have no more right 
to my opinions than to my ])ro})erty. Colonel l^e Doux, 1 
liardly could have ex]icrted in yon the champion of robbery and 
revolt. If it were against a minister or king it might be well 
enough; but when one cannot keep a favorite ]>eacock on the 
lawn, matters arc carried too far.” 

There was silence for a moment, the first moment there had 
been hitherto, and this was violently broken by the obstreperous 
entrance of the cook, lifting up her ladle, which dropped the 
grease over the same-colored kercliief on her ample bosom, 

A dirty pagan ! a dirty ]}ag:m ! ” cried she. “ Because your 
Honor would no: let a scurvy lieutenant come to ta!)le among the 
quality! * What 1 forsooth! ’ said the polecat, ‘ if the daughter 

of Mother Jibbery is become a countess and picks her teeth here, 
am not I good enough to lift my jacket-dap upon the chair beside 
her ? ’ ‘ No, you are not,’ said 1. ‘ Then,’ s^iid he, ‘ no sucking- 

pig for countess or captain this blessed day ; ’ and—oh the foul 
fox! witli a devil in him from muzzle to brush—how do you 
think he began to baste the poor innocent ? ” 

“ Hold haul! ” cried Mj' Roger Moyle. “ Have you no 
decency, Turtulliana Trench?” 

‘**Deccncy! the cockroach! 1 could skin him like an eel, 

out of the Suire, alive-alive. No roast pig to-day, by my salva¬ 
tion ! as, I am true to the Protestant ascendency, unless your 
Honor spits the bloody traitor.” 

“ Let me alone for tliat,” said the captain calmly: “ I .shall 
see whether his ribs will crackle, and whether he has a handful 
of thyme and marjoram in his belly.” 
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At this he said ^»racc, and would have risen; but I.*e Doux 
took him by the hand, and, pressing it between his, submitted to 
his sounder judgment whether so trifling a matter were worthy of 
his exalted coinage. The captain would have arguefl in the 
affirmative. 

“ Pooh ! pooh ! Stdd Moyle Iiumanely, “ the man was drunk ; 
and drunken men arc up to any thing, jiretty nearly; aren't they, 
Miss ? ” She lifted up her shoulder, and said impatiently, “ Let 
Phelini go his way. Sure we shall have a witty song from 
Tommy Moore upon it, ringing on the piano from Dublin to 
Belfast." 

“ 'Phen lei the whelp have both pig and fire for his own share ! " 
exclaimed the ca]>tain. “ 1 would rather be in a jail than in a 
st>ng ; and that witster's arc never out of tunc or out of fashion. 
Beside, we had all done with eating ; and as for sucking-pigs, 1 
know where the other seven arc. But, right or wrong, I have 
something to say in Master Ralph's ear another time for his ill 
manners, and that won't lie like cotton in it, take my word.” 

The bottle was then pushed round j and it was announced to 
the ladies by tlie captain that they might sit where they were, as 
no ‘JinutLy toasts would be given nor merry songs called for ; and 
as coffee was fitter for Tui’ks and tea for waslierwomcn; and, 
above all, as good claret was not to be had eveiy day in the best 
Jiouses. “ Mine,” added he, “ never gets into the liead, ladies ! 
Jt jjasses like a guinea : don't be shy. ‘ Cliuich and King,' if 
you please (what say you, colonel ?); and tlien ‘ The Ladies,' and 
afterward, ‘ Tlie Gentlemen,* from their fair lips; and now afore 
God, Roger Moyle, I do desire you will not favor us with any of 
your explanations.” 

“ Lord help you, O'Mara ? '* said Moyle sneering, “ they are 
no bigger fools than you and 1. I wave the cap altng the ground 
where the scent lies fainter round cover,” 

In despite of invitations and precautions, the party broke up 
early in the evening. 

Lady Glcngrin had alike sustained her dignity and her affa* 
billty, and told the captain she did not wonder he was such a 
favorite at the castle. Her attendant, Lord Purlingstreamdale, 
was loftier. He looked hard, and did not hear Mr Roger Moyle 
invite him across the table to drink a glass of claret. Mr Roger 
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Moyle appeared not to notice it at the time; but when they rose 
from table he took him gently by the sleeve and reminded him 
of it plaintively, in almost a whisper, saying he did not expect it 
at his Viands, having left no less than eighty pounds for five weeks 
together in his father’s bank, when his bailiff Sampson He.ft sold 
the bullocks at Crookhaven. flis lordship looked disdainfully. 

“I am sorry you look so strange and modest and red, my 
lord,” said Mr Roger Moyle, “ as there is a sort of kin between 
us.” 

** How so, Mr Moyle ? ” said his lordship. 

“Why, sure then,” replied Mr Roger Moyle, “and was not 
my father’s kitchen-wench, poor Phillis, who died at eighty under 
my roof, own sister to Moll Harness, your grandmother, whom 
your grandfather, if he had lived, would have made an honest 
woman ; for there was not one that scoured better nor harder in 
those parts pewter or brass, though Phillis was never slack.—No 
drawing up before me ! no waistcoat-button against mine ! I know 
your height witliout tape, 1 have some stray acres, my I^ord 
Purlingstrearadale, and if you beat for me you may know where 
they lie, and where the house lies u])on ’em; there’s ne’er a tree 
hides it; it looks you in the face of day, erect and blithe as a 
bridegroom.” Then, offering his hand, “ Come, let us part 
friends, or we shall not sleep soundly; to-morrow every man to 
his fancy.” He stooped a little and rubbed his palms, as men do 
before a good fire on coming from the cold, ind in higher spirits 
than before ran to the carriage, tlie steps of which Lady Glengrin 
was about to mount, and invited her ladyship and Colonel Le 
Doux to Moylestown, where he told them he had dogs and some 
dirt for them if the weather should hold. They laughed heartily 
and drove off. 

“ Lord Rirlingstreamdale, you do not enjoy Moyle’s wit,” said 
Lgdy Glengrin. 

“ I did not hear the man,” replied he. 

“ Colonel, I should like to take you over,” said her ladyship. 
“ Roger Moyle is a man of ancient family. I may say it you, 
although, when I mentioned it incidentally in the presence of 
O’Donohough, O’Dono told me that he was only a Saxon, if I 
called that ancient; and, bt*ing informed by a lady that the race was 
Norman, he scoffed and cried, ‘ Och ! they are all one; the same 
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thing top and bottom,” pitying the ignorance of his interrupter. 
Moyle possessi\s an estate of twenty miles or more in extent. At 
the beginning of our disturbances he was a great paciricator, 
although he commanded a body of ca\alry ; and the majodf of an 
English regiment told him that by such misconduct he had be¬ 
come suspected. * I have one reason to be sorry for that; and 
only one,’ sriid Roger Moyle, '•What is it, sir?” said the major 
h.mgbtily. ‘ Because 1 shall be more so before night,” replied he. 
‘How!* exclaimed the major. ‘By contriving a window on 
English ground tliat sliall never pay trix.” ‘ I don”t understand 
you, sir,” cried the major. ‘ Come out then, and bring your best 
pistols, looking first to Hint and priming; and, by the' grace of 
God, I make a loop-hole in that pantry there for a wiser man to 
look through.” 

“They met; and he took the major by the hand”’—here 
Lord Purlingstreamdale blushed and breathed hard—“ and begged 
and entreated him, as a Christian, to retract bis words. In vain. 
* Any word, best or worst; only retract it,” said Moyle. The 
major told him to stand olF, and not beg and ])ray there, after his 
insolent and braggart brogue. 1'hey fired; and the major fell 
‘And now, gentlemen,’ said Moyle to the seconds, ‘as you have 
each your seiwant with you, do me the favor to tike this uniform 
to headquarters, and to tel) the general, with my best compli¬ 
ments, that it was Roger Moyle’s.” And lie stripped off his 
uniform and rode home in his shirt-sleeves, a distance of twenty- 
five miles, in the beginning of January.”” 

“ Captain O’Mara must be very intimate with him,”” Le Doux 
remarked. “ He desired him at dinner to take a message out of 
the room.”” 

“ Do you wonder at any thing in O’Mara ? ”” said the coun¬ 
tess. “ I never heard of a particular intimacy bt'Vwcen them; 
but the maxim of Roger Moye is to go wherever he is invited ; 
for he says that nobody will invite him who docs not like him, 
and tliat he has neither bad heart nor bad stomach. Obliging as 
he is, he would have been offended at such a liberty if there had 
been a seiTant in the room to deliver the message, or if O’Mara 
could have left the company. For although his conversation is 
coarse and clownish, there are certain points upon which, in 
common with the Irish in general, he is delicate and sensitive in 
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the extreme. His moderation made him as much siis])ecteil hy 
some of the insurgents, after he h;ul laid down hit, uniform, as to 
the major. 'Poward the end of the same month he had been 
shootiifig, and was returning homeward when three armed men 
started up from the gorse, and one of them advancing cried, 
* Ho ! Moyle ! bring us your g in.’ 

“ * Gentlemen,’ replied he, ‘ it is easier for you to come and 
fetch it than for me to bring it. 1 have been out :ill day, \with 
a brace of hares dangling, as you sec, across my shoulder, and 
fifteen fat partridges in my pouch, if T counted right.' 

‘ “ The man came closer, and cried, ‘ Off with your belt and 
down with your fowling-piece, stmight forthwith, or—* 

“ * Or what ?' cried Moyle. * And now you threaten, friend, 
the play's fair.' So saying, he discharged the contents through 
his body, and began to load again. The other two at first were 
astonished, but after a mututil exhortation, on seeing that the 
gun was not double-barrelled, they rushed forward against him.- 
He drew a pistol, and shot one; the other beggeil his life until 
he could confess, 

** * Draw your charge tlien,' said Moyle; ‘ and now give me 
the ramrod,—and now off' my grounds in the twinkling of an 
eye, or you sleep in the kennel on raw horsc-fiesli no sweeter 
than yourself, and such whiskey .is curs give curs.' 

“ He broke die ramrod, threw the pieces over the man's head, 
and, without looking after him, w.ilked home.” 

“ He appeared to me,” said Le Doux, “ a very ordinary man ; 
begging his pardon, for my opinion was a most unjust one, and 1 
am happy to correct it. Whatever he says is wrong, and wh.'it- 
ever he does is right. Now of all tilings in a man's character 
this is the most uncommon, the most opposite to what we find 
or expect. •! regret that 1 was not near enough to him to lead 
him into conversation.” 

His conversation,” said Lady Glengrin, “ has usually a 
tendency to the indelicate, which produces the effect of wit 
among the uneducated, and which, 1 am sorry to say, in this 
country almost always .'iccompanies it. In France and England 
the dinner-table is the theatre of decorum: in Ireland tliere are 
persons of rank and distinction who forget that the table-cloth is 
still before them, and that the defilement they suffer to escape 
them may run down and reach their daughters. 
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“ ^Joyle entertains that contempt for reading and study which 
is general, not to say universal, among our gentry. Yet, from 
the little I have seen nf liim, 1 do not think him deficient in 
understanding or acuteness, although there is a story alK>,rt him 
which, if true, goes to prove the contrary. On his return home 
one morning from some appointment with the justices about a 
road, tO’"*® be carried (they told him) directly through his estate, 
his butler heard him repeat to himself by jerks and twitches some 
sharp oath-like interjections, as he walked up and down the 
dining-room ; and took the liberty of saying, * Master, what are 
you angry at ? * Moyle’s answer was, with a smile, ‘ Because, 
Nan, I was angry. If a man can’t keep his temper, what is he 
fit to keep ? ’ Andrew, who had lived with him from a boy, 
was satisfied; and only said he did not think wrath was worth 
cai rying home, though a man rode. 

** That Roger Moyle has not much reflection is proved by an 
occurrence well known and often related. His mother’s uncle 
was tlje catholic bishop of the diocese; ii learned and pious man. 
On his death-bed he was Irequently visited by Moyle. One 
evening he said, ‘ Roger, you have an excellent heart, sound 
senst, and great influence in the county. I am sorry, on leaving 
the world, to think we shall never meet again.’ 

“ ‘ Don’t think al)out that, Uncle Nol,’ said Roger. ‘ I will 
,remain with you, and lie upon a rug in this chamber, if you wish 
it.’ The bishop groaned, ‘ Poor Roger! blind still! kind- 
hearted nephew ! in another world then we never must meet! * 
and burst into tears. * Uncle No!! * said Roger, ‘ tears are 
good for the tooth-ache, but may do harm in your complaint. 
Let us be reasonable, and discourse it over.’ 

** The bishop pressed his hand, and thanked him for the only 
act of kindness he never had seemed disposed to. ‘ will then 
hear me, Roger, upon our holy faith ? * He brought forv/ard all 
the arguments in its support, every one of which was irrefragable, 
and pure from the mouth of apostles, doctors, and confessors; 
and at the conclusion he cried, *1 have a cloud more of 
witnesses.’ 

“ ‘ The cloud we have had is quite enough, Uncle Nol! * 
* Now, Roger, can you doubt them ? ’ cried the good man 

From •* to ” to “ estate " added in and ed.] 
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emphatically. ‘I cannot,’said Roger. ‘You hold then these 
blessed truths ? * ‘I do.’ * And will stand firmly thereby ? ’ ‘I 
will.* ‘You abandon then your own pernicious errors ?* 

“ Rbger hesitated ; and tlicn said tenderly, ‘ Uncle No), turn 
upon your back again and lie quiet. Sure I may keep .ny own 
errors, and take yours too.’ 

“ ‘ O nephew Roger! my last hopes arc blighted ! * 

“‘Pooh! pooh! no such thing. 1 believe all that you have 
said, Uncle Nol; but 1 may believe other folks as civilly. Men 
of honor may differ in opinion, and no harm in it, while they 
don’t contradict. If you tell me what you saw and what you 
know, why then indeed I Uikc your word rather than another’s, 
as being my next of kin, and aware right well what blood is in 
vour veins.’ ” 

“Incapable as I liave shown myself,” said Le Doux, “of 
judging the otlier parts of his character, I will not hazard a word 
upon his prudence; buL it appears wonderful to me that, in the 
vicinity of those whose relatives he has shot, he rides home alone 
in the evening, through a country so uninhabited.” 

“ The same thing was remarked to him by C;q)tain O’Mara,” 
said Lady Glengrin, “ and he replied that he was mounted on 
such a horse as no man need be ashamed of; that, if there were 
few, he would show them his head; and, if the bidders were too 
many, his tail. Neither expostulation nor experience have altered 
his custom. Nat Withers, called familiarly from this time* for¬ 
ward ‘ the man of the broken ramrod,’ told his story with a few 
variations, and swore in the presence of several that he would kill 
the first soldier he met, private or officer, in service or out. The 
declaration was made before O’Mara, who, in addition to his 
other office^ is justice of the peace. He watched his opportunity of 
surrounding Nat’s house, which Nat had been just seen entering, 
a^d called aloud, ‘ Nat Withers! ’ Nat came to tljc door, and 
falling on his knees, ‘ Why sure, captain, your Honor cannot want 
me; you have so many other brave men about you. For the love 
of Christ! what are your Worship’s commands ? * 

“ ‘ Nat Withers! only just come a step out and be hanged, 
and hold your tongue upon it. Leave the rest to me: wit¬ 
nesses arc sworn ; all is ready, just as you could wish it; sentence 
and service shall be read over you at once. Up upon your legs I 
be aisy! * 
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“ Nat sprang up, and att(»mpted to run off; but, turr\ing the 
corner of the house, was shot. ‘ There may be more of them 
within,’ said the captain ! * lose no time, boys ! ’ 

“ I'liey were entering the cabin, when the wife met thc/o, and 
levelled one with her list, and subbed another to the heart with a 
knife. Surrounded and seized by the remainder, she threw it 
from her, and fiviiig her eyes upon the capfciin, ‘ Och, bloody 
hound ! Och, that it was not thee! * ‘ Ugly witch ! ’ cried 
O’Mara, ‘who art thou?’ ‘1 am Dinah Shee, Nat Withers’s 
wife these nine years, whose blood be upon thy head ! ’ ‘ Better 

there than upon this new pantaloon,’ said O’Mara, ‘where a 
braver man’s is.’ ‘ A lie in your hound’s throat a stride across! ’ 
cried Dinah : ‘ tlierc was no braver man in all Ireland than Nat 
Withers, though he w.is not always brave at the right time.’ 

“ I'he captain smiled; she struck at him with her fist; he 
caught her arm, and said calmly ; ‘ Dinah Shee ! thou hast spoken 
fair, and done well and bravely. If any one bears false witness 
against thee on this little matter, I will apjiear in thy behalf and 
swear him down to the devil! mind that, boys! ’ 

“ At tlicse words she fell upon the ground, and howled tremen¬ 
dously. ‘ l.eave the poor soul in her cabin,’ said O’Mara to his 
men ; * slic cannot do less for tlie dead; and Nat there won’t 
come again and bother her about it.’ ” 

De l)oux was saddened at tlic smile on the countenance of 
Lady Glengiin, wlio asked him where were his thoughts. 

“ I would have reserved them entire for Mr Moyle,” replied 
he, “ if your ladyshij) hati not been mistress of them, and given 
them anotlver direction. Really, I should like to see his town.” 

“ Town ! ” cried Lady (Tlcngrin with suiprise. 

“ When he did us the honor to invite us, did ^ he not say 
Moylc’s-tovvn ? ” 

“ It was always a lone house; aitliough once there was an¬ 
other nearer it, which he pulled down because the tenant had 
poisoned a fox ; saying that he who would poison a fox would, 
in proper time and place, at last poison a Christian, and after that 
.1 child. To explain the subject of your observation : our houses 
in the country we call tonvm and boroughs ; we have castles and 
forts of one storey high, comfortably thatched, but without wall or 
ditch, rail or pale, bolt or shutter, and with green sash-windows. 
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in honor of the shamrock, down to the ground. Our lodges and 
cottages are at the gates of Dublin, in Mcrion-square, or Stephen’s- 
green, or wings perhaps to the Custom-house,” 

Dur^pg the remainder of their drive homeward, her ladyship 
commended the prudence of Le Doux, who fearing that some 
cruelty might be committed in the captain^s house on the men 
arrested, and before the \lsltors had left it, requested her ladyship 
to remember tliat the evenings were damp and chilly; that per¬ 
haps more of the disaflTccted might be abroad; and that, in order 
to obviate any alarm to herself on the latter subject, and to him 
principally on the former, as her bdyslhp's health had been delicate, 
it might Ixr better to give her commands about the horses. 8he 
began to apologise for introducing him to such a creature ; adding 
that, as he had been presented at court, he was a person to be 
visited, but that still she did not like it. “ However, he keeps 
the rabble in quietness,” said she; “and we have had only one 
robbery in the parish, the most peaceful in Ireland, all the year. 
Unluckily it was my peacock. As for munlers, theu’ have been 
only seven or eight in as many months, chiefly of middlemen and 
tithemen,—beside a cow, which indcetl liied rather from hocking, 
and from having Iier tongue cut out unskilfully.” 

A few days after, Le Doux rode into the country to tiie 
distance of twelve or fourteen niiJea. He found the iabois of the 
husbandman unreniitted, his food of the co.-rsest quality, and pro- 
jKjrtionatcly less jilcnteous than, from calculation of profit, we 
give our swine and calves. He saw the Cadiolic faith in ail its 
purity, but without its festivals. On Jiis return he mentioned 
this; and here both parties and every individual agreed : namely, 
that the only good thing among tliem was the absence of 
holidays. 

“ The absince of a thing, a good thing! ” said he, pondering. 
“ And this absence, among them ! 'I’hat is more like an article of 
faitfc than an article of logic.” Pie had been accustomed to such 
inconsequences ; but never could he persuade himself that inces¬ 
sant labor is a blessing, or that what is individually bad is nation¬ 
ally good. “ Can there be ju osperity where there is no hajipiness ?” 
said he witliin himself: and it was the first time tliat a statesman 
ever had revolved a question the most original and the most im¬ 
portant. To be awake is well; but to sleep is well also. To 
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work is good; but to cease from it is not less. Much is gained 
to a nation by handicraft and digging: is notliing gained by joy 
and gladness, and bjr rendering them the immovable Lares of the 
poor n\an’s hearth ? The assertion was uncontradicted, that there 
were in Ireland four millions of poor oi‘ oppiessed. ** Merciful 
Heaven! ” cried Le Doux, ** four millions! the remainder of 
tJjf earth does not contain the half. Those educated in slavery 
are willing slaves. The Mahometans have cx|)editious, equal, 
and inexpensive laws, and for the most part a delightful climate, 
—the two greatest blessings; and they believe in fatality,—no 
small one! The Pagans hear of nothing better than what they 
possess and enjoy. The Irish not only hear of it, but are pro¬ 
mised it, and have earned it. f'atalism is the only foolish thing 
they do not believe in. And their climate is such that, rather 
than bear its inclemency, they eat and drink smoke. What 
hovels ! what food ! what beds ! what contests of their children 
and their swine for even these ! Shall tlien their innocent festivals, 
—the best part of the best leligions, and here so requisite as a 
solace, so acceptable as a compensation,—be forbidden them ? 

O Catholicism! thou art verily a syphilis among the moral 
eviis, eating deep into the ]]oJitical, and fauil where unchecked; 
but thou hast thy truckle-couch for thy sores to lie easy on, and 
something under it to catch thy drivelling. God help dice if 
these arc removed! 

To dance on Sundays, to enjoy the delights of music,—the 
purest of dcliglits, the gi eatest, the most humanizing,—are things 
unlawful: the Catholics and Protestants are covenanters here. 
They may celebrate the Lord's-day, but tliey must be as gloomy 
as if it were the devij\‘:. A gauger conies round, and measures 
every man’s smile; and we may expect the Society for the Sup¬ 
pression of Vice to offer a reward for a gelotanctre, which 
Johnson would have defined, “A diatonic instrument whereby 
the cachinnatlons of laughter may be mensunited.” ‘ 

In Ireland, as in England, Sunday is a festival; but he who 
presumes to enjoy the first course must chew the lust in the stocks 
or in the House of Industry, or acquire an appetite for another 
such feast by the wholesome exercise of the tread-mill.If 

p* First ed. rt-ads: “tread-mill under the direction and superintend¬ 
ence of Mr Secretary Peel. If,” &c.] 
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Sundays were holidays as they should be, and Christmas-day and 
New-year’s-day were added, the quantity of time devoted to 
id]ene,ss would be sufficient. At present they are days of dead 
]ang>^:b% and make the tired laborer wish again for work. To 
scold is not foibidden on them; to sing is. He may quarrel 
with his neighbor; he must not play with him. Shall the religion 
then of no nation be free not only from gross and incoherent b\il 
from restless and insulting absurdities? Shall kindness he the basis 
of none,—loudly as Christianity hath proclaimed it, consUmtly as 
its divine and ever-blessed Founder hath practised and commanded 
it ? Intolerant and self-sufficient bigots, the most impudent and 
crazy of mankind, legislate for churches and gloss for Christ. 
They do not trouble their heads in what manner the commutative 
offices of life are executed, the dudes of every day, the interests 
of society in contact witli us; and never arc* quiet on those which 
they call the everlasting, but which in fact arc no interests at all, 
being mere dc])endencics on belief or unbelief in matters incapable 
of demonstration, and inapplicable to practice. Much of fanati¬ 
cism is seen in England, some in Ireland ; but fanaticism here is 
among the lighter curses. 

** It appears to me,” said T.c Doux, “that in this country the 
features of evil are harsh, the form indefinite*.’'' 

“We must acknowledge,” said Lady Glengrin, “that none ot 
our statesmen has been capable of improving the condition of the 
Irisli.” 

“What! ” cried Le Doux, “does the plague rage perennially ? 
Do the rains of heaven never fall among you ? Have you no 
roads, no rivers, no harbors ? Have you no herbage, no cattle, 
no corn ? ” 

“ Of these things,” replied she, “ wc have plenty.” 

“ Bear me'*Witness, Heaven ! ” exclaimed I,e Doux, enthusi¬ 
astically. “ To make men happier requires little wisdom, but 
mu^lli will. What was Odessa ? What is it now ? Madam, 1 
do not pretend to greater knowledge than many possess in every 
kingdom: T wished to do good, and, being in authority, I did it. 
The Russians were not advanced in civilization much farther than 
the Irish; but the gentry were more humane, the clergy more 
toJenint, and in consequence the serfs more docile.” 

The Irish friends of Le Doux began to think him some a 
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visionary, some an incendiary ; and ho, who aaw only confusion 
and contradiction from iho iirst, discovcTod that the same jjcrson 
was the most polite and the rudest, the most hospitable and the most 
sordid, the most contentious aiui the bost-naturcd creatuif in the 
world. 

“ Tt is time to leave this carnival,” said he. “ The mask in 
fashion is half-\vhit(‘ and half-black: every man finds its incon¬ 
venience, yet every man wears it. 'riitre is only One exception, 
and, stranj^est of contradictions, it is a minisier of state. Let 
me fly from this hcene of enchantment while the bristles are not 
yet out upon me.” 


XII. POPE LI'O XTI. AND HIS VALET GIGL’ 

Gv/i. Coughing and sjiitling, spitting and coughing, what 
!o\ing and attenti\e sons will you the whole sacred college! 
Again ? Nay upon my life, Holy I'ather, this soie throat of your 
Beatitude returns at an awkward season. An ugly thing at best, 
and ugliest of all at a jubilee; tbougli many more will be caught 
at it thciii will be fu'od. > Were I your Holiness, I would excom¬ 
municate that nasty Munich girl. 

I,eo. Gigi, her bones were in the grave twenty years ago. 

And rotten thirty. I wonder whether the worms 
would touch her: mayhap they might, having no jialatcs or noses. 

I,eo. By our l-ady, Gigi ! few of those who did touch her 
had any a short time after. I escaped—as you see me though I 
It being the will of our heavenly Shepherd tint I should succeed 
to the chief guidance of his numerous flocks on LM,’;t:h. 

H«ivc you seen the jiilgrims ? 

GigL Yes, yoi.r Beatitude! « 

I.LO, Are any fresh ones come in, this morning ? 

Gigi. No, by my faith, your Holiness! There is indeed old 
Gasp.iro-Simone, who was whipj^ed after the last jubilee, as they 
re])ort it; and his daughter Beatrice-Faustina, who is no more of 
.a fresh on(‘ than he is. 

P Imag. Conver-;., iii., 1829. Works, i., 1846. Workf«, v., 1876-] 
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I^eo^ T never heard of this Gasjiaro-Simone. 

Gi^i. r wonder at that, your Holiness !—as celebnted a l)inij) 
as any in the city. He was a veterinary sur^^eon in the swine 
departil^ent, and used to ]>eiforni to a marvel those operations on 
the juvenile objects of his studies, which bclnjr ajiphed to new- 
made Christians, wliom he also attended on the occasion, has 
rendered them tlie peculiar favorities of the Holy Allies in all the 
cities upon the* Continent, and enables them, by the clearer un¬ 
dulation of their v^oiccs, to lift up our souls to our Creator in the 
Sistine Chapel. But the said (Jasp.iro, having been detected in 
sellinf; die selections of ranis and poats, dogs and cats, among th(' 
more delicate ones deducted from the Circean herds, and sus- 
jiected of mingling the porcine ami the Christian, was obliged to 
liecline the practice of his ]irofe?isic»n. “ I v;ill now take my fee,” 
he says, “to serve his Holiness; although,” he adds archly, “1 
am only a licentiaixr.” As for the .lew, he sw'ears by Abraham 
he never will recant again, until lifty more ducats are paid hliiu 

Ato. Who is he i* 

Gi^i. Tlie sanu' who was to have recanted to the Queen of 

Etruria, by her royal command, and who h:id a hundred ducats 

for it. His Lite Holiness could not give her Majesty a bull-light, 

and was resolute apalnst all tlatteries anti entreaties to order an 

« > 

.tuto-dd-fi' : a conversion was the least thing he couhl do for her, 
particularly as her children were with her, and she found both 
sponsor and banker. Clasjiaro-Simone J-.evi now protests on Iiis 
conscience that a jubilee recantation is worth twice as much as a 
coronation one. We threatened him with imjirisonment and cut¬ 
ting his tongue out. “ I shall never recant the better for that,” 
said he, “ nor make the more converts; ” and then, winking his 
black almond eye, ask his Beatitude who brought Scralina Dati 
<to him, whcn*he was made .i cardinal.” 

I^eo. Pimp and impostor! Doe.s he pretend it was he ^ 
Cigi, peace and respect! I desire to hear no more about these 
idle lusts of the flesh. 

GigL Idle enough, (}od knows, at our time of life, your 
'HoIiries.s ! They are ugly things to hear of, they cost us many a 
sigh and many a stock-Hsli, when they are over. 

There is a service good for the casting out of all other 
devils but these. 
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Gi^L Faith ! and tlierc is a service p,ood for the casting out 
of these also, though none for the kee})ing out. 

Lfo. I know it not, at present. 

Grjfj, Nor I neither; but 1 diil when I was younger#, and so 
did your Holiness. 

J^eo. No trifling, Gigi ; no irifling, I desire, 'riie German 
IjUtheiMn is more tiaetiible, I trust, than that impure man Levi? 

Gi^i. Much more : he declares that if the pretty Princess ot 
Lucca would but wash his feet for him, and hold upon her Inp 
the calves of each leg while she is wi})ing them, he would turn 
Turk for it. 

Lfo. Unconscionable variet! wli6 would not ?—I mean 
Catholic. But are there really only tliirty-eight pilgrims on this 
occasion ? 


Gigi. Your Holiness must forget tlie four hundred you your¬ 
self ordered from your States, ' 

Leo. 1 do not count those. 

G/gi. ^^hey have feet that require as much washing, and 
UJiies that want as niucli filling, as the rest. 'J'he lishing-boat 
that was appointed by his M(i!5t Cliiistian Majesty, to convey the 
faithful of Jiis kingdom to the patrimony of St Peter, arrived fast 
evening. It contains five merry pilgrims from Provence, three 
nuns of some distinction,—if one may believe their stories, for 
they assert that they come fiom the Palais-Jioyal,—and a stur¬ 
geon ; which the npns, unbecoming their condition and con¬ 
sequence, were fighting for, until the crew separated them with 
little deference, tlic captiiin crying out jeeringly, “ You have 
unction enougli about you; and I have a cord of St Francis in 
the cabin, that, with two or three sti'okcs across the buttocks, will 
bring you, I warrant, into as proper a sUite of recue'ilhmmt as heart 
can wish.” ^ 


Leo. Spouses of Christ! do you pull caps ? My sheep ! do 
you cat sturgeon ? 

Gigi. The heretics in Rome think it a singular kind of jubilee 
to taste nothing but macaroni, wxvk after week, 

Leo, Many of them would fain have milk in their tea, 
reprobates! 

Gigi. They are not terrified by the dcatli of the goat your 
Holiness commanded to be killed for giving it. If they had seen 
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it done thc'y would hnvc been ; for her little kid ran aflcr the soldier 
who slew her, sometimes licking his hand, at other times twinkling 
its ears and rubbing them betw('cii its legvS, in order to clear itself 
of the bfood that (lrop])cd on it from the mother when it leaped up 
at her teat, and was drivcin off. The Corsican guaid has been 
called out to repel another of these animals that was seen crossing 
the Ponte Molle, and, if the male had not accom})anied her, it is 
thought would have succeeded. The Swiss, coming up oppor¬ 
tunely, acted with groat vigor on the occasion : both male and 
female were surrounded and disabled, and are now before the 
police. 

Leo. I will intake an example of them. Take instantly my 
orders, that the nwlc Ix"* reduced to that condition whereto the 
Society of Jesus i educed the statues of the Prince of Piombino ; 
and I will seclude the fi.ni.do, just as I secluded the Graces which 
my predecessor (now in purgatory for it) placed in the V^itican, 
After which holy function, go and jirc'pare for the pcdlhivhils. 

Anon, anon. Ages back the washings from the feet 
of jiilgnnis mu.st have' poisoned all the fish in th(‘ I’iber, from 
Castel Sant’ Angelo to Fiiimenica ; so that the Holinesses your 
predcccssois could have fed the poor devils at no cost. Now your 
Holiness may wash tlicm indeed with a jiasty wasli-ball made 
yesterday, and sell it again to-morrow as thouj^h it were never 
handled, so little wear will there have been ujion it; but the fish 
must be pulled up out of the taxes. 

J^eo. O unbelieving age ! thi number of ])ilg!'ims is smaller by 
half tlian of the clioristers and assistants. All their staves put 
together would not make fiddlesticks enough for my chapel. 

. Thi‘ greater part have chronic rheumatisms and liver 
complaints, so,cruel aovl desperate that your Holiness must beware 
of touching the shinbone; for the rheum and liver have their 
arches there whence the luimors swell and flow out. The twelve 
pounds of quicksilver which his Most Catholic Majesty, King 
Ferdinand the puiger, sent for the silverirjg of such saints as were 
by father's side or mother’s side of Spanish extraction, and 
hidalgos, and had been duly purged, have been employed in pills 
and unctions for the brethren and sisterhood laboring under these 
bodily infirmities. 

Leo. Vile offering of his Majesty I Twelve pounds of mer- 
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cp.ry nre hardly worth rwolvt* crowns, unless the ])i‘ice has risen 
since--! forget when. These brethren ami sisteis must not kiss 
the Virgin ; for she would infect the whole city aftei^ them. 
Where are tliey ? 

Gf^i. '^I'jjcy are in that ward of the hospital which the French 
marie so neat and Lonifortable. 

. My commands were that tlie pilgrims should be seen 

together in their dormitory, to edify the iniidel; and 1 ordered to 
be placed there four huiidri*d and fifly beds for them. 

Gr^i. Only one was occu]jied : two were ready ; but the two 
jiilgrims the most oberlieiit to the oi-dinatices of your Holiness 
were’ found on one pillow, communicating. 

Jjfo. I understand you, Gigi -and without a license? What 
an age is this ! the most licentious ! 

G/j^i. Holiness, my master, 1 have heaid it reported tiiat the 
])resent age is a great deal (ess licentious than any former one since 
the establislmieni of the Po]>e Horn. 

Isfij. Ay, truly, Jess lieeutious indeeil in buying lict*nsf*s. 

G/?;. r yicentiousuess is not tlie word, 1 see, but luxury'. 
Formeily, I have heard, a tardinal would have his dozen ol 
pages : in our days hauHy an Eminence has a couple, and one or 
other of tliem is sw-eaty as a running-footman, or stiff and seden- 
t.iry as a mafxtrn di rasa. I’his is, in comparison, as a sprig of 
syringa to a posy an ell round, lit for a Madonna in a new satin 
of Joyous. 

I.eo. I wish they would keep as many pages as formerly to 
amuse tliem in tlieir <>\\'n jialace-yaids, with skittles and bowls, 
or any other game, and not he caught on the staircase of the 
(^)uirlnal, lik<’ his liminenci' the othei day, sticking a petard into 
the skirt of my gren.idler on duty, to the laugiitei gf tlie labble 
and the scandal of Holy Church. Such idleiu^ss .md levity ! 

After all, what most afflicts me is tlie scarcity of my pilgriii. s, 

G'lgt. I think your ilea'tltude would have h i<l thiee or four 
uteentiy good-looking ones out of Tuscany, if the people could 
h.ive remained in ignorance of your uncourieoiis answer to tlie 
Grand Duke. 

Jao, God’s liver! unctiurtcous! Gigi, what dost thou 
mean ? Is the successor of Jesus Christ expected to be 
courteous ? 
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'Gi^i Pardon me, my master and Beatitude; hut of all the 
men that ever lived upon earth, for man lie \vas, the most cour¬ 
teous was he to whom your Beatitude is sutccssor. lie knew 
who hi was ;us well as we do; yet he was so good-natured and 
fairspoken botli to high and low, that—God forgive me 1- but 1 
think him as worthy as the best of the saints ; nay, in niy mind 
he is the very next to liis sweet mother. 

7/^0. Do you mean Pius the Seventli ? 

G'rri. r thought your Holiness had said, by implication, that 
you vveie the successor of Jesus Christ. 

Jjf'o. Did 1 i* 1 forgot it. I am so ; but times are altered. 

Gi^i. k3t Peter !iini!it.if could not improve upon Iiiiii. 

I^eo. Much may be said on both sides; but, from the 
elevation on which it has pleased the Holy Ghost to place me, 
I cannot listen to sucli subjects. I would remind the powers ot 
Europe that I am tiu-ir sovereign; and that what I condescend 
to receive from them is mv clue, as from vassals. 

G{^fi, But the hundied candied citions, which tlie young 
Gland Duke sent to your Beatitude, had always been sent as an 
act of mere courtesy. 'Fhe custom, I have hoard, originated 
with the Medici, who, acnirding to the qtiaint.ness of .in em¬ 
blematic age, 1 imagine, would represent their ermorial beann|>s 
of the golden halls by a juesent cjf citrons, ft was cintomary 
for the tloliness of our Lord to write a letter of thanks for the 
jioliten(\ss' shown to him ; your Sanctity did not wiite it, but 
ordered a secretary to say simplythat your Sanctity had re¬ 
ceived the citrons, and ap]>eaivd to be contented with them.^’ 
Well, so 1 was. 

Next year, if 1 may prophesy, your Beatitude mUvSt 
be contented without ’em, 

J,eo, I Suspect as much. The last jUTsent I received fioni 
Toscany, by tlie connivance, I doubt not, of some in jiower, 
prepares me for this affront. 

Gigi. 1 should have thouglit the citrons would have been the 
last. 

JjfO, No; while you were on my business at Orvieto, the 
Archbisho]) of I’isu sent me three large salmons and three cod¬ 
fish,—the latter only salted, the former both salted and smoked, 
—informing me that, according to the directions he had received 
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with ’em, tliey should not be opened, nor cut to pieces, nor 
washed, as it would be injurious to the flavor and would damage 
the flakes. One of (;ach was served up at my table on the third 
day of Lent, and my appetite was shaii')cr than usual, ^laria- 
Fabrizio, on a])j)lying tlie knife, fell at my feet and kissed them, 
and asked me humbly, with his eyes closed, whether it was my 
pleasure that it should be a miracle or not. I wondered what 
the man meant. He brought before me the two fishes; a strong 
smell of turpentine invaded my nostrils: the two dainties were 
of pine-wood,, a salmon-skin and cod-skin being drawn over 
them. F'or this insult, offered to me in the first instance, J 
understand, by one Ahab Rigworthy of Connecticut, I will 
forbid the Ameiicans to visit Rome. 

Gig'u My dear master, your Beatitude, if an American 
should ever wish to visit Rome, it would only be to try his wits 
against the .lews; or to sjjcculate, in case St Peter’s should 
come to the* hammer, what may be the weight of lead sheeting 
and brass nails upon the roof, how many iron cr;mij)S in the walls, 
how much lime the pillars and statues would burn into, and what 
vent he could oj)cn for them. I will answer for it, tliere is 
more taste for the fine arts, and more knowledge of them, 
among the galley-slaves in Civita Vecchia than in the most 
wealthy citizens of the United Provinces. 

heo. That I know; and 1 am suiprised how they could 
carve a fish so like nature. 

Gigi. An Indian carved it: the Indians both carve and paint; 
they arc the Giottos and Cimabucs of the Anglo-Americans. 
Your Holiness may exclude the new company of the pine-fishery, 
and not hurt them. But could not you have invited some of the 
Christian piinccs to be present at tliis solemnity? 

Leo. I presvsed the youngest who arc the most ductile, and the 
oldest who arc tlic most tlevout: neither age would yield to me,^ 

Gi^i. No ! not n Bourbon ! 

1^0. The Bourbons are either curds or cream : wc may lick 
up a little of them, but they close upon or slip under any impres¬ 
sion we would make. Beside, they are nevei’ so pious as when 
they have eaten a good dinner and are going to sleep. The two 
Infantes of Sjiain ])roposcci to attend me on condition that I would 
lend them each three thousand dollars: this, by iidvice of my 
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secret Jiries of the interior and of the finances, I agreed to do on 
their arrival at Rome. 'Fliey replied that at Madrid they could 
enforce credit, but that in the provinces the people would rather 
leave tllcir houvses than accommodate them with a supper or a 
night’s lodging ; and that without the money they and their mules 
would perish upon the road. The reflections were so extremely 
just, so notoriously true, that I had no susjucion of a latent fi'.uid, 
until “ one of tlie faith ” informed me clandestinely, being in the 
king’s confidence, that his Catholic Majesty had united with liis 
bnjthcrs the Infantes in laying a traj) for my money, and was, 
according to the legitimacy of juamogeniture, to have above half 
to his own share. On renewing the negotiations, I projioscd to 
accept a historical piece by Velazquez and another by Vandyck, 
as my security for the money. They, finding that tlie sum was 
below the value of the pictures, and fearing the reward of their 
perfidy, expressed the utmost sorrow that they could not attend 
me; assuring me tliat apprehensions were entertained, from cer¬ 
tain symptoms, tliat they botli had caught the gout by a constant 
attendance on their beloved king and brother, and that their 
physicians had strongly recommended tliat they should continue 
in their native air, without which not one of the Faculty could 
answer for the consequences. 

Gr^L If they were not infmtes of .Spain, and brothers of 
Ferdinand the yeventh, one might call them the greatest liars and 
scoundrels ujion earth. Your Holiness would then really have 
accommodated them, after the first proof-impression of their moral 
features ? 

I^eo. Tliere is nothing I should not rejoice to do for a 
Bourbon, unless it be to take his bill of exchange or his word. 
In other respects hardly one in the family would deceive you. 

The two fhfantch declare to me tliat they would have come 
into Italy some time ago, while they had in their pockets some 
of the money they received for promising the pardon of sundry 
negroes, but that they could not lind in their hearts the resolution 
to leave behind them so line a sight as that of Francesco della 
Torre, who had just been sentenced, as an acquaintance of Riego, 
to carry round his neck the portrait of that traga-perro to the place 
of execution, and there to behold it burned by the hangman. 

G'tgu His wife, I read in the gazette, is sentenced to the 
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galleys for ten years, as being lier husbaners accomplice,* ] wish 
some lawyer could explain to me how this is. Accomplice in 
what ? If vshe were not the accomplice of her husband, she would 
Kin against Holy Church. If she refused to receive and entertain 
bis acquaintance— 

I,co. She might receive and entertain them: such was her 
duty ; but she ought also to denounci* them, together with the 
husband, before the police, or the confessor. 

A}-, ay ! now 1 understand the meaning of reception and 
entertainment. Without such explanations, from time to time, 
v/e should forget our duties jnd'beeome heretics. 

Curse this pin upon my shiit! I neech'il not to have cros>sed 
myself, fool as I was, in talking about these heli-fagots. By 
Bacchus, it has drawn blood ! 

Would no prince or jn incess of Portugal stej) forward, and lend 
a hand at the suds ? 

Ja’o, Prince Michael would jierhaps inave favored me with 
his ])rcsence if it had not been required at Paris, whitlier lie is 
gone in order to protect his country from the horrors of a con¬ 
stitution, after valiantly fighting ag^alnsr his father, in defence ol 
legitimacy, under the commands of the Holy Alliance. My 
regard for the house of Braganza is little lt\ss than for the Capets ; 
and I myself advised the king to delay no longer the wishes of 
his people, and proj^osed two constitutions. The first and prcfei- 
able consist^'d of om- estate ; namely, the king, but subject to the 
advice of his privy council removable by him at pleasure, with the 
sole exception of the archbishoj) of the realm, perpetual president 
thereof. The secontl was of four estates ,—the king, the cleigy, 
the nobility, tlie populace. I'hc king, as in other free countries, 
should at his option lay down or reject any Jaw; and every one 
sliould originate with him, excepting the ccclesiasticSf, which are 
written in heaven from the beginning, and are tlience delivered 
down to me, and ftom me to the faithful, as occasion may require. 
'Pile taxes were to be decreed by the king, the clergy, and the 
nobility ; and their impartiality was certain and unavoidable, since 
tlicv weie not parties concerned. A more extensive power was 
left to the populace; namely, that of paying them. This })Ian 
however was considered as affording a bad example; and I was' 

* 1'hcj.e art* fads. 
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called a lihernl at the court of Vienna. ’ Hence I was .itraid of 
jiiessing move urgently a jirince or princess of Poitugal, lest 1 
shoiild be suspected of an inclination to shake tlie continental 
system \ which has been declared by ^dl the sovereigns the same 
for the whole body of tlieni, whatever game they may he playing, 
in one chamber or two chambers, lor the amusement of their idle 
and unthinking vassals. Conslitulion-houses and card-built houses 
serve the same purpose, .ind are erected on the same foundations. 

(j’b/. Kings sym[)athize with kings, not wiili nations. A 
fieki of hauls', strewed wuh twenty thousand .slain, is only a 
ticker to their hail-rooms : sh(>\v them a sc:iff()ld with one (lately) 
crowneil head it])on it, and tlic bas.s-viol sUinds alone in the 
orehi'stra. 

Lon. 'rijis is a.s it should be, is it always was, and, by the 
ble.ssing of our l^ady, always .shall be. T declare to you, Ciigi, I 
am no Id!>e!a], doubt me as tliey may ; and tlinl I proposed a 
con.stitution on the firm conviction tli.'it, without it, the royal 
authority can never reach it.s utmost height in safely. 

Gh^i. Yet your I’e.iliti'de i>tands alone. 

Lm, I am the rulei' of kings, the vicegeieni of God ; I read 
no other name in liis commission. 

Ghi, M.isier, my Holiness, let me look at it. 

Gigi, (rigi ! thine are eyes of the ile.sh. 

'^i'Jiey can read commissmns. 

Not such as oiiis aie. 

There is nothing that yo:ii Keatitiide cannot see and 
do: yet 1 now recolli'ct what I heard the other day ; which is, 
that you ami the monarch.'., your friends and allies, striving to 
thiow back the woild upon the remains of Chaos in the bosom of 
Vkicuity, are Jike tiu* httle figures round Greek vases, which sfr.iin 
at one rking and stand in one place for ages, and liave no' more 
to ilo in the sujipoiting ot moving of the vases than thi* woniis 
huv e. 

Lvo, This language is tiot your’s, is not an Italian’s, is not a 
continentars; it breathes the hlult air of England. If I had tlie 
speakf r here, I would c.'ist him into .1 dungeon. 

Gigi. (lit, for God’s .sake, your Holiness, do not think of it! 
'riie fii St IxKit’s crew that landed upon the coast would lay Rome 
in ashes. 


/ .eo. 

Gigi. 

JjCO. 

Gigi. 
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Leo* T would jrmovc the luoncy and snufT tiom the custom¬ 
house, and the heretics could not keep possession of the country ; 
no, not if there were a hundred of ’em. 

Gigi. Alaj-! sir, a !)undred of them would hold iilf Italy 
against the devil. On their landing, the carbonari would not 
want fuel: there is nowlu'ie a hill from Como to Taranto that 
would not havf* a lii’C upon it. The old Bucentaur would be alert 
as Argo. Tivery soul that it. not cowled and cassocked, and two- 
thirds of these, would make swords out (/i sou])-Iad!c.s' encrusted 
with boiling-hot menesfra, and Ixiyonets out of spits, though the 
roast was still in the centre of ’em, fizzing. 

Leo. Gigi, it is high time to put down these bad humors, 
when the;y prevail in ninety-nine out of .1 liundred ; anti yet the 
princes would not give car unto me, nor come to my jubilee. A 
fat boar, weltering in his blood, squeezed an Ave^Marui from my 
late son of Naples. My late son of France thought of Christ and 
Paradise after a salmi of ten woodcocks ; and would then tell M. 
Blacas, the Gascon, to feel his heait, how it was beating foi the 
seivice of the faith. My son of Modena is never so devout as 
when he thanks the Lord in his mercy, after having taken up and 
imprisoned a carlanaro^ who had lost a brotlier, and who himself 
had bled, in fighting for the restoration of his Most Serene 
Highness. Other princes boast that they have largt'r armies in 
proportion to the extent of their territory than they : my son of 
Modena boasts that he has imprisoned, or denounced to the 
emperor for imprisonment, more suspected subjects than all tlie 
heretical kings on the whole Ctrntinent; although he of Pi ussia 
is a half-Catholic in this heroism. Pic in hi.s vigilance keeps up 
sucli a well-directed fire ag:iinst the pliilosophical and learned, 
both within his dominions and without, that I susjieqt in another 
ye.rr 1 shall have to illuminate St Peter’s for him, as .1 convert 
to the truth. «. 

Ghi* God forbid ! Pic has not the heart to hold out a 
single flask of oil toward it. When Ins wife learned English, he 
came every day into the room and caught the lessons by stealth, 
paying only for one scholar, and that meanly. He and his heir- 
apparent have the two poorest purses, in their way, of any two 
gentlemen living. Were 1 your holiness, I would dally with 
liis doubts until my successor should have die cost of his baptism 
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or I would demand half-n-dozen pieces of brass cannon from 
him, apprehensive tliat the payment of such a sum in coined 
money would break )iis hi'art at the font. I myself would not 
underr^^kc to teach him his catechism, until I had made liim 
count out upon tins palm three dollars of his Majesty’s, trying 
them with nty nail whether they we)<’ all unclipj>ed. Otherwise 
I might be disappointed, as youi* Holiness is. 

Leo. The money spent in the city by strangers, throughout 
the whole time of the jubilee, will not pay for the three con¬ 
versions, although the Jew should grow' reasonable; and people 
are so little occu])ied or concerned m it, that the affair of the 
Englishman and Irishman, «)n Ash Wednesday, has excited a 
good deal of idle conversation, 1 hear. Do you know the 
particulars, Gigi ? I am afraid they have been misj-epresented 
to me ; for, although this is the scat of Sanctity, it is not invari¬ 
ably the scat of Trutli. 

Gigi. If it is, her rump has left no mark on the cushion. 
The story, atS I hc.nd it, is this. An Inshnian, of somewhat 
loose habits, had declaied liis intention to father Matthew- 
Roderie O’Rian of scourging himself in the church among the 
penitents. Another acquaintance of Father Matthew-Roderic 
said jocosely, “What will our friend Emmanuel-Roger O’Gor¬ 
man do ? if he lays whip to his body, it must have been knotted 
by some fair hand ; and*, no liaii' will touch his skin but what he 
knows how to smoothen.” *'■ Sir,” ix^plicd Father O’Rian, 
“ though Mr O’Gorman loves wine ;uk 1 women, and quiurcis 
and swears occasionally, he is an evcellent Christian at bottom, 
and has declared to me his intention to scourge himself.” 

On this, M. Tattercl, the liinglishman, watched and followed 
his friend O’Gorman through the crowd, and contrived to place 
himself juaf behind him in ihc church. 'Die candles being ex¬ 
tinguished, he heard distinctly the sobs of O’Gorman, for none 
sobbed louder, and guttural inteijcctions following the most 
fanciful recommendations (some very pressing and some very 
fondling) of his sinful soul to the Virgin and her crucified Son. 
After which, M. Tatterel heard the scourge; but it sounded 
like the ripple of Lake Agnano on the softest of its sands; * 

* Scioppius would have given the pious Irishman a capital piece of 
information, ii he had ever read tlie Injamia Fumijni. 
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and he applied a stout Jc’ather, which he had fakei down on 
purpose fion» behind his e.irriage, to the shoulders of the 
iiihernian sujipiicanl. At t)’Gonn:in ihoui'ht it was the 
devil who did it, and ciied, “Oh, Christ, save me!^ Lord, 
have nierey u])on me! ” A laiigii ill suppressed, and another 
smart sti'oke across the shoulders, undeceived him ; and, startini> 
from his Jitui'pea! raaiice, he exclaimed indl};nantly, “ Damn 
your blood ! what arc* you at ? ” iSei/.in<T at the same moment 
the oflfi'ndcr, lie Jield liim, and blasted !iim every now and then 
with flashes of oaths, while ht* lepeateil the remainder of the 
litany and lauds. 1 was not ^ery near, and could only catch a 
few of his fulmination::, as the priests were chanting “ Dominiu? 
vobiscum, et cum spirltu tiio : ” and “ Oix'nms.” 'riiese words, 
your Holiness may lememhei, aie so long in chanting, that 
Signor lunmanuel would not let slij) so fair and tempdng an 
(»])portunity of pouring out his choiei and comnnnations. Nor 
did he sufTer the irreligious assailant to escape from liis grasp, 
either in the confusion of the service oi at the dost* of it. At 


the door he recognised tin* features of M. Tatterel, who Avhetlu t 
from a]ipreiiensi(rn or from decorum had heen silent and hid his 
L^e, and there Signor J'-mm.aiuel challenged him to jiistols the 
next morning. Some of the young, Iiish, who were present, 
told of th(‘ abomination ; and, by older of tlie police, M. 'ratteiv!, 
hiiving first been fined three hundred crowns, is sent away fio.'U 
the Roman vStates. M. Kmmamiel-Roger O’Gonnan has Inen 
persuaded by h’ather Matt hew-Roderic to forego his vengi'ance, 
as likely to become a stumbling-block and a scandal. “Why, 
Father Matthew-Rodoric, bi* easy and conti-nleil now,” s.iid 
Signor Emmanuel-Roger. “In my own country J must take 
notice of him, as you know, or tliereks no living; but J do 


«L 

“ Flrigt-'llum ego in nionasrerio 1 ..ufienti.ino in.iniltii'^ tT:i''tavj, et Caioli 
V. sanguine (ut aiehant) aiihue uhlituni vidi. Rom e t.imen nuou-^^iis 
quipcta majovis liel’Uomada; ieri.i conipUiii's inveiiiuntiu. llagrioiies er 
plagipatid:c, sive piagigera Iiominum gentia, ul Fl.iuius loijiiitur, qui 
trlbui iolis dmarih condiK'i jxjisinit. Ut in suppiicalione piiblica sen 
processione, lunge fortioich Caiolt' virus se prx'beant in tergo flagtis 
concidendo,” &r-, p. 38. 

Perhaps he would have lieen of opinion tlnit in the year of jubilee one 
is hound to scouige himself, although in other years this duty, like'all the 
rest, is vicaiiuii.''. 
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faithfully swear and promise, as a Christian and man of honor, 
to let liim alone while 1 am in the Holy C'ity, and the mean 
fellow kee])S his distance.'* The j;ood father praised his resolu¬ 
tion, and was quite satisfied ; saying in the voice of an ang<‘!, 
“ If iill*Chvistiunb did so ! 


TURnbuli and sfcar'-, riiiN rfcie., LuiNUUXsttii, 







